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IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 

CHAPTER  I 
■oia  STAOB  dubotionb,  and  a  cast  or  characters 

SUNSHINE  and  prairie  gran — ^well  in  the  foreground. 
Fqr  the  bttekgroondy  perbapa  a  thousand  mileti  away  or 
more  than  half  a  decade  removed  in  time,  is  the  Amer- 
nn  CSril  War.  In  the  blue  aky  a  meadow  lark  8  love  song, 
mi  m  the  grass  the  boom  of  the  prairie  chicken  *s  wings  are 
tk  ualj  soands  that  break  the  primeval  silence,  excepting  the 
!:spiDg  of  the  wind  which  dimples  the  broad  acres  of  tall  grass 
-thousand  upon  thousand  of  acres — that  stretch  northward 
hr  Biles.  To  the  left  the  prairie  grass  rises  upon  a  low  hill, 
M:«^l  with  limestone  and  finally  merges  into  the  mirage  on 
*if  knife  edge  of  the  far  horizon.  To  the  southward  on  the 
oavas  the  prairie  grass  is  broken  by  the  heavy  green  foliage 
linjTi  a  sluggish  stream  that  writhes  and  twists  and  turns 
ln.<Q|rh  the  prairie,  which  rises  above  the  stream  and  meets 
i:'/±er  limestone  belt  upon  which  the  waving  ripples  of 
ie  aamowed  grass  wash  southward  to  the  eye*s  reach. 

Eater  K.  U.  £.  a  four-ox  team  hauling  a  cart  laden  with 
iphnting  press  and  a  printer's  outfit;  following  that  are 
sin-  ox  teftms  hauling  carts  laden  with  tents  and  bedding, 
btte^ld  goods,  lumber,  and  provisions.  A  four-horse  team 
Liling  merchandise,  and  a  span  of  mules  hitched  to  a  spring 
ilTA  come  iisshing  up  through  the  timber  by  the  stream, 
la  and  women  are  walking  beside  the  oxen  or  the  teams  and 
9t  riding  in  the  covered  wagons.  They  are  eagerly  seek- 
if  nmething:  It  is  the  equality  of  opportunity  that  is 
^posed  to  be  found  in  the  virgin  prairies  of  the  new  West 
Tit  mtn  are  nearly  all  veterans  of  the  late  war,  for  the  most 

pm  bcTrinl  jonDgsten  in  their  twenties  or  earl>'  thirties. 

i 


I 
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The  woiD«n  ar«  their  fratb  yuuog  wivet.    An  the  pi 
balU  before  the  cauvsii,  tbe  men  and  womeo  begin  to  onp 
the  wagons  and  to  line  out  un  each  Hide  of  aii  iina^a 
street  m  the  prairie.     The  cbaracleni  arc  discovered  aa 
lows: 

Amoa  Adanu,  a  red-bearded  youth  of  twetily-nine 
llarj*  Sands,  his  wife.     They  are  printers  and  bcgio  unpi 
ing  and  setting  up  the  prinlitig  muriTisI  in  a  lent 

Dr.  James  Neabit  and  Ite<]elia  Salterlhwaite,  bis  witoy 
the  lent  beside  (he  AdaniKCH.  ^ 

Captain  K/ra  .Morion,  and  Ruth  his  wife;  he  is 
patent,  self-openint;  gale. 

Ahab  Wright,  in  side  whiskers,  white  neck-tie. 
shirt  aad  carefally  considered  trousers  tacked  in 
boots. 

Daniel  Sands,  Jane,  his  young  wife,  and  Mortimer,  her 
fant  atepMon.     Daniel  owns  the  merchandise  in  the  wa| 

Casper  llerdicker,  cobbler,  and  Urunhildc  Ilerdicker, 
wife. 

Herman  MdUer.  bearded,  coarse- featured,  noixy;  a  P4 
aylvania  Ihitchman,  his  faded,  rope-haired,  milk-eyed,  aid 
wife  and  Margaret,  their  baby  daughler. 

Kyle  I'erry,  owner  of  the  horsea  and  spring  wagon. 

Dick  Bowman,  Ira  Dooley,  Thomas  Williams,  James  1 
Pberaon.  Dennis  Hogan,  a  boy,  laborers. 

As  other  ehnroelen  enter  during  the  early  pages  of  I 
Story  tht-y  shall  he  properly  introduced. 

As  the  actors  unload  their  wagons  the  si>eetatoni 
notice  alxivc  their  headn  bright,  beautiful  and  evaneao 
fortna  eoming  and  going  in  and  out  of  l>eing.  These  arai 
visions  of  the  pionc^-re,  and  they  arc  vastly  more  real  U 
the  men  and  women  themnelvex.  For  these  visions  are 
forcca  rhat   form   the  liuiunn  crystal. 

Here  abidHh  these  thre*:  sunshine  and  prairie  grass  I 
blue  sky,  cloud  laden.  These  for  ages  have  held  domain  I 
left  the  scene  unchanged.  When  lo — at  I'pper  Middle  ] 
trance.— enter  love!  And  love  witched  the  dreams  and 
•ions  of  those  who  toiled  in  the  mnshine  and  prairie  grami 
der  the  blue  sky  cloitd  laden.  And  behold  what  they  viaiai 
in  tlic  witchery  of  love,  took  form  and  spread  upon  the  pi 
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lie  IB  wood  and  ttone  and  iron,  and  became  a  part  of  the 
Bb  of  the  Nation.  Blind  men  in  other  lands,  in  other  times 
kaked  at  the  Nation  and  saw  only  wood  and  stone  and  iron. 
Tft  the  wood  and  stone  and  iron  should  not  have  symbol- 
oed  the  era  in  America.  Bather  should  the  dreams  and 
finotis  of  the  pioneers,  of  those  who  toiled  under  the  sun- 
ikine  and  in  the  prairie  grass  have  symbolized  our  strength. 
For  half  a  century  later  when  the  world  was  agonizing  in  a 
death  grapple  with  the  mad  gods  of  a  crass  materialism, 
■snkind  saw  rising  from  the  wood  and  stone  and  iron  that 
kid  iieemed  to  epitomise  this  Nation,  a  spirit  which  had  lain 
kidden  yet  dormant  in  the  Nation's  life — ^a  beautiful  spirit 
rf  idealism  strong,  brave  and  humbly  wise;  the  child  of  the 
dreams  and  visions  and  the  love  of  humanity  that  dwelled 
a  the  hearts  of  the  pioneers  of  that  earlier  time. 

But  this  is  looking  forward.  So  let  us  go  back  to  scene 
ffie.  act  one,  in  those  days  before  the  sunshine  wa.s  shaded, 
tkf  prairie  grass  worn  off,  and  the  blue  sky  itself  was  so 
aamed  and  changed  that  the  meadow-lark  was  mute! 

And  now  we  are  ready  for  the  curtain :  and — music  please. 


I 

I 


r  wnioB  WB  nmODucB  tux  raoii  and  ins  t 

WD  AT  lis  &UD  IN  ns  lUURT^-nn  uMB  BSDM  nut  il 

\-I>  TOKSn  OF  TUIB  SrOBT 


A  STORY  ifl  n  curiona  thinir,  that  tr-owti  vitli  s  I 
conflciouiiii6«  of  its  own.     Time  was,  in  ite  i 
brst«  periml  of  ^mtalinn  whi>ii  ihiit  xlorjr  i 
AnMM  AdamH'a  ntary.     It  was  to  Ik  tlir  Nlnry  of  onv  v 
great  vutton*  th«t  wf  re  r««li»s},  who  hnd  fmni  thr  hi|rl 
whiapen  of  Iheir  plana.    What  a  book  it  wnultl  I 
if  Amm  aod  Marjr  oould  have  writlpn  it — thr  nlory  of  i 
cone  true.     But  alaa,  the  hiffh  pvIk  mocked  Ainng  / 
Marj-'a  olippings  from  Ihe  Tribiinr^n  pwal  litter  o' 
fiiriiUlin)  ctrrliun  dnU-s  and  inoidonts  for  thr  Ktorj. 
wh*-!!  th«  Trihunt  was  frmh  fn>m  th*  prr*(  Ulary  a 
would  sit  tntflli'T  in  the  printing  onicv  and  Mary  ei 
priili*  would  clip  fmm  llie  damp  papor  iho  itrandtli 
HTiwionH  of  Amm  that  M-rmt^-d  to  lit  into  oilier  items  U 
10  r>-miiid  tlicm  of  thintfs  whii^h  they  muld  not  print  ii 
npwHpaptT   btit   which   would   h<e  mutrrial   for  their  j 
Vihat  a  Iriindle  of  ih«i«  clipptniri  tht-rc  in!     And  Uii'i 
the  diary,  or  tdd-faNhionrd  Memory  Book  of  Mary  i 
What  a  pile  nf  ni-ally   fuldrn]   shrrlH  eovfred 
Aduaa'  hJuidwriting  an>  there  on  the  table  by  the  v 
Wlat  mnnoriiw  th«y  n-vive,  wlial  old  dead  joyn  orr  I: 
lo  life,  what  faded  viaioos  are  repainted.     ThiH  is  to  t 
Book — the  book  tliat  they  dmime<l  of  in  their  youth— 
before  little  Kmyon  wan  bom.  before  Jasper  waa  bon 
deed  before  (Irmnt  was  fnim. 

Bat  now  tbe  yean  haw  written  in  many  thimrn  ami  i 
not  be  «Ten  their  atory.  Indeed  a*  life  wrote  upou  } 
liearta  Ita  nyaterious  leftend— the  legend  that  eratied  ) 
of  their  rmble  drewna  and  put  iron  into  their  a 
ia  erideoee  in  what  they  wrol49  that  they  thouKfat  it  wot 
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iiii  A  Btoiy.    Most  parents  thiiik  their  sons  will  be  heroes. 

i  tbeir  boy  bad  to  do  his  part  in  the  world's  rouirli  work 

1  lief  ore  the  end  the  clippings  and  the  notes  in  the  Memory 

<  aliuw  that  they  felt  that  a  hero  in  blue  overallH  would 

I  Jv  Bxisfwvr  for  their  Book.    Then  there  came  a  tiino  when 

OS  alone  in  his  later  years  thought  that  it  might  be  Kcn- 

i  s  ^tory :  fur  Kcnyon  now  is  a  fiddler  of  fame,  and  fiddlers 

be  ffTBiitl  heroes.    But  as  the  clippings  and  the  iiotcN  sliow 

fh  still  aniither  story,  the  Book  that  was  to  be  tlieir  book 

t  ftiory.  may  not  bo  one  maii*s  or  one  womans  story.     It 

y  not  be  even  the  story  of  a  town;  though  Harvey's  story 

Tdiz'ic  enouirh.     (Indeed  sometimes  it  has  seemed  that  the 

r>'  of  Harvey,  rising  in  a  generation  out  of  the  sunshine 

i  prmirit*  grass,  a  thousand  flued  hell,  was  ti>  be  the  story 

aie  Book.)     Hut  now  Harvey  seems  to  be  only  a  si^ni  of 

times,  a  symptom  of  the  growth  of  the  human  soul.     So 

Book  must  tell  the  tale  of  a  t.im(*  and  a  place  \i  lirn*  mm'u 

women  loved  and  stnive  and  joyed  or  sntTered  and  lust 

■T.n  .niter  the  old,  old  fashion  of  our  raire;  witii  only 

nt*w  (Tirdlfs  and  borders luul  frills  in  the  ri'eord  uf  their 

^ri*i  2 day  its  the  ehan^in^  skirts  of  passinir  ciriMi instance 

re.     The  B<»ok  must  be  more  thmi  Amos  Adains's  ur  his 

or  his  son  s  son's  story  or  his  town's,  ihoufrh  it  must 

of  thf^Me.     It  must  be  the  story  of  many  men  and  many 

1.  rai'h  one  workiug  out  his  salvation  in  his  own  uaj- 

.1  the  threatis  woven  into  the  divine  design,  carrying 

in  its  small  place  on  the  loom  the  inscni tabic  pattern 

ii%n  destiny.     But  most  of  all  it.  shouM  Im>  the  Ntury 

-iiall  explain  the  America  that   rose  when  her  ^rcat 

ne— exultant,  triuniphant   to  the  gh>rions  call  ot'  ^n 

'XHf  from  sordid  thin;;s  environing  her  hodv  and  miuI. 

•^.Trated  herself  without  stint  or  falterin;:  hand  lo 

't-nge  f»f  demiK'rac>. 

•  old  days — the  old  days  when   Amos  Adams  wa.> 

le   printed  ih-w*   Harvey   Tribunr  on   a   hand    i«rcS'». 

*ea«l  the  ink  U|K>n  the  typet<:  he  pulled  the  ltcsi 

I  impressed  eaeh  sheet;  and  as  they  worki-d  they 

It   the  coming  of  the   new  diiv.     As  a  soldi*  r     a 

Tied  oflic'er  he  had  fcHijrht   in  the  jrf'at   CiviI   War 

ith  that  should  njake  men  free.     And  he  ws^  suvo 
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in  thoM  «hl«r  days  tbat  the  new  day  was  jiut  <laiimitL{{.    An 
Mary  wm  sure  too ;  to  the  readers  of  the  Tribune  were  ■ 
cured  that  the  dawn  was  at  haad.     Ttit'  editor  knew  that  l 
were  men  who  laughed  at  him  for  his  hopeo.    But  bo 
Mary,  his  wife,  only  lau^ied  at  men  who  were  so  blind 
they  could  not  itee  the  dawn.     So  for  many  jears  tbcy  kcpl 
rallying  to  whatever  faith  or  banner  or  cause  seemei' 
in    ita   promiMu   of   the   suiirlte.     Oreen-backcra,   Oi 
KnitihlH  of  Labor,  ['robibitiootsta — these  two  cniaadera 
lowed  all  of  the  banners.    And  still  there  came  no  sunl 
Farmen'  Alliance.  Populiam,  Free  Silver — Amos  marej 
with  each  cavalcade.     And  was  hopeful  in  ita  defeat. 

And  thus  the  years  dragged  on  and  made  decadee 
the  decade*  mar^aled  into  a  generation  tliat  became  i 
era,  and  a  city  rose  around  a  matnre  man.     And  still  in  li 
UttJe  office  oo  a  rickety  side  street,  the  Tributes,  a  week] 
paper  in  a  daily  town,  kept  pointing  to  the  sunrise  i 
AnuM  Adams,  editor  and  proprietor^  an  old  fool  with 
fiuth  of  youth,  for  toany  ye^n  bad  a  book  to  write 
Mory  to  tell — a  story  that  was  never  told,  for  tt  grew  bej 

He  printed  the  flrvt  edition  of  the  Tribune  in  his  tent 
an  elm  tree  in  a  vast,  unfcnccd  meadow  that  roae  from 
fringe  of  timber  that  shaded  the  Wahoo.     Volume  one.  m 
ber  one,  told  a  waiting  world  of  the  formatioo  of  the  tow\ 
company  of  Harvey  with   Uanicl  Sands  as  president.    1 
was  one  of  tlwuxanda  of  towns  founded   after  die  CiTJ 
War — towns   that   were  bursting  like  miisbroontH  throi 
tbe  prairie  soil.    After  that  war  in  which  milliona  of  i 
gave   their   yoath   and    myriads   gave    their   lives   for 
Meal,  cane  a  reaction.    And  in  the  decades  that  followed 
war.  men  gave  themaelvca  to  an  ortry  of  materialism.     Han 
was  a  part  of  that  or^iy.     And  the  Ohio  crowd,  the  group  t~ 
eame  from  Klyria — the  Kaudsea,  the  Adamses,  Joaeph  ( 
Tin,  Afaab  Wright,  Kyle  I'erry.  the  Kollanden '  and  all 
mt  eieept  the  Neibits — were  ao  eonaiderable  a  part  of  S 
Tey  in  tbe  beginning,  that  probably  they  were  as  guilty  ai 
teat  of  the  eouotfy  in  the  craaa  riot  of  greed  thai  foUoi 

<Tb«  raadar  nsj  b*  tatcraskd   ia  tmittg  on*  at  Marr  A4u 
at^mf  wiik  a  BoU  attacbiid.    Hera  b  on*  mmeenlBg  Hn.  A 
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brougjit  Amot  Adtms  to  Harvey  beeaoie 
*  and  in  thoae  hal^on  days  ^  printen  were 
able  to  write;  and  he  brought  Maiy— bat 
17 1  He  wae  never  sore  whether  he  brooght 
lit  him.  For  Mary  Sanda— ^ear,  dear  Mazy 
a  way  with  her.  She  was  not  Irish  for  noth- 
ler. 

tried  to  be  fair  with  Daniel  Sands  beeanse 
Drother;  even  thongh  there  was  a  time  after 
young  soldier  from  the  war  and  found  that 
10  hired  a  substitute  and  stayed  at  home,  had 
ey,  who  was  pledged  to  Amos, — a  time  when 
m  killed  Daniel  Sands.  That  passed,  Mary» 
!ame ;  and  for  years  Amos  Adams  bore  Dauiel 
e.  What  has  all  his  mon^  done  for  Daniel, 
e  joy  out  of  him — ^f or  one  Uiing.  And  as  for 
nne  about  Elyria,  Ohio,  the  grass  is  growing 
uid  for  forty  years  only  Mortimer^  her  son, 
id  mouth  and  hair,  was  left  in  the  world  to 
the  days  when  he  was  stark  mad ;  and  Mary, 
h  Mary  Sands,  caught  his  heart  upon  the 
e  him  happy. 

:hat  Mary  brought  Amos  to  Harvey  with  the 
Daniel  Sands  and  his  followers  were  known, 
settlers  came  to  grow  up  with  the  country 
leir  independent  fortunes;  but  Mary  and 
«  the  sunrise.  For  they  were  sure  that  men 
ing  in  a  new  world  having  found  equality  of 
uld  not  make  this  new  world  sordid,  unfair 

lipping  from  the  Hanrey  Tribune  of  June,   1S71, 

rd  Kul lander  arriv<<d  to-day  from  Elyria,  Ohio.    It 
Harvey  and  ithe  was  greeted  by  her  husband,  Hon. 
•jritter  of  Deeds  of  Greeley  County,  with  m  handsome 
Street." 

this  note: 

len  of  the  Elyria  settleni.  Rhoda  Kollander  would 
and  face  tlie  hardithipR  of  pioneer  life;  but  she 
»ut,  Ret  an  office  and  build  her  a  cahin  before  she 
la  will  not  l>e  happy  as  an  angel  unlcM  they  baTe 
leaven." 
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Mid  nuet  BM  the  older  world  was  anttind  tbcm  in  tl 

Amos  and  Mary  Umk  up  their  homestead  just 
the  town  on  the  Wahoo,  and  started  the  Tritmfu,  i 
hoped  tile  high  hopv»  uf  the  Irixh  whiU-  Amos  wn>tx 
of  the  news,  set  his  share  of  thi'  tj-pc,  ran  Uie  emuM 
,  advertiung  aul  bra^i^  of  tlie  tuwo  in  their  edilorw 
with  all  the  faith  of  au  irisliiuiu]  by  tnurria^^. 

What  a  fairy  Btory  the  history  of  Harrey  wonh 
ahould  bo  written  only  as  it  was.  For  one  could  ei 
it  once  upon  a  lime.  Once  upon  a  time,  let  us  my,  i 
a  Uad  of  suiifihiiie  ajid  prairie  ^duk.  And  then  m 
eame  and  svt  in  little  white  houses  aiid  new  unpaint 
thuinWd  in  faint  gnta  hodf^rows  and  board  fei 
checkered  iu  the  fields  lying  grL-eo  or  brown  or  loatn 
the  sluTCiflli  fitreuina  Ihiit  cuti)fed  broad,  /.igxafi  ft 
the  land.  And  upon  a  bill  that  uverlooked  a  rock- 
stream  the  genii,  thv  npirit  of  tbe  time,  itat  •  1 
irlistened  in  the  suitshine  and  when  the  town  Wl 
year  old.  it  wai;  bo  npwiy  net  in,  that  its  great  itoi 
bouse  all  towemi  and  tin-oomiced,  beyond  the  leatl 
lying  residences),  rose  in  the  high,  untrodden  graKL 
pIc  of  Ilarvcy  were  vaxtly  proud  of  that  schoolbM 
young  editor  and  hiti  wife  used  to  gnr^  at  it  ado 
they  drove  to  and  from  the  office  morning  and  even 
they  gilded  the  town  witli  high  hopes.  Kor  then  I 
in  their  twenties.  The  population  of  ilar^ey  for 
part  tbot>e  first  years  was  in  it."  twi-nties  also,  when  | 
cheap.  But  tiiank  Heaven  the  gilding  of  our  ti 
lasting. 

It  was  into  tliis  iplded  world  that  Urant  Adama  i 
Suckled  behiud  the  prei«,  eradled  in  the  waste  bai 
dling  under  hurrying  feet,  Urant'a  oarlicat  meoM 
of  work — work  and  working  lovers,  and  their  gaj 
tbey  worked  wore  strange  faueies  in  h\»  little  miod. 

It  was  in  those  days  that  Amos  A<Iams  and  hU  l 
aidering  the  mystery  of  death,  tried  to  peer  behind 
Pnr  Anns  tabtra  tipped,  alatrs  wrote,  pbiloaophen,  I 
and  eooquerors  flocked  in  with  grotesque  sdviefij 
thoae  enriMU  pbenoneua  that  come  from  the  act 
the  abnarmal  mind,  appenrrd  and  aitonadad  tha  « 
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tkgr  went  about  their  daily  work.  The  boy  Grant  naed 
lit,  a  wide-eyed,  freckled,  sun-browned  little  creature, 
Dun^  his  skinny  little  hands  through  his  red  hair,  and 
idfhfl^  about  the  unsolvable  problems  of  life  and  death, 
(ot  uon  the  problems  of  a  material  world  came  in  upon 
Dt  as  the  child  became  a  boy :  problems  of  the  wood  and 
L  pnjblcms  of  the  constantly  growing  herd  at  play  in 
T.  io  snow,  on  the  ice  and  in  the  prairie;  and  then  came 
Sure  serious  problems  of  the  wood  box,  the  stable  and 
I.  Thus  he  grew  strong  of  limb,  quick  of  hand,  firm  of 
and  sure  of  mind.  And  someway  as  he  grew  fntm 
Ihorjd  into  boyhood,  getting  hold  of  his  faculties — finding 
o.-If  physically,  so  Ilarvey  seemed  to  grow  witli  iiim. 
•ver  the  town  where  men  needed  money  Daniel  Sands 's 
nfr»  were  fastened — not  heavily  (nothing  was  heavy 
lat  day  of  the  town  s  glorious  youth)  hut  surely.  Dr. 
■i'/s  iray  ruthless  politics.  John  Kolhmder\s  patriotism, 
n<.r  always  to  the  court  house  and  its  emoluinentn.  (lap- 
.'•inron  s  inventions  that  never  materialized,  the  over 
JUT  sunrise  of  the  Adams — all  these  things  luvamt*  defi- 
y  a  part  of  the  chaTigoless  universe  of  Harvey  as  Grant 's 
irur  faA'iiities  binunue  part  of  his  rouse iousness. 
A  here  is  a  mystery:  the  formation  of  tiie  social  crystal. 
ill  cnmUil  the  outer  facets  and  the  inner  fell  intt>  sha|)e 
f  Ncsbils.  the  KoUauders,  the  Adamsi*s,  the  ('alvins.  tlie 
oru,  and  Uie  Sandses.  failin<j:  into  one  group;  and  the 
aiiiscR.  the  Ilogans.  the  Howmans,  the  MePhersons.  the 
'y%  fiiid  Ca-sper  iierdieker  falling  into  another  ^'roup 
iiil  fr'parated  from  the  valley.  The  se])aration  was  nnt 
u-r  of  moral  sense:  for  John  Kollaiuler  and  Dan  Sands 
7r»«»ph  Calvin  touched  zero  in  moral  intelligence:  and 
Ui  not  have  been  business  sense,  for  Captiiin  .Morton  for 

I  dr»'<uiis  was  a  rliild  with  a  ilollar,  and  Dr.  Neshit  never 
•u-  C'f  debt  a  day  in  his  life;  without  hLs  salary  from 
^vfp;  John   Kollander  would  have  In^en  a  ehar^rc  -jn 

II  iiity.  In  the  matter  of  industry  Daniel  Sand.s  w:l< 
-vol,  but  Jamie  Mel*hers4>n  toiling  all  ilay  used  tn  i*ome 

and   >t:irl   up  his  well  ilrill  an»l  its  elatter  eoiild   lie 
far  into  the  night,  and  often  In*  started  it  lituirs  ht*fore 
Nor  euuld  aspirations  and   visions  have   lunusWdi 
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tlie  line  of  cleavage;  for  no  one  could  have  hopes  so  high  (■ 
Harvey  as  Jamie,  who  sauk  his  drill  far  into  tbo  earth,  pd 
his  whole  life,  every  penny  of  his  eaniinga  and  all  hix  KtrengU 
into  Lhe  dream  that  some  day  he  would  bring  (M)al  or  oil  or  ga 
to  Harvey  and  muke  it  u  ifn-at  cily.  Vet  when  ho  found  tiM 
precious  vein,  thick  and  rich  and  t^aay  lo  mine.  Daniel  8andl 
I  and  Joseph  Calvin  1iK)k  his  claim  from  him  by  chicanery  ai 
iBsily  as  thry  would  have  rubbed  u  blind  man  of  a  penny, 
tnd  Jamie  went  to  work  in  the  mines  for  Daniel  Satidl 
rci^>mhHn((  hut  faithful.  Williams  and  Dooley  and  Hofa 
and  llerdii-ker  bent  at  their  dailv  la-sks  in  lliONe  find  yei  ^ 
each  feelinir  that  the  next  day  or  the  next  month  or  at  e 
the  next  year  his  everlastinf;  fortune  would  be  made. 
Dick  Ilowman,  cohort  of  Dr.  Neoliit,  many  u  time  . 
oft  would  wash  up,  put  on  a  clean  suit,  and  go  oat  i 
round  up  the  voters  in  the  Valley  for  tlic  Doctor's  en 
and  acorn  his  task  with  a  hissing;  for  Dick  read  Karl  Miq 

»Biid  dreamed  of  the  day  of  the  revolution.     Yet  he  dwelle 
with  the  sons  of  Hssua,  who  ati  they  toiled  murmured  abont 
their   stolen    birthright.     When    a    decade    had    paa«rd    in 
Barvpy  the  sociitl  crj-»tai  was  firm;  the  hill  and  the  val* 
irerc  ea>tt  into  the  solid  rock  of  things  as  they  are.     No  < 
Qould  say  why;  it  was  a  mystery.     It  ia  still  a  mystery, 
loeiety  forms  and  reforms,  its  cleavages  follow  unknown  Un 
It  was  on  a  day  in  June — late  in  the  morning,  after  (In 
and  Nathan  I'erry — son  of  the  stuttering  Kyle  of  that  t 
bad  enme  from  a  cool  hour  in  the  ()uict  pool  down  on  I 
I  Wahoo  and   little  (irant,  wailing  like  a   hungry   pup  j 
"i  lunch,  that  was  lernpting  him  in  the  haHket  under  thi 
lerack,  was  counting  the  moments  and  va^ely  spi>culalin| 
I  lo  what  minutes  were — when  he  looked  up  from  the  Bom 
and  saw  what  seemed  to  him  a  visitor  from  another  wort 

ihri.   UK  mil   M>r7   Admtn*'*  rllpplnn  i 
yoaoa  TliDRia*  Van  tit'ro  tn  llarvef.    The 
^jMs)  fmgm  of  th»  pap*T  rcAilai 

"TlinaiBii  Van  Dorn.  mui  or  ilip  late  Gvnoral  Klrtiulaa  Van  Dnni' 
ladr,  Nnr   ^'iirlt.   haa   Incatnl   In   tlarvpy   tot  Ihr   prartir* 
I  liU  Bdwrti'lnn  card   apiwarn  rlM-wlirrn.     Mr    Van   Tkim 
■  man  and  a  taw  jiradual*'  uf  tliat  k-1iouI  a>  well  an  an  alnmn,. 
w  lh»  raJhm-     Aa  a  yoitth  wltlt  hU  father  vnanB  Thiitnai  alnpiiMl  b 
'  U*  dmy  IHe  tarn*   na  IvaBdaA.    n*  naa  %  nrnAm   uf  ib 
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cremture  was  talking  to  Amos  Adams  sitting  at  the  desk; 
Amos  was  more  or  less  impressed  with  the  visitor's 
ndor.  He  wore  exceedingly  tight  trousers — checked 
isers,  and  a  coat  cut  grandly  and  extravagantly  in  its 
TiesH,  a  high  wing  collar,  and  a  soup  dish  hat.  He  was 
h  1  figure  as  the  comic  papers  of  the  day  were  featuring 
the  exquisite  young  man  of  the  period, 
fouth  was  in  his  countenance  and  lighted  his  black  eyes. 
I  oval,  finely  featured  face,  his  blemishless  olive  skin,  his 
on^r  jaw  and  his  high,  beautiful  forehead,  over  which  a 
tck  wing  of  hair  hung  carelessly,  gave  him  a  distinction 
It  brought  even  the  child's  eyes  to  him.  He  was  smiling 
iistntly  as  he  said, 

"rm  Thomas  Van  Dom — Mr.  Adams,  I  believe  t"  he 
M.  and  added  as  he  fastened  his  fresh  young  eyes  upon  the 
Kors.  "you  scarcely  will  remember  me — but  you  doubt- 
I  remember  the  day  when  father's  hunting:  party  passed 
pwigh  towuT     Well — I've  come  to  grow  up  with  the  coun- 

■  ■ 

r 

Tfc*»  Hitor  rose,  rou{;hed  his  short,  sandy  beard  and 
^'tfd  the  youth  pleasantly.    '*Mr.  Daniel  Sands  sent  me 

i':7i  party  or^ranizi'd  by  Wild  Hill  which  under  General  Van  Dorn*« 
'  lA^t  ncorted  the  Russian  Grand  Duke  Alexis  over  this  part  of 

•uv  afirr  butTalo  and  wild  pime.  Mr.  Thonia8  Van  I)orn  rrniem- 
«  \h'  tifiit  well.  Hnd  old  wttliTs  will  recall  the  fart  tliat  Daniel 
ki«  That  daj  riold  fur  $10<)  in  piUl  to  the  <;rnerHl  the  plot  ni>\v  kno\\n 
Wn  lKim>  addition  to  Harxey.     Mr.  Tlionias  Van  Dorn  8till  has 

!>««l  til  th«*  pU>t  and  will  Mnm  ]»iit  the  lots  on  the  market.  He  was 
{••AAAOt  caller  at  the   Tribune  otiico  thin  wivk.     Come  a^ain.  say 

W  ti'rf.n  a  pafwT  wherwm  the  clippin";  is  pnsti*d  is  this  in  Mary 
ist »  band : 

""••  famr»ti«  VHn  Dorn  Iwhv'     How  thr  year?  have  ihiwn  nini-e  tin* 
)i£i.    '-f    hi*    mother's    eh»|M>nirnt    and    his    father'^^    dut'l    with    Sir 
'•^   frhiMik   twn  <ontin«'nts      What   an   tild    rak«>   tiie  General    \\a^ 
■•.»  ^rfiv*-  mothtT  after  two  other  marria;re«  and  a  ^^ad   prri.il  on 
Tfsrty    -la::i"  diitl   ah»ne   in   penury!      And    Amos   says   that    tin* 
•ruJ   »a*   •<»   in-oh*nt  to  hi-*   men   in   the   war,   that    \\v  dared   not 
z'..,  artion  with  them  for  fear  they  would  ^h<M)t  him  in  the  back 
*i^  bbj   U  ai  lovfly  and  gentle  a  creature  as  om*  I'ould   a-k   to 
Tbii  U  aa  it  nhould  Uv" 
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to  you,  htr.  Adams — to  prtiit  a  professional  card  in  7 
paper,"  said  the  yuung  man.  iic  proituuiiufd  tbctu  "oik 
and  "papuh"  and  siuil<.-d  brigblly  «.s  hin  qiiii^k  ejrw  I 
hiiu  tLal  tbe  editor  was  conacioiui  of  hia  custern  aoa 
While  they  wore  tiUkuig  busiiicMi,  Wating  tho  ponilion 
the  card  in  the  newtipaper,  th«  editor  iioti<;<Hl  tliat  Ute  yoai 
man's  tyca  kt-pl  waitderiiig  to  Wary  Adama,  typiMettii 
across  the  room.  She  wuk  u  comely  woman  just  in  hvr  thi 
ti««  and  Amos  Adanui  finally  introduced  her.  When  be  w« 
out  the  Adaiu.scH  talkud  liim  uvvr  and  atcrecd  that  he  wu  t 
'   ition  to  the  town. 

Wilhit)  u  moutli  h«  had  formed  a  partnership  with  Jo«| 
in,  the  town's  eldest  lawyir;  and  young  Henry  Fei 
ID  bad  been  trying  for  a  year  to  buy  a  partnership  with  Q 
Tin,  was  Left  to  go  it  alone.  So  ilcnr>'  Pcnn  contented  U 
self  with  forming  a  social  partnership  with  hr«  young  ri^ 
And  when  the  respectable  Joiieph  Calvin  was  at  home  or  Od 
sidering  the  alTairK  of  the  Melhodixt  Sundaj-  School  of  wlii 
he  wns  siiperinlcndent,  young  Mr.  Kcnn  and  young  M 
Van  Uom  were  rambling  at  large  over  the  town  and  the  arfj 
cent  prairio,  seeking  mieh  diveniun  att  young  men  in  tbi 
exceedingly  early  twenties  delight  in:  Mr.  Uiley'^  saloon,  t 
waters  of  the  Wuhoo,  by  mooulighl,  the  mclliferoiia  strains 
"IjarlHionl  watch,"  the  shot  gun,  tlic  (piail  and  the  praii 
chicken,  the  quarterhorse,  and  the  jackpot,  the  cocktail,  ( 
Indian  pony,  the  election,  the  foolraee,  tiie  biiseball  tea: 
the  Sunday  School  picnic,  the  Fourth  of  July  celebratio 
the  dining  room  girls  at  the  Talaco  Hotel,  the  cross  oountl 
circus  and  the  trial  of  the  ocetwional  line  fence  m 
case — all  were  divertiHsements  tlmt  engaged  tlietr  paasii 
yotutg  attention, 

If  ever  the  world  was  an  oyster  for  a  youth  the  world  I 

'cy  and  the  fullncis  thereof  was  an  oyster  to  Thora 

''an  Dorn.     He  had  all  that  the  crude  weal^ru  eoinniuni 

iahed:   the  pmtige  of  money,   family,   education,  m 

indefinable  grace  and  cuurtety  of  body  and  ttool  th 

call  cliarm.     And  Uar\-ey  |>eoptc  icenied  to  be  made  f 

ilo  liked  their  eandor.  their  ittrength,  their  eraas  m 

itism.  their  bray  and  bluttter,  their  vain  protests  of  i 

■ncy  and  their  unconscioua  tvgarA  lor  ^\4  «»sA.«  i(j,\d  « 
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u  So  whatever  there  was  of  egoiam  in  his  natare  grew 
becked  by  Harvey.  He  was  the  young  lord  of  the  manor. 
vever  Harvey  might  hoot  at  his  hat  and  gibe  at  his  elided 
and  mock  his  rather  elaborate  manners  behind  his  back; 
crthdefli  he  had  his  way  with  the  town  and  he  knew  that 
vas  the  master.  While  those  about  him  worked  and  wor- 
i  Tom  Van  Dom  had  but  to  rub  lightly  his  lamp  and  the 
le  appeared  and  served  him.  Naturally  a  young  man  of 
eoDspicuous  talents  in  his  exceedingly  early  twenties 
ft  has  the  vast  misfortune  to  have  a  lamp  of  Aladdin  to 
)L  SAks  genii  tirst  of  all  for  girls  and  girls  and  more  girls, 
n  incidentally  he  asks  for  business  and  perhaps  for  poll* 
I  tod  may  be  as  an  afterthought  and  for  his  own  comfort 
■ay  pray  for  the  good  will  of  his  fellows.  Tom  Van  Dom 
ame  known  in  the  vernacular  as  a  ''ladies  man."  It  did 
ikurt  his  reputation  as  a  lawyer,  for  he  was  young  and 
ith  is  supposed  to  have  its  follies  so  long  as  its  follies 
lurre  follies.  No  one  in  that  day  hinted  thnt  Tom  Van 
n  was  anything  more  dangerous  than  a  butterfly.  So 
-  •••'•i  fri>ni  pirl  to  jrirl,  from  love  atl'air  to  love  ntTair, 
■  l}^art  to  heart  in  his  gay  clothes  with  his  gay  manners 
I  his  merry  face.  And  men  smiled  and  women  and  girls 
•(•rr-d  and  boys  hooted  and  all  the  world  gave  the  youjig 
i  ius  way.  But  when  he  included  the  dining  n^oiu  girls 
iLt  ralaee  Hotel  in  his  list  of  con(|uests.  Dr.  Neshit 
10  yjuintiug  seriously  at  tlie  youth  and.  late  at  niirht 
\in2  from  his  professional  visits,  when  the  doetor  passed 
%  .ung  fellow  returning  from  some  humble  home  d«)wn 
r  Uic  river,  the  Doctor  would  pipe  out  in  the  night,  **Tut,, 

X,  31 — this  is  no  phice  for  you/' 
k::  'Jie  I>octor  was  too  busy  ^vith  his  own  niTairs  to  assume 
nardianship  of  Tom  Van  Dom.  As  Mayor  of  Har>'ey 
i>Dctor  made  the  young  man  city  attorney,  tlierehy  bind- 
Ike  youth  to  the  ^layor  in  the  feudal  system  of  |>olitii« 
i  attaching  all  the  prestige  and  charm  and  talent  of  the 
lo  the  Doetor *s  organization. 

^'-r  T>r.  Ncsbit  in  his  blithe  and  cock-sure  youth  was  bom 

^QufirA  iii  the  sparks  fly  upward.     Men  looked  tn  him 

KA-i^mhip  and  he  blandly  deuiajided  tiiat   they  follow 

L    Hr   was  cver>-   man  s  friend.    Jle   knew   the   >k\\o\^ 
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county  by  iU  first  name.     The  men,  Uie  women,  tlic  aU 

I  dno,  the  dofpi,  the  ImrNt^  kiirw  hitii  unci  he  knew  aiid  lo 

I  thfin  all.     Uui  iii  tvturn  fur  his  affection  he  expected  loyi 

He  was  a  jealuiis  lejidcr   who  divldw)   nu   hunant.     S 

'  nontiui  in  the  year  lie  wore  white  lioeu  clothes  and  hig  « 

clad  (i^re  bustling  through  a  crowd  tin  Market  Street 

Saturday  or  cllH)winir  iIk  way  through  a  throng  at  any  foi 

fathering,  or  jogging  thrnugh  the  night  behind  hts  a 

mare  or  moving  like  a  pinkfaccd  cujiid.  turni-d  Nemoi 

•  oodnty  convention,  nimlc  him  a  marked  man  in  the  i 

I   nunity.     Hut  what  wati  more  impurtunt.  hiK  distinotioo 

a  certain  cheerinem  about  it.     And  his  cheeriucMi  was  v 

D  a  hi^.  piping,  fabtetto  voice,  generally  gay  and  ai 

I  toft  and  kindly.     It  expresnod  n  kind  of  incai 

iture  that  diiuinne<l  enniilj-  ami  drew  men  to  , 

rely.     And    underneath    his   amieability    was   ' 

I  men  vsme  to  him  in  tmuhle  and  he  healed  thdr 

Bared  their  souN,  went  on  their  notes  and  took  tbeir  I 

for  his  own,  whieh  carried  their  votes  for  his  uaOL     So  I 

came  calif  of  Harvey. 

Even  deaf  John  Kollnndcr  who  had  political  aspirstk 
a  high  order  learned  early  that  his  mad  lo  gtnr>-  led  thn 
obedience  to  the  r>octor.     So  John  went  about  the  eo 
dcmuiding  that  the  roeji  who  had  Mived  the  union  A 
fowem  it  and  declaring  that  the  flag  of  his  oouoti?  ih 
not  bo  trailed   in  the  duxt  by   vandal   hands — mMuUni 
eouneby  "vandal  bandii"  the  opposition  candidate  for  t 
tcr  of  deedn  or  county  clerk  or  for  whatever  coantjr  ( 
Jolin   WKM  asking  at  that  eWtion;  anil  at   the  ooovt 
John's  old  army  friends  voted  for  the  Doctor 'a  slate  I 
the  election  ihey  supiMirled  the  Doctor's  ticket.     Bat 
deaf  John  Kollandcr  in  his  blue  army  clothes  with  (1. 
buttOM  and  hin  cAtnpaign   hat.  always  cut  looN'l 
Neabit'a  paternal  care  after  cvcr>"  election,     For  W 
after  be  bad  tneked  John  away  in  a  county  office,  ■ 
to  appoint  John 's  deputies  and  that  Mrs.  Hollander  1 
of  the  Doctor's  office  and  away  fmm  his  house. 

"I   have  no  objertions, "   the   Doctor  would   ehln 
tbe  ample,  (food-naturrd  Rhoda  Kollandcr  wbo  would  I 
Um  dorinf  John 'a  periods  of  political  moltiug,  pretei 
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adTue  with  the  Doctor  on  her  husband's  political  status, 
o  jour  society  from  May  until  November  every  two  years, 
mdy.  but  that's  enough.  Now  go  home!  Go  home, 
xnan,"  he  commanded,  ''and  look  after  your  growing  fam- 

r. 

• 

And  Khoda  KoUander  would  laugh  amiably  in  telling  it 
ad  say.  "Now  I  suppose  some  women  would  get  mad,  but 
Kv.  1  know  Doc  Jim !  He  doesn't  mean  a  thing!"  Where- 
p«>Q  iUie  would  settle  down  where  she  was  stopping  until 
Msl  ume  and  reluctantly  remain  to  eat.  As  she  settled 
nfortabiy  at  the  table  she  would  laugh  easily  and  exclaim : 
'Now  isn't  it  funny!  I  don't  know  what  John  and  the 
wf\  will  have.  There  isn't  a  thing  in  the  hou.se.  But, 
m.  I  suppose  they  can  get  along  without  me  once  in  a  life- 
mf."  Then  she  would  laugh  and  eat  heartily  and  sit 
nuDd  until  the  crisis  at  home  had  passed, 
br.  «Jie  neighbors  knew  that  John  KoUander  w&s  open- 
w  A  oan  of  something,  gathering  the  boys  arouml  him 
Ai  u  ihoj  ate,  recounting  the  hardships  of  army  life  to  uud 
:  '  v>  Ml  otherwise  stale  and  unprofitable  meal.  Aften^-ard 
riiii'.j  he  would  go  to  some  gathering  of  his  comrades  and 
irr?  npht,  bleed  and  die  for  his  country.  Por  he  was  an 
SKFrmnble  patriot.  The  old  flag,  iiis  country  s  honor,  and 
it  ^r'd-frvation  of  the  union  were  themes  that  never  tired 
&  He  organized  his  fellow  veterans  in  the  town  and 
Kziy  and  helped  o  organi/e  them  in  the  state  and  was 
if^T'^r  ffViing  to  other  towns  to  attend  ?amp  fires  and  rallies 
K  fci^ri  dinners  and  reunions  where  he  spoke  with  zeal  and 
fc- •?:*.- 4 nence  about  the  danger  of  turning  the  eountry  over 
I'^-f  !^>uthpni  brigadiers.  lie  had  a  set  speoeh  which  wiu'. 
^\j  ailmired  at  the  rallies  and  in  this  speech  it  was  his 
tet  '^9  r**ach  for  one  of  the  many  flairs  that  always  aiinrnci' 
k^lAtfitrm  on  sueh  occasions,  tear  it  fn>ni  its  han«rin;r  am 
ft^'ring  it  proudly  about  his  gaunt  figun\  nvite  a  dia- 
^  between  himst^lf  and  the  angel  Gabriel,  the  i>n  den  of 
iKi  was  that  so  long  as  John  KoUander  had  tliat  tlag 
^^^\  him  at  the  resurrection,  no  question  would  be  asked 
iH*ftTen\  gate  of  one  of  its  def'»:idi*rs.  Now  the  fact  wjls 
^John  Hollander  was  sent  to  the  war  of  the  rebellion  a 
bt  vrcks  before  the  surrender  of  l^e  at  AppomaUo\«  ^ 
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DRuid  Sands'B  paid  aobstitute  and  hix  dcafjiuu  wum  cm 
by  tiriDg  on  anvil  at  the  peaur  jubiiee  in  Cimritinmi, 
puwdtr  oa  the  anvil  bciitg  tbe  uiily  jiuwdi;r  Jultn  Kolbu 
erer  bad  BoicUed.     liut  bis  dtscriptiom  of  battle  iind 
bardsliips  itiid  hurrors  of  war  win-  uuiic  tliu  less  vivid 
faarrowint;  because  be  Itad  never  crumml  tiiu  Oliia. 
Those  were  tbe  days  wbeii  the  Tribune  v-^a  at  Its  zcail 
I  tlia  days  when  Jaml  TliursUiu  wun  employed  as  iu  ffl 
r  turn  and  Liczie  Coulter,  pr^ttj',  blue-eyed,  fair-baired  h' 
I  Coulter  helped  Mary  Adams  to  s«t  the  typi'.     It  was  ii 
lODK  Itey  of  Tnuniph,  but  while  it  liwtcd  Mary  aad  A 
■uk1«  tbo  most  of  it  and  s|>«ke  in  a  grand  way  about  "th 
office  foree."     They  even  had  vapiic  notions  of  Ntartiog  | 
I  daily  and  many  a  night  Jared  aad  Ainou  )>orad  over 
I  type  aamplea  in  tlie  advertising  in  KtmndN  Printer's  C'al 
I  picked  mil  tliL'  typo  thi^y  would  need  and  the  other 
B«nt  necssary  for  the  novi  venture.     But  it  was  oaj] 
dream.     For  ffradually  dared   found   Liiurie's  eyea  niid 
Ibund  more  to  tnt4?mit  him  there  than  in  the  lype-botik, 
■0  the  drtnni  fndM  and  wa:4  froiie. 

Also  as  Lizzie's  eyes  l)cgan  to  ^low  in  his  sky,  dared 
I  kis  intemt  \m^  in  tiie  talk  at  Cii«|>er  IlerdicJcer's  aboc  ahof 
I  Ihough  it  wsa  tall  talk,  and  Jantil  sitting  on  a  keg  in  i 
[  eomer  with  lillle  Tom  Williams,  the  Ktune  mason,  bciad 
n  a  box.  and  Denny  Hof^  near  bim  on  a  vw-ant  «nd 
beot-h  and  Ira  Dooley  on  the  window  ledgv  would  wraagl 
nntit  bed  time  many  a  nicrht  aa  Dick  Bowman,  wa^gnny  | 
'  warlike  head,  and  Camper  pvtrfrintr  away  at  hta  slniea.  tM 
I  Bomty  into  shreds,  smiuhed  idols  and  overturned  et^ilia 
I  tioii.  T'p  to  this  point  there  was  cnmplete  afrrerau-nt  bt 
'  tween  the  iconoclasts.     They  went  so  far  totrether  tiial 


{all  early  in  tlifl  saek  nf  Alarket  Street.     I)ui  when  it  c 
R«ontniotinir  wteiety  ihfn  was  a  cloab  that  ouiuntcd  to  I 
Mtarlymi.     For  Dick,  shaking  his  bead  vii>leutly,  d 
a  frnrmmmt  that  should  regulate  evnTthing  and  i 
i,  flit-Doaed  huomw,  baUei«d  down  « 


,  demaodv 
and  CaHi 
wnaU^ 
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cnt  and  ilood  for  the  ontnunmeled  and  unhampered 
ty  of  the  individoaL  Night  after  night  they  looted  eiv- 
tioii  and  stained  the  sky  with  their  fires  and  the  ground 

the  opprenor's  blood,  only  to  sink  their  elaws  and 
i  into  Mch  other's  vitals  in  mortal  combat  over  the 
I. 
boat  the  time  that  Jared  Thurston  fooz  T  the  new  stars 

had  ranged  across  his  ken,  Tom  Van  oom,  the  hand- 
e,  eheerful,  exquisite  Tom  Van  Dom  began  to  find  the 
ttes  between  Casper  and  Dick  Bowman  diverting.  So 
ij  a  night  when  the  society  of  the  softer  sex  was  either 
ing  or  inconvenient,  the  dapper  young  fellow  would  come 
ggiiig  Ilenry  Fenn  with  him,  to  sit  on  a  rickety  chair 

olwerve  the  progress  of  the  revolution  and  to  enjoy 

esmage  that  always  followed  the  downfall  of  the  es- 
wktd  order.  He  used  to  sit  beside  Jared  Thurston  who, 
ir  a  printer,  was  supposed  to  belong  to  the  more  intel- 
ul  uf  the  crafts  and  hence  more  appreciative  than  Wil- 
s  or  Dooley  or  Ilogan,  of  his  young  lordship  s  point  of 
':  and  as  the  debate  waxed  warm,  Tom  was  wont  to  pinch 
i<i'an  leg  of  Mr.  Thurston  in  lieu  of  the  winks  Tom  dared 
venture.  But  a  time  came  when  Jared  Thurston  sat 
t  from  Van  Dom  and  stared  coldly  at  him.  And  as  Tom 
Uenr>'  Fenn  walked  out  of  the  human  slaughter  house 

Dick  and  Casper  had  made  after  a  particularly  bloody 
It  against  the  capitalistic  system,  Henry  Fenn  walked  for 
le  beside  his  friend  looking  silently  at  the  earth  while 
Dom  mooned  and  star-gazed  with  wordy  delight.  Henry 
i  his  face,  looked  at  Tom  with  great,  bright,  sympathetic 
and  cut  in: 

Tom — why  are  you  playing  with  Lizzie  Coulter!  She  i.s 
in  your  class  or  of  your  kind.  What*s  your  idea  in 
ng  in  between  Jared  and  her;  you'll  only  make  trou- 

smile,  a  gay,  happy,  and  withal  a  seductive  smile  lit  up 
sandaome,  oval  face  of  young  Mr.  Van  Dom.  The  smile 
me  a  langh,  a  quiet,  insinuating,  good-natured,  light- 
*M  laugh.  As  he  laugheil  he  repliinl : 
Liis7ie*s  all  right,  Henr>' — don't  wurr>-  about  Lizzie." 
in  he  laughed  a  gentle,  deep-voiced  chuckle,  and  held 
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I  up  hit)  hand  in  the  moonlight.  A  brown  scab  was  lini 
I  acrosH  the  back  of  the  hsjid  and  aa  Henry  saw  it  Van  D« 
I  ipokc?:  "I'resonl  fnim  Lizzie — little  pti)«y."  A^n  j 
I  ebuekled  and  added,  "Nearly  made  the  honie  run  away,  lM 
[  Anyway,"  he  laughed  pleiuuuitly,  "when  I  le£t  her  ithe  pifl 
'  ised  to  go  again."  fl 

But  Henry  Fenn  returned  to  his  point:     "Tom."  he  erin 
"don't  play  with  Lizxio — she's  not  your  kind,  and  it's  br«al 
injT   Jarod'«    heart.     Can't    you    see    what   you're    doing 
You'll  go  down  there  a  dozen  times,  make  love  to  her.  h(d 
her  band  and  kiss  her  and  go  away  and  piek  up  anot 
girl.     Hut  Khe'H  the  whole  world  and   Heaven  to  boot 
Jared.     She's  his  one  little  ewe  lamb,  Tom.    And  ahe'l 
happy  with  Jared  if — " 

"If  she  wanta  Jared  she  can  have  him.  I'm  not  faoli 
her,"  interrupted  the  youth.  "And  anyway,"  he  exelaii 
"what  do  I  owe  to  .lared  and  what  do  I  owe  to  her  o 

•  tny  one  hut  myself!" 
Fenn  did  not  answer  at  once.     At  lent^h  he  broke  tfaa 
lence.     "Well,  yuu  heard  what  I  said  and  I  didn't  . 
when  I  Raid  it." 

Hut  Tom  Vnn  Dom  did  smtle  as  he  auKwered,  a  ami 
gueh  sweelnes»<,  and  of  such  winning  graee  that  it  w 
coated  hia  words. 

I     "Henry,"  he  eried  in  his  (ray,  deep  voice  with  the  er 
■nee  of  youth  ringing  in  it.  "the  world  Is  mine.     Yon  1 
what  1   Diink  nbnnt  this  whole  hiiMiieits.     If  Liuje  da 
want  me  to  bother  her  she  mustn't  have  aneh  oyos  and 
hair  and  sueh  lips.     In  this  life  I  shall  take  what  I  find  thi 
I  can  get.     I'm  not  going  to  tie  meek  nnr  humble  nor  patteni 
nor  forgivinp  and  forbrarinp  and  I'm  not  going  to  refi»i| 
from  a  mutton  mant  beeauBe  some  one  has  a  ewe  lamb  " 
He  put  a  wHrm.  kind,  hrolherly  hand  on  the  ahmildrr 
ride  him.     "Shoc^ketl,  aren't  you,  Henr>'f"  he  asked,  Uu 
fait. 
Henry  Fenn  looked  up  Mnth  a  gentle,  glowing  smile  on 
rather  dull  f«e«  and  returned,  "No.  Tom.     Maybe  yon  t 
puke  it  frn,  but  t  eonldn't." 
"Well,  I  can.    Watch  me,"  he  cried  arroganUy.    "Hm 
^  wmat  the  admntrngt  of  tar  aUencVb  \n  XhSa  '•raHd  and  1 
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foing  to  go  puling  around,  golden-ruling  and  bending 
back  to  give  the  weak  and  worthless  a  ride.  Let  'em 
I  Let  em  fall.  Let  'em  rot  for  all  I  care.  I'm  not 
id  of  their  God.  There  is  no  God.  There  is  nature. 
10  the  place  where  man  puts  on  trousers  it's  a  battle  of 
s  and  teeth.  And  nature  never  intended  pants  to  mark 
line  where  she  changes  the  order  of  things.  And  the 
le,  weakling,  groveling,  charitable,  cowardly  philosophy 
krist — it  do4*sn't  fool  me,  Ilenry.  I'm  a  pagan  and  I 
the  advantage  of  all  the  force,  aU  the  power,  that  nature 
Be,  to  live  life  as  a  dangerous,  ezhiliurating  experience. 
U  live  life  to  the  full — live  it  hard — ^live  it  beautifully, 
ive  it !  live  it!  Henry,  live  it  like  a  gentleman  and  not 
in  understrapper  and  bootlicker!  I  intend  to  command, 
iwy !  Rule,  not  serve !  I  shall  take  and  not  give — ^not 
ftave  as  it  pleases  me  to  have  my  hand  licked  now  and 
As  for  Lizzie  and  Jared,"  young  Mr.  Van  Dorn 
*i  a  gay  hand,  **let  them  look  out  for  themselves, 
re  not  my  worries !  * ' 

iut,   Tom,"  remonstrated  Ilenry  as  he  looked  at  the 

Ld,  "it's  nothing  to  me  of  course,  but  Lizzie — " 

Ifi.  Henry,"  Van  Dorn  lauji^hed  gayly,  **rm  not  going 

irt  Lizzie.     She*s  good  fun:  that's  all.     And  now  look 

Mr.  Preacher — you  come  moralizing  around  nic  about 

I'm  doing  to  some  one  else,  which  after  all  is  not  my 

lev  but  hers;  and  I'm  right  here  to  tell  you,  what  you're 

r  to  yourself,  and  that's  your  business  and  no  one's  else. 

re  drinking   too  much.     People  are   talkin<?  about    it. 

it  I     Whisky  never  won  a  jury.     In  the  Morse  cHse  you 

wi  up  for  your  speech  and  1  beat  you  because  in  all  ynur 

icng  about  the  wrong  to  old  man  Mi'tller  and  )iis  *  piftty 

•r.-4*yed  daughter'  as  you  called  her,  you  forjjot  slick  and 

1  The  flaw  in  Morse's  deed." 

I  suppose  you're  right,  Tom.  But  I  was  feelinir  kind 
?  "hdt  day,  mother 'd  been  sick  the  nijrht  before  and — " 
\xA  V*  you  filled  up  with  a  lot  of  bad  whisky  and  driv- 
ir,<l  wepi  and  stumbled  throujrh  the  ease  and  1  beat  you. 
.  y^'U.  Henry,  1  keep  myself  fit.  I  havi»  no  time  to  look 
?  •:h»?rs.  My  job  is  myself  and  you  'II  find  that  unless  you 
\  ifter  yourself  no  one  else  will,  at  least  whisky  wou'l.    it 
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1  find  girting  is  beating  me  in  my  law  cases  1  quit  giiiia 
But  it  doesn't,  J^ord,  wan,  the  more  I  know  of  human  n 
tare,  the  more  1  pick  over  the  souls  of  these  country  g:irl\ai 
blow  open  the  petals  of  their  pretty  hearts,  tlic  wiser  I  am. 

"But  the  pirls,  Tom — the  girls^"  protested  the  sumbl 
eyeii   Mr.   Fenn. 

"Ah.  I  don't  hurt  '«m  and  they  tike  it.  And  so  long  i 
your  whisky  bamestrings  you  and  my  girls  give  me  wlwt 
ueed  in  my  business- — don't  talk  to  me." 

Tom  Vbu  I>om  left  Fenn  at  his  mother's  door  and  as  Fa 
saw  bis  friend  turn  tonard  the  south  he  called,  "Aren't  |i 
going  to  your  roomt"  t 

"Why,  it's  only  eleven  o'clock."  answered  Van  Dom.  1 
the  inqnirlng  silence  Van  Dom  called,  "I'm  going  dowBl 
see  Liy/ie. '' 

Ilfiiry  Fenn  ^ood  looking  at  hiR  friend,  who  ezplaind 
"That's  all  right.  I  said  I'd  be  down  to-night  uid  sbtj 
wait." 


CHAPTEE  III 

m  WHICH  WV  OONBIDSB  THE  LiM>IE8 — QQD  BUBBS    'SICl 

DURING  those  yean  in  the  late  aeyentieB  and  the  earlj 
ei^tiea,  the  genii  on  the  Harvey  job  grunted  and 
grumbled  as  they  worked,  for  the  hours  were  long 
nd  tedioos  and  the  material  was  difficult  to  handle.  Kyle 
Berry's  wife  died,  and  it  was  all  the  genii  could  do  to  find 
Ubl  a  oook  who  would  stay  with  him  and  his  lank,  slab-sided 
■n,  and  when  the  genii  did  produce  a  cook — ^the  famous 
Katrina,  they  wished  her  on  Kyle  and  the  boy  for  life,  and 
Ab  ruled  them  with  an  iron  rod.  And  to  even  things  up, 
they  let  Kyle  stutter  himself  into  a  partnership  with  Ahab 
Wright — though  Kyle  was  trying  to  tell  Ahab  that  they 
riiould  have  a  partition  in  their  stable.  But  partition  was 
to  much  of  a  mouthful  and  poor  Kyle  fell  to  stuttering  on 
it  and  found  himself  sold  into  bondage  for  life  by  the  genii, 
£q>ensing  naUs  and  cod-fish  and  calico  as  Ahab's  partner, 
More  Kyle  could  get  rid  of  the  word  partition. 

TTie  genii  also  had  to  break  poor  Casper  Herdicker's 
heart— and  he  had  one,  and  a  big  one,  despite  his  desire  for 
Hood  and  plunder;  and  they  broke  it  when  his  wife  Brun- 
Ulde  deserted  the  hearthstone  back  of  the  shoe-shop,  rented 
•vaeant  store  room  on  Market  Street  and  went  into  the  mil- 
iiiiery  way  of  life.  And  it  wasn't  enough  that  the  tired 
genii  had  to  gouge  out  the  streets  of  Harvey;  to  fill  in  the 
lollejrs  and  ravines;  to  dab  in  scores  of  new  houses;  to  toil 
•ad  moil  over  the  new  hotel,  witching  up  four  bleak  stories 
upon  the  prairie.  It  wasn't  enough  that  they  had  to  cast  a 
ipeU  on  people  all  over  the  earth,  dragging  strangers  to 
Harvey  by  trainloads ;  it  wasn  't  enough  that  the  overworked 
fenii  should  have  to  bring  big  George  Brotherton  to  town 
with  the  railroad — and  he  was  load  enough  for  any  en^T\fc\ 
)mhaut  iiaelf  weighed  ten  atone;  it  wasn't  eiion^  tYi%&  VSas? 
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hail  tn  find  various  and  innumerable  contraptions  for  Q 
tain  Morton  to  pediilc,  Imt  there  was  Tom  Van  Dom's 
blaok  silk  mustache  to  prow,  and  to  be  oilod  and  curled  di 
ao  be  had  to  go  to  th«  I'alucv  Hotel  barber  shop  at  least 
ever}'  ^y<  Ai^d  passing  the  cigar  counter,  he  had  to  paa 
Violet  Mauiinir — jiri'lty.  emply-fnt'cd,  doll-eyod  Violet  M 
inK  &t  the  cigar  stand.  And  all  tlie  long  night  and  all 
long  day.  the  genii,  workins  on  the  Harvey  job,  eaflt  api 
put  oil  cbann.t,  and  did  Ilicir  (leepesl  ttorcery  to  take 
the  power  of  the  magie  runes  that  young  Tom's  blaek 
were  putting  upon  her;  and  day  after  day  the  genii  fell  t 
highetit  potencieH  fail.  So  no  wonder  they  mumbled  . 
grumbled  an  they  bent  over  their  ehores.  For  a  time, 
(fenii  had  tried  to  work  on  Tom  Van  liom's  heart  « 
he  dropped  Lizzie  Coulter  and  sent  her  away  on  a  m 
life  pilgrimatre  with  Jared  Thurston,  aa  tho  wife  of  an  Hi 
ant  editor:  but  they  found  nothing  to  work  on  under  To 
cigar  holder — that  is.  nothing  in  the  way  of  a  heart.  T1 
was  only  a  kind  of  public  policy.  So  th«  genii  made 
public  policy  as  broad  and  generous  as  they  could  and  U 
go  al  thaU 

Tom  Van  Dnm  and  Henry  Penn  rioted  in  their  tweni 
John    Kollander  saved   a   bleeding  country,   pervaded 
eourthouHe  and  did   the  houKiMiurk  at   home  wbilo  Rbi 
his  wife,   who  couldn't  cook   hard   hoiled   eggs,  organ] 
the  Kreneh  Oioking  Club.     Captain  Eira  Morion  sjKiit 
mental  energy  upon  the  invention  of  a  self-heatin|r  moll 
spignt,   which   he   hoped    would    rfvolutionizo   the   gn 
busineMi  while  his  phvKieat  energy  was  devoted  to  intra 
iug  a  burglar  pnKif  window  fiutteiier  into  the  prond  h( 
that  were  dotting  tlie  tail  grat»  environ!*  of  Harvey.     A 
Adams  was  bearing  roppingH  am]  holding  high  eommaofi 
with  great  Bpirita  in  the  vasty  deep.     Daniel  Sanda.  haTtal 
baried  his  second  wife,  was  making  eyes  at  a  third  and  spb 
ntng  his  financial  web  over  the  town.     Dr.  an<l  Mm-  Ni  " 
were  marvelling  at  the  niyKter>-  of  a  child's  soul,  « 
MtU.  reaehing  out  tendril  after  tendril  as  the  days 
jrean.     The  Dick  Bowmnns  were  holding  biennial  reeepi 
to  the  little  angels  who  eame  to  the  hou.'W  in  the  !>« 
rmJue — «ad  welcomed,  hilanotuAy  weVemM^  VnalcMik \luif 


WE  CONSIDER  THE  LADIES  23 

•Icomed  with  cigars  and  free  drinks  at  Riley's  saloon  by 
:.  and  in  awed  silence  by  Lida,  his  wife — welcomed  even 
4^  the  parents  never  knew  exactly  how  the  celestial 
tfi  were  to  be  robed  and  harped ;  while  the  Joe  Calvins  of 
d  Ellin  Street,  opulent  in  an  eight  room  house,  with  the 
1$  one  bath  tub,  scowled  at  the  angeb  who  kept  on  com- 
)e\-enheles8 — for  such  is  the  careless  and  often  captious 
of  angels  that  come  to  the  world  in  the  doctor's  black 
-kept  on  coming  to  the  frowning  house  of  Calvin  as 
lently  and  as  idly  as  they  came  to  the  gay  Bowmans. 
king  back  on  iho?e  days  a  generation  later,  it  would  seem 
the  whole  town  were  a  wilderness  of  babies.  They  came 
be  hill  in  Elm  Street,  a  star-eyed  baby  named  Ann  even 
}  to  the  Daniel  Sandses,  and  a  third  baby  to  the  Ezra 
tons  and  another  to  the  Hollanders  (which  gave  Rhoda 
xnise  for  forming  a  lifelong  habit  of  making  John  serve 
breakfast  in  bed  to  the  scorn  of  Mrs.  Neshit  and  Mrs. 
!i«ker  who  for  thirty  years  sniffed  audibly  about  Rho<la\s 
i\.'\e  lazinos-«)  and  the  John  Dcxters  had  one  that  came 
wpnt  in  tlie  night.  But  down  by  the  river — there  they 
••  in  flo<*:.s.  The  l)oole>'s,  the  McPhersons,  the  Willianises 
x\j'  horles  of  unidcntifie<l  men  and  women  who  came  to 
^l••a^L'<.  mix  mortar,  make  bricks  and  dig- -to  thorn  the 
:»i'.:ii  of  Heaven  was  verv'  near,  for  thev  suffere<l  little 
Iren  and  forbade  them  not.  An<l  also,  Ix^rause  the  king- 
.  mas  sc)  r'^itr — so  near  even  to  homos  without  sowers, 
IPS  whore  iirt  and  cold  and  often  liungor  came— the  chil- 
1  were  jirone  to  hurry  back  to  the  King<lom  (liscouragod 
1  their  little  earthly  pilgrimages.  For  th(v«o  who  had 
tZ!hi  chains  and  hewo<l  wood  and  drawn  water  in  tho 
n'«  first  days  seemed  by  some  s[K*<'ific  gravity  of  the  social 
fin  to  l)e  holding  thoir  places  at  those  lower  levels — al- 
■«  maching  vainly  and  eacorly.  but  always  reachini:  a  lit- 
ii|[her  and  a  little  further  fn)m  thoin  for  that  equality  of 
ortunity  which  seeme<l  to  lie  alwut  thorn  that  first  day 
n  the  town  was  l)om. 

a  the  upper  reaches  of  the  town  Honr>'  Fonn's  bibulous 

it^  l)ecame  accepted  matters  to  a  wider  and  wider  circle 

Tom  Van  Dorn  still  had  his  way  with  the  girls  whilo 

Vjwn  grinned  at  the  two  young  men  in  gay  reproval. 


Bat  AraM  Adamo  throii^  hu  r&miliar  spiritK  got  boIoI 
cmitic  BMBMCro  for  tiic  young  men — from  Tom's  mo^ 
and  Henry'B  father.     Amw,  ahaohed,  but  never  afraid,  01 
to  deliver  these  moeuigtg  with  in^-itk^ntaJ  utImoniUotu  uf  I 
own — kinil,    geotie    and    go^geou^1y    inelTcrtive.       Tben 
woub)  tetum  to  hjn  office  with  »  Mi>n^nv  ivoif  uf  a  duty  m 
done,  and  meet  and  feaet  upon  the  cyce  of  Mary,  hia  i 
kem,  htmgry  ^yea,  filled  with  more  or  Ima  nofiil  prid 
ma  atmtKtli. 

No  defeat  that  c%'er  came  to  Amos  Adams,  and  he<    _^ 
waa  born  out  of  bis  time,  defeat  wao  his  common  por 
aad  DO  oonturaely  ever  waa  hia  in  n  timr  when  men 
the  evidence  of  things  not  seen,  no  failure,  no  ii|)parent  n 
ncaa  io  her  huaband's  nature,  ever  mit  n  tn-inor  in  lirr  I 
in  him.     For  she  knew  his  heart.     She  could  hear  hia  ai 
clank  asd  see  it  shine :   she  rauld  feel  the  foroe  and  the 
diion  of  hiH  lance  when  all  the  world  of  Hnrvey  mw  ol 
dreamer  in    ru!>ty  elothen,  fumbhng  with   some  atupjd 
ponderous  folly  that  the  world  did  not    understand, 
printinc  iiffn-r  that  Marv-  and   .\inoM  ihouxht  »*  Riaod 
raally  a  Uttlc  pine  shack,  set  on  wooden  piers  on  a  aide  at 
lunde  in  the  aia^  room,  with  the  roucb-coatod  walla  •! 
the  ptav  and  type-««aM  oov«r«d  with  inky  old  aals  bill% 
apeouneas  of  the  Tnbutu'a  piinting—inside  the  offiee  n 
aaomed  to  Mary  and  Amoa  the  paJaoe  of  a  race  of 
otben  saw  only  a  shabby*,  inky,  little  room,  with  an  d 
fai^iooed  press  and  a  jobber  among  the  type  nu-ka  in  ti 
docMD  to  the  rear.    Throui^i  llie  front  window  Uiat  loufa 
into  n  atreet  filled  with  loads  of  hay  and  wood,  and 
bnlnn  waffma,  and  aen^i  iron  from  a  wbeBlwrisbt'a 
Amoi  Adana  looked  for  the  evarlaating  sunrise,  and  Mary 
it  ahnya  in  In  f aee. 

Bnt  thb  ia  idUac;  it  ia  not  geitinK  on  with  the 
A  aeon  of  men  and  woman  are  crowding  up  to  thum  p 
waitinc  to  set  into  the  story.  And  the  town  of  UuA-ey, 
it  is  burNling  jt^  t>oiincli>,  how  it  i»  KpmwIinK  out  over 
white  paper,  tumbling  ita  now  Htorcs  and  houses  and 
main*  and  water  papea  all  over  th«  table ;  with  what  a  cli 
and  clamor  and  with  what  vain  nridc  1  Now  the  prid 
than  yeats  in  Harvey  came  witn  the  railroad,  and  1 
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1^  at  the  paper,  stands  big  Oeorge  Brotherton  with  his 
one  heart.     He  has  been  sputtering  and  nagging  for  a 

pages  to  swing  off  the  front  platform  of  the  first 

iger  car  that  came  to  town.     He  was  a  fat,  overgrown 

in  his  late  teens,  but  he  wore  the  uniform  of  a  train 

oy,  and  any  uniform  is  a  uniform.     His  laugh  was 

le  eraiih  of  worlds — and  it  is  to-day  after  thirty  years. 

the  road  pushed  on  westward  Brotherton  remained 
r\-ey  and  even  though  the  railroad  roundhouse  employed 
undretl  men  and  even  though  the  town's  population 
ftl  and  then  trebled,  still  George  Brotherton  was  better 
pverything  else  that  the  railroad  brought.  He  found 
in  a  pool  and  billiard  hall;  but  that  was  a  pent-up 
for  him  and  his  contracted  powers  sent  him  to  Daniel 
;  for  a  loan  of  twenty-five  dollars.  The  unruffled 
or,  the  calm  impudence  with  which  the  boy  waived 
the  banker's  re<|uest  for  a  second  name  on  Georfjc's 
and   the  l)oy's  obvious  eagerness  to  be  selling  some- 

sefureil  the  money  and  established  him  in  a  cigar 
and  news  stand.  Within  a  year  the  store  became  a 
ivnter  that  rivaled  Hiley  s  saloon  and  being  near  the 

of  things  in  business,  attracted  people  of  a  different 
fmm  those  who  fre<|uented  Casper  llerdieker's  de- 
r  s<*hiKil  in  the  shoe  shop.  To  the  eigar  stand  by  day 
Dr.  Nesbit  with  his  festive  but  jiuileful  polities,  .Joe 
1,  Amos  .Xdams,  stuttering  Kyle  IVrry,  deaf  .John 
nder.  o<*easionally  Diek  Bowman,  A  hah  Wright  in 
hite  ne^'ktie  and  formal  garden  whiskers,  Hev.  John 
r  and  Captain  Morton;  while  by  night  the  little  store 
i    fonim    for  young   .Mortimer   Sands,    for   Tom    Van 

for  Henry  Fenn,  for  the  clerks  <if  Market  Street 
for  such  gay  young  blades  ais  wen*  either  uinnar- 
or   l)eing   married    were   brave   enough    to   break    the 

string.  For  thirty  years,  nearly  a  generation,  they 
Deen  meeting  there  night  after  ni>;ht  and  on  rainy  days. 
r  the  world  apart  and  puttinir  it  to<;ether  atrain  to  suit 
elves.     And  though  strangers  have  come  into  the  coun- 

Brotherton's,  Captain  Morton  remains  dean.  And 
h  the  Captain  does  not  know  it,  being  corroded  with 

there  still  clings  alxtut  the  place  a  tradition  of  the  day 
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when  Captain  Morton  rode  his  hifl^  wheded  bi^rcle 
the  town  ever  had  seen,  in  the  procession  to  his  w 
eral.  Tliey  say  it  was  the  Captain's  serene  convi< 
his  agency  for  the  bicyele— exclusive  for  five  c 
would  make  him  rich,  and  that  it  was  no  lack  of 
respeet  for  his  wife  but  rather  an  artist's  pride  in 
as  the  distributor  of  a  long-felt  want  which  perc 
Morton  on  that  high  wheel  in  the  funeral  process 
Mary  Adams  who  knew,  who  was  with  the  strick« 
when  death  came,  who  was  in  the  lonely  house 
family  came  home  from  the  cemetery,  says  that  Ez 
was  real.  Surely  thirty  years  of  singlehearted  d( 
the  three  motherletss  girls  should  prove  his  love. 

Those  were  gala  days  for  Captain  Morton;  t 
universe  wac  flowering  in  his  mind  in  schemes  and 
devices  which  he  hoped  to  harness  for  his  power  a 
And  the  forensic  group  at  .Mr.  Urotherton's  had  i 
hand  information  from  the  Captain  as  to  the  nati 
propoHiMl  activities  and  his  prospective  conquests,  j 
the  Captain  in  his  prime  was  surveying  the  world 
al)out  to  come  under  his  domain  the  house  of  Adi 
and  bleak  and  poor,  down  near  the  Wahoo  on  the  1 
which  the  Adamses  had  taken  in  the  sixties  becam 
of  itM<*If,  a  gay  and  festive  habitation.  Childhof 
should  make  a  home  bright  and  there  came  a  time 
little  hous<*  by  the  creek  fairly  blossometl  with  yoi 
Tlie  children  of  tin*  Kollandcrs,  the  Perrys,  the  d 
Ni»sbits,  and  the  Bowmans — girls  and  boys  were  e^ 
and  they  knew  all  times  and  seawms.  But  the  rtnl 
fre<*klcd  face  of  Grant  Adams  was  the  center  of 
be<l  of  vouth. 

Grant  was  a  shrill-voiced  boy,  impulsive  and  pa 
generous  and  all  but  ol)sessed  with  a  d(*sirc  to  p 
weak.  Whether  it  was  bug,  worm  or  dog.  or  hunt 
or  bullied  child  or  drunken  man.  fly -swarmed  and 
of  lioys  in  the  alley,  or  a  little  girl  teased  by  her  \ 
Grant — fighting  mad,  came  rushing  in  to  do  batt 
victim.  Vet  he  was  no  anemic  ehihl  of  ragged  nci 
fist  went  straight  when  he  fought,  and  landed  \i 
His  eyes  saw  accurately  ami  his  voi<*e  earned  tci 
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m  Tivid  youth,  and  witbont  him  the  place  down 
e  river  would  have  been  bleak  and  dreary.  But  be- 
(iraiit  was  in  the  world,  the  rusty  old  phaeton  in  which 
and  Mary  rode  daily  from  the  farm  to  their  work, 
illy  bedecked  itself  with  budding  childhood  blooming 
^ooth,  and  it  was  no  longer  drab  and  dusty,  but  a 
bie  chariot  of  life.  When  (J  rant  was  a  sturdy  boy  of 
little  Jasper  Adams  came  into  this  big  bewildering 
And  after  Grant  and  his  gardenful  of  youth  were 
Jasper's  garden  followed.  And  there  was  a  short  sea- 
len  the  two  gardens  were  growing  together.  It  was  in 
eason  while  (irant  was  just  coming  into  shoeblacking 
iper  collars,  that  in  some  indefinite  way,  Laura  Nesbit, 
ter  of  the  Doctor  and  Uedelia  Satterthwaite,  his  blue 
d  Mar>'land  wife,  separated  herself  from  the  general 
'  of  the  universe  and  for  Grant,  I^aura  became  a  par- 

•  person.  In  Mary  Adams's  note  book  she  writes  with 
lal  pride  of  his  fancy  for  f^aura :  '"  It  is  the  only  time 
mt*s  life  when  he  has  looked  up  instead  of  down  for 
ling  to  love.*'     And  the  mother  sets  down  a  comniuni- 

from  Socrates  through  the  planchette  to  Amos,  de- 
r  that  "Love  is  a  sphere  center" — a  message  which 
•*m  the  fond  parents  worked  into  tremendous  import 
•jr  child.  Though  a  communication  from  some  anony- 
^age  called  the  Peach  Blow  Philosopher,  who  bejran 
Eig  Amos  as  a  familiar  spirit  about  this  time  reconletl 
•acli*,  also  carefully  preserved  by  Mar>'  in  her  book 
'  the  pn)phecies  for  Grant  that,  **  Carrots,  while  loss 
m  than  nist^s.  are  l)etter  for  the  blcKKl."  And  while 
Kmic  forces  were  wrestling  with  these  problems  for 

and  Laura,  the  children  were  tripping  down  thrir 
teens  all  inn(K*ent  of  the  uproar  they  were  making 
'  the  sages  and  statesmen  and  con(pKTors  who  flo<*kei! 

the   planchi'tte   boanl   for   Amos   every  night.     For 

•  Grant  carved  tiny  baskets  from  peach-pits  and  t*offi*e 
:  for  her  he  save<l  red  apples  and  candy  plol>es  that  held 
tr  precious  insides  gorgeous  pictures;  for  her  he  iMmil>eil 
lir  and  washed  his  neck:  ft)r  her  he  seribbU**!  vrrses 
:n  ey^R  met  skies,  and  artK  met  hearts,  and  beams  met 
A  aod  loves  the  doves. 


2S  IN  THK  !ii;AKT  nK   A   KOOl, 

Ttu!  joy  of  tint  lovi-  tlinl  cututsi  iti  tarly  youlli — and  all 
it  doea  oonie  tbeii,  tliou|tb  it  is  uot  alw«y«  confiMwJ— 
gmwkj*  and  sompwhat  ^ilty  joy  that  siwiids  itself  in  i 
ID(1  blutitirs  and  Ili-avcii  ktiuwx  what  nf  nelf-dixcuvcry.    1 
Qrant  in  Laura's  autograph  album  after  ail  hiK  vemfytaf 
the  kitchen  table  t-oiild  only  write  "Trulj-  Voura"  lod  ' 
her  to  ileHrie  the  dtH>p  signiticancc  of  the  phrase  ao  ol 
invrrled.     And  nIk-  in  hix  autograph  album  could  aaly 
herfcif — llioiigh  naturally  beiug  female  alie  was  bolde 
the  plucid  dc|itl>s  of  "As  ever  j-our  friend,"    Tfaoufb 
tean,  hunpry>eyed  Nathan  I'erry'st  book  alie  burst  into  ^ 
ing  words  of  deathlem  remembrance  and  Grant  wrota 
Emma  Morton's  album  fervid  Maiuas  wherein  "you"  rfa 
with  "the  wandering  .lew"  ami  "mo"  with  "eternity." 
•iihoo)  wlirrc  the  Kubtle  wisdom  of  childhood   reads  m 
tbingH  not  writ  in  bonks,  the  nainui  of  <irant  and  Ijtiura  V 
liakod  togelhiT,  in  the  innocent  gatNip  of  that  world. 

They  say  that  modem  thouslit  deeins  (Imm  youlbfit) 
pericnces  dangerous  and  iiupuriluouH ;  and  so  probably  I 
will  end,  and  the  joy  of  tht«  earliest  mating  seaaoa  wUI 
bottled  up  and  stored  for  a  later  maturity.  Qod  is  wbe . 
gnod.  Doublless  faonie  new  and  brltnr  thing  will  take 
pUee  of  this  Brat  niovint;  of  the  waien  of  life  lii  the  boi 
but  for  ua  of  the  older  generation  that  ia  berintliotf  lo  fl 
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lember — and  the  Bowmans  better  than  any  one  else — that 
ra  Nesbit  sliared  what  she  had  with  every  one.  She 
er  ate  a  whole  stick  of  candy  in  her  life.  From  her  school 
eh-basket,  the  Dooleys  had  their  first  oranges  and  the 
Williamses  their  first  bananas.  Apples  for  the  Bowmans 
ksd  maple  sugar — a  rare  delicacy  on  the  prairies  in  those 
hyn — for  every  one  came  from  her  wonderful  basket.  And 
AoQgh  her  mother  kept  Laura  in  white  aprons  when  the 
Ither  girls  were  in  ginghams  and  in  little  red  and  black 
ioolen^  though  the  child's  wonderful  yellow  hair,  soft  and 
fivy  like  her  father's  plumey  roach,  was  curled  with  great 
wre  and  much  pride,  it  was  her  mother's  pride — the  grim 
iatterthwaite  demand  for  caste  in  any  democracy.  But 
sven  with  those  caste  distinctions  there  was  the  face  that 
Railed,  the  lips  that  trembled  in  sympathy,  the  heart  that  felt 
the  truth. 

**Jim,"  quoth  the  mother  on  a  day  when  the  yard  was  full 
if  Dooleys  and  Bowmans  and  Calvins — Calvins,  whom  Mrs. 
Nesbit  regarded  as  inferior  even  to  the  Dooleys  because  of 
the  vast  Calvin  pretense — **Jim,  Laura  has  inherited  that 
common  Indiana  streak  of  yours.  I  can't  make  her  a  Sat- 
terthwaite — she's  Indiana  to  the  bone.  Why,  when  I  go  to 
town  with  her,  every  drayman  and  ditch  digger  and  stable- 
nan  calls  to  her,  and  the  yard  is  always  full  of  their  tow- 
headed  children.     Ill  give  her  up." 

And  the  Doctor  gurgled  a  chuckle  and  gave  her  up  also. 

She  always  came  with  her  father  to  the  Adamses  on  Sunday 
tftemoons,  and  while  the  Doctor  and  Amos  Adams  on  the 
porch  went  into  the  matter  of  the  universe  as  either  a 
phantasm  superinduced  by  the  notion  of  time,  or  the  notion 
of  time  as  an  hallucination  of  those  who  believed  in  space, 
down  by  the  creek  Grant  and  Laura  sitting  under  the  oak 
near  the  silent,  green  pool  were  feeling  their  way  around 
the  universe,  touching  shyly  and  with  great  abasement  the 
cords  that  lead  from  the  body  to  the  soul,  from  material  to  the 
spiritual,  from  dust  to  God. 

It  is  a  f|ueer  world,  a  world  that  is  past  finding  out.  Here 
are  two  children,  touching  souls  in  the  fleetest,  lightest  way 
in  the  world,  and  the  touch  welds  them  together  iorevct. 
Aifd  along  come  two  others,  and  even  as  the  old  song  \vas  W., 


30  IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 

"after  touch  of  wedded  bands,"  tfa^y  are  strane^nt  ytl.    N 
oue  known  what  makeii  happiiieas  in  love.     Oertaiuly  mani^ 
m  uo  part  of  it.     Certaiuly  it  ia  not  first  love,  for  linrt  loTil 
often  quarrel  like  cats.     Ortaiiily  it  ia  not  separation.  Hi 
alMonee,  alas,  does  not  make  Uie  heart  grow  fonder;  nor  iii 
chihlren — though  the  good  (iod  knows  ttiat  should  help;  la 
they   arc  love  incarnate.     Certainly  it  is  not  rrapect.  Ia 
rvNjxHrt  is  a  iilale,  cold  comforter,  and  love  is  di'^-pt-r  thil 
respect,  and  often  lives  without  it^let  us  whisper  the  tnitl 
iu  shaute.     What,  then,  is  this  irradoual  current  of  the  ctal 
of  life,  that  carries  us  all  in  its  sway,  that  brings  ua  to  etui 
that  guides  our  destiny  here — mak^  so  vastly  for  our  ham 
ness  or  woe,  gives  us  strength  or  inukcM  us  wt-uli,  teovhet 
wisdom  or  leads  us  into  folly  unspeakable,  and  all  anaa 
Uiinieiisured  and  infinitely  mystcrioust 

There  was  young  Tom  Van  Doni.  Love  was  a  pleanm) 
tfujotiou,  and  because  it  put  a  joyous  fever  iu  his  blood, 
cnhancwl  his  life.     Hut  he  never  detiued  love ;  he  nit-rely  livi 
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(  niiiy  day  when  the  conclave  in  Brotherton's  cigar 
iraij  wear>'  of  discussing  the  quarrel  of  Mr.  Couklin  and 
ilaine  and  the  eccentricities  of  the  old  Uerman  Kaiser, 
ibject  of  love  came  before  the  house  for  discussion. 
esbit,  who  dropped  in  incidentally  to  buy  a  cigar,  but 
rily  to  see  Ueorge  Urotherton  about  some  matters  of 
n  the  Third  ward,  found  young  Tom  Van  Dorn  strok- 
I  new  silk>'  mustache,  squinting  his  eyes  and  consider- 
mnelt  generally  in  the  attitude  of  little  Jack  Uoruer 
he  plum  episode. 

emking  broadly,"  squeaked  the  Doctor,  breaking  irri- 
nto  the  talk.  ** touching  the  ladies,  God  bless  'em — from 

Tom  s  angle,  there's  nothing  to  'em.  Rroad  is  the 
•t  that  leadeth  to  destruction."  The  Doctor  tunied 
oung  Van  Dom,  and  looked  critically  at  some  obvious 
t  of  Van  Dom 's  remarks  as  she  picked  her  way  across 
id«ly  street,  showing  something  more  than  a  wink  of 
I  stockings,  *'Tom,  there's  nothing  in  it — not  a  thing 
world." 

. — 1  don't  know,"  returned  the  youth,  wagging  an 
pnt,  though  goodnatured  head  at  the  l)oi»t<>r:  **wliat 
there  in  the  world  if  not  in  thatt  The  worlds  full 
-flowers,  trees,  birds,  beasts,  men  and  women — the 
damn  universe  is  afire  with  it.  It  s  (iod:  there  is  no 
j«xl — ^just  nature  building  and  propagating  and  per- 
iiig  hersflf." 

rapptjse,"  s(iueaked  the  Doctor  with  a  sigh,  as  lie 
i  for  his  morning  paper,  **that  if  I  had  nothing  else  to 

a  living  except  practice  law  with  Joe  Calvin  on  the 
id  just  be  twenty-live  years  old  three  hundred  days  in 
Br.  and  no  other  chores  except  to  help  old  man  Sands 

his  waterworks  deal,  1  would  hohl  some  such  giMieral 

myself.  Hut  when  1  was  twenty-five,  young  man. 
a  and  I  were  running  a  race  with  the  meal  ticket, 
jr  notions  as  to  the  moral  government  of  the  universe 
hard  and  were  deepset,  and  we  can't  change  them 

rve  Bn)therton,  Tlenrj-  Fcnn,  Captain  Morton  and 
Adams  came  in  with  a  kind  of  (ircek  chorus  of  general 
ii«-ni  with  the  Doctor.     Van  Dorn  eockevl  \i\s  VvaV  o\^t 
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1  laughed,  and  thea  the  I>octor  went  oi 
i: 

^'U^«n  right,  Tom:  go  it  while  you're  young.  ] 
Idnil  of  lore's  young  dream  geoeralty  ends  id  a  n'tgh 
Be  hesitated  a  minute,  and  then  said:  "Well,  so 
we're  all  here  in  the  family,  I'll  tell  you  aboul  a  caj 
last  night.  Tberv's  an  old  fellow — old  Dutcfamai 
eiact.  down  in  Spring  townfthip;  he  came  h<>re  with 
we  founded  the  town;  husky  old  boy,  that  is,  he  a* 
fifteen  years  ago.  And  he  hud  Tom's  notion  about  th 
Ood  bleas  'em,  when  he  was  Tom's  age.  When  1  fli 
him  his  notion  was  caUKing  him  trouble,  and  bad  M 
one  leg,  and  last  night  he  died  of  the  ladies,  Cod  bla 

The  Doctor's  face  flinched  with  imin,  and  bin  tirl 
winced  as  he  apoke:  "Xxird,  but  he  sufTereil,  and  U 
bis  ph^itical  torment,  he  knew  that  be  bad  to  leave  hij 
trr  all  alone  In  the  world — and  without  a  mmlier  and 
■  dollar;  but  that  isn't  the  worst,  and  be  knew  it — at 
This  being  twenty-live  for  a  living  is  the  hardest  job  < 
— when  you  're  sixty,  and  the  old  man  knew  that  ' 
haa  mimed  his  blood  taint;  Khe's  nut  scarred  nor  dk 
It  would  be  better  if  she  were;  but  he  gave  her  ao 
worse — she's  his  child!"  For  a  moment  the  Doc 
silent,  then  he  sighed  deeply  and  Mliut  hiti  eyea  as  I 
"Boys,  for  a  year  and  more  he's  been  seeing  all  that 
bud  like  a  glorious  uoiiton  in  hit  daughter" 

Van  Uom  smiled,  and  asked  casually,  "Well,  wh 
nanwT"  The  rest  of  (be  group  in  the  store  lookfl 
their  noses  sud  the  Doctor,  witii  his  paper  under  1 
obviously  Ignored  the  question  and  only  stopped  in  I 
to  pipe  out :  "This  wasn't  the  morning  to  talk  to  u 
ladica — Ooil  blen  'em." 

The  men  in  the  store  watched  bim  as  he  started  at 
street,  and  then  saw  Laura  skip  gayly  toward  him, 
twn,  holding  hands.  eroMsed  the  muddy  street  togelht 
was  laughing,  and  the  joy  of  her  soul — i  child's  khi 
like  a  white  flame  in  the  dull  Htreet  and  (leorge  Bra 
who  ssw  the  pair  in  (he  stmrt,  roared  out:  "Wj(j 
mnr  isn't  that  something  worth  iDoking  «t^ 
Nbfira  Falls  and  I'ike's  Peak— for  me.'* 
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n  Morton  looked  at  the  gay  pair  attentivdj  for  a 
and  spoke:  "And  I  have  three  to  his  one;  I  tell 
lemen — three  to  his  one;  and  I  guess  I  haven't  told 
lemen  about  it,  but  I  got  the  exclusive  agency  for 
inties  for  Qolden's  Patent  Self -Opening  Fruit  Can, 
ite  necessity  for  every  household,  and  in  another 
three  wiU  be  wearing  their  silks  and  diamonds!" 
1  proudly  around  the  group  and  added :  *'My !  that 
like  any  difference.  Silk  or  gingham,  I  know  I've 
est  girls  on  earth — why,  if  their  mother  could  just 
«ee  how  they're  unfolding — ^why,  Emma  can  make 
as  good  hash  as  her  mother/'  a  hint  of  tears  stood 
it  eyes.  "Why — men,  I  tell  you  sometimes  I  want 
i  go  right  off  to  Heaven  to  tell  mother  all  the  fine 
it  'em— eh  t ' '  Deaf  John  KoIIander,  with  his  hand 
B  affected  ear,  nodded  approval  and  said,  "That's 
wa^-s  said,  James  G.  Blaine  never  was  a  true  friend 
Idier!" 

om  had  been  looking  intently  at  nothing  through 
window.  When  no  one  answered  Captain  Morton, 
1  addressed  the  house  rather  impersonally: 
is  the  blindest  of  the  mammals.  You*d  think  as 
Tian  as  Dr.  Nesbit  would  see  his  own  vices.  Here 
yor  of  Harvey,  boss  of  the  town.  He  buys  men 
ty's  father's  money  and  soils  'em  in  politics  like 
)t  for  his  own  gain;  not  for  his  family's  prain;  but 
the  joy  of  the  sport;  just  as  I  follow  the  ladies, 
ws  Vm:  and  yet  he  stands  up  and  reads  nie  a 
n  the  wic*ke<lness  of  a  little  more  or  less  innooent 
The  young  man  lighted  his  cigar  at  the  alcohol 
ihe  (•ounttT.  **Morty/'  he  continued,  stjuintinp  his 
>troking  his  mustache,  and  looking  at  the  lM)y  with 
tv,  *•  Mortv,  do  vou  know  what  voiir  old  dad  and 
lous  Nesbit  pasha  arc  doinp?  Well,  Til  tell  you 
!r  you  didn't  learn  at  military  school.  They're  put- 
i  d«*al  by  which  we've  voted  one  hundred  thousand 
«rorth  of  <'ity  hoiuls  as  bonus  in  aid  of  a  system  of 
r  works  arnl  hav«»  pivcn  them  tn  your  dad  outright. 
rifT  in  a  plant  that  he  will  own  and  control;  and  that 
uild  for  sevcntv-fivc  thousand  dollars."     Vau  W^tw 


I 


34  IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  F<X)L 

•iuil«d  a  placid.  mali^vol^Dt  smile  at  the  k''(»>P  »i<1 
"And  the  »licik  uf  tht-  vilii^>  tL<.*ru  lipl|H'd  Daniel  Sane 
K  throutfhi  belped  liiui  buy  mi;  an  uily  altoruey,  wiUt 
father's  bank 'a  legal  buHiucas;  hvlpcd  bu;  Dick  Um 
poi*r  devil  with  a  boiUM'ful  uf  children  for  »  hundred  d 
for  hU  vot«  in  the  cuuncil,  hrli>cd  work  tJeorge  here  t 
vote  in  tliv  council  by  Icndini;  ui')ije,v  to  him  for  his  tnu 
and  ao  on  down  the  line  The  Doc  calls  that  politic! 
mranla  it  oa  one  of  his  smaller  vi<.-ui;  but  met"  scofft 
ywmt  man,  "when  I  go  ^nmboUuK  down  llic  primrox* 
of  dmilianre  with  a  lady  on  rach  arm— v>r  maybo  more, 
haled  belur«  the  valif  aiid  Mnlrncod  to  hifi  large  and  vii 
diapleaaure.  Man," — here  young  Mr.  Van  L>oni  drai 
his  linirers  on  the  sliowcasc  and  considered  the  universe  <! 
thmiiith  the  more  window — "inau  ix  thn  hlindtNi  nf 
luals."  After  whieh  smiling  dvUveranoe,  Tlmiuaat  Van 
picked  up  hix  momiuti  paper,  and  his  ({loves,  and  s4 
with  inme  dignity  into  the  Btre<-t. 
"  Wdl,  aay," — Broihcrton  was  the  flrrt  to  apeak — "t 

CiOOl — " 

"Shame,  shame  I  "cried  John  Kollander,  as  be  bntloq 
hia  blue  <:iiat  with  its  braxs  butlonx.  "Where  was  1 
when  ihe  bulleta  were  tltiekeatt  Answer  me  IhnU"  N 
answered,  hut  Captain  Morton  began : 

"Now,  (ieorge,  why,  that's  all  rtKht.  Didn't  tltc 
vote  Ihe  bnuds  after  you  frllowH  suhuiitlcd  'cmT  Of  « 
they  did.  The  town  waiiti-d  wau-rworte;  Daniel  i 
knew  how  (o  build  cm — cbl  The  people  couldn't  buili 
thrmaeUra,  could  ihcyl"  ankeil  Ihe  Captain  Iriu) 
Unilherltin  lautrheil;  Morty  Sands  Krimied, — and,  ahai 
ID  Amos  Adauis.  tlir  rure^  Puritan,  who  had  opp«)afl 

'  ~l  in  his  paper  so  baldly,  he  only  shook  a  sorrowful 
Vt^  no  Toiee  in  prolesL.  Such  K  the  weakiwss  a 
rrs  without  their  liphtuingt  Hrolherton.  whi 
nI  uneas)',  went  ont  "Say,  men,  didn't  that  fraj 
Emll  fur  a  system  nf  electric  lights  and  ftas  in  live  yrars  i 
telephone  Nyslem  in  ten  yean*  itKin-— all  for  lliat  ♦I0( 
I'm  right  here  lo  tell  you  we  roI  a  lot  for  our  money." 

Attain  Amoa  Adants  swallowed  his  Adam's  apple  an 
in  m  boldly  as  a  nati  niAy  who  thinks  with  his  lead  pi 
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i  don't  forgot  tbc  street  car  franchises  you  ^rave  away  at 
true  time.  Water,  li(i:ht,  (^as,  telephone  and  street  car 
liiM-s  for  lifty  years  and  one  hundred  thousand  to  boot ! 
nwsl  to  me  you  were  i^iving  away  a  goo<l  deal  !'* 

Joiin  Hollander's  approving  nod  and  (jeorf^e  Brother- 
:r%-ac  lau<rh  overcame  the  editor,  and  the  talk  turned  to 
tiiin>!s. 
rt*  cMme  a  duy  in  Ilan'ey  when  men,  looking  back  at 

fmin  the  |>erNpiH:tive  of  another  day,  believed  tliat  in 

•Id  tlays  of  llan'ey,  Daniel  Sands  was  master  and 

esMt  was  ser\'ant.     And  there  was  much  evidence  to 

:e  that  Daniel's  was  the  master  spirit  of  those  early 

lUix   the  evidence  was  merely  based  on  facts,  and 

iien  an-  far  fnmi  the  truth.     The  truth  is  that  Daniel 

wa<  the  beneticiary  of  much  of  the  activity  of  Doctor 

in  thijfse  days,  but  the  truth  is  also  that  Doctor  Nesbit 
liat  hr  iliil-won  the  county  seat  for  Ilan'ev,  secured 
iiroad.  ppiinoted  the  Itond  election,  which  gave  Daniel 

tI.c  Iranrhisi's  for  the  distribution  of  water,  gas  and 
■  il>  -not  because  the  Doctor  had  any  particular  regard 
iTiit'l  Sands  luit  be4'ause.  first  of  all,  the  good  of  the 
:i>  the  D(K*tor  saw  it,  seemed  to  require  him  to  act  as 
•ii;  and  second,  iKvause  his  triumph  at  any  of  the>e 
:>  nn-ant  power,  and  he  was  greedy  for  power,  lint 
ia\s  UM'd  his  ])ower  to  make  others  happy.     No  man 

.iiw  t«»  llie  l)(H'ti>r  looking  for  work  that  he  ronld  not 
•  irk  for  ttiu:  man.  Men  in  ditches,  men  on  li«;hl  poItN. 
fi  the  court  Jiouse,  men  at  Daniel  Sands *s  furiiaees. 
rradifiL'  new  streets,  men  working  cm  city  or  e«tunty 
:•:*  knew  but  one  source  of  aulln)ritv  in  llarve\.  and 
^..N  l)<M-i(ir  'lames  Nesbit.  Daniel  Sands  was  a  niere 
'  jrulibiiitr  incident  of  tliat  power.     Daniel  ennld  iiave 

■  *tt}r  t«)  vote  witli  him ;  the  county  .seat  would  liavi-  jjone 
;-.*il  Town,  the  railroad  w«mld  not  have  veeretl  live  miles 

.t"*  way  to  reai'h  Harvey,  and  a  dt>/en  promoters  wi)nKi 
*ranirle«l  for  a  ilo/en  franehist?s  but  for  Dr.  Nesbit. 
I  i;    Dr.   .Nesliit  made  it  his  busine^^s  io  see  that   Dick 
a'l   bat]  wiirk.  it   w<u^  somewhat  because  he  knew  bow 

::>••  little  iiowmans  needed  f(H)d.  .Xnd  if  he  s!iw  to  it 
^ek's  vote  in  the  eount*il  oeca>ionallv  vielded  him  a 
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gubatantiat  return  from  those  wfaom  that  vote  beoefil 
maniticentty,  it  wiut  partly  bceause  tlic  Doctor  felt  bow 
hiila  Bowman,  silt-iitly  bi-iitliiiK  over  her  wniihtub,  nerdi 
little  corofortx  which  the  extra  fifty-dollar  bill  would 
that  Uick  sonK^times  found  in   his  monthly  pay  en' 
And  if  the  I>cM?tor  saw  to  it  that  Ira  Dtmley  wa*  made 
man  of  the  walcr  wurkii  gang,  or  that  Tom  Williama  lii 
contract  for  the  xlone  work  on  the  new  court  houxe,  it 
larpely  in  pa,>inent  for  services  rendered  by  Irn  and  Ti 
bringing  in  the  Second  Ward  for  John  Hollander  for 
clerk.     The  rewards  of  Jra  and  Tom  in  working  for  the 
tor  were  virtue 'h  own;  and  if  re-marking  a  hundred  balloj 
was  part  of  that  blessed  service,  well  and  good.     And  alao  I 
must  be  recorded  that  the  forcmamthip  and  the  Ktone  cot 
tract  were  somewhat  the  Doctor's  way  of  showing  Mrs.  Dn 
ley  and  Mm.  Williams  that  he  wished  them  well. 

Doctor  Nesbtt's  scheme  of  polities  included  no  punudiiDMil 
for  hia  eDeroiea,  and  he  desirei.)  every  one  for  his  friend. 
round,  pink  face,  the  high-roached.  yellow  hair,  the  frie: 
blue  eye*,  bad  no  place  for  hate  in  them,  and  in  the 
pitched,  Boft  voice  was  no  note  of  terror  to  evil  doers, 
conalraaneo  did  not  betray  bis  power  -,  that  was  in  hia  til 
little  lefs,  his  effective  handH,  and  his  shrewd  brain  ttwtj 
by  a  heart  too  kind  for  the  finer  moral  distinctions  that 
must  make  who  go  far  in  this  world.     Vet  t>ccausc  he  b 
heart,  a  keen  mind,  even  without  much  conscience,  ai 
vision  larger  than  those  about  him.   Dr.   Nrsbit  waa  1 
Irnder.     He  did  not  move  in  a  large  Kpbere,  but  in  hia  I 
aphere  he  was  the  central  foree,  the  dominating  spiriL 
olT  in  a  dark  corner.  Daniel  HiindM,  who  v/ns  hunger  ineai 
Mid  nothing  more,  spun  bin  web,  gathered  tbc  dust  and 
flini  and  the  weaker  insects  nnd  waxed  fa'..     To  my  tha 
mind  nile<l  Dr.  Nesbit'a,  to  say  that  Daniel  Sands  was  m 
and  Dr.  Ncshit  sen-ant  in  those  first  decades  of  Ilarv 
whatever  the  facttt  may  seem  in  those  later  days — is  on 
tboae  ornately  ridiculous  travesties  upon  the  truth  that  : 
•omrliiDes  are  arranged  In  make.     Hut  how  little  did 
know  what  they  were  building!     For  they  and  their  kin 
owr  Anteriea  working  in  thn  darkness  of  their  own  m 
deairm,  were  laying  ftrntiait  stooea— quite  subatanUal  yt 
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— for  the  structure  of  a  growing  civilization  which 
ta  time,  stripped  of  its  scaffolding  and  extraneous  debris, 
to  stand  among  the  nations  of  the  earth  as  a  tower  of 
itaoosnea  in  a  stricken  world* 


CHAPTEB  IV 

THE  ADAMS  FAMILT  BIBLE  LIES  UKE  A  GENTLEMAN 

HOW  light  a  line  divides  comedy  from  trai 
When  the  ass  speaks,  or  the  man  brays,  th< 
comedy.  Yet  fate  may  stop  the  mouth  of  ( 
man  or  ass,  and  in  the  dumb  struggle  for  voice,  if  fate 
the  screws  of  destiny  upon  duty,  there  is  tragedy.  Onl 
consequences  of  a  day  or  a  deed  can  decide  whether  it 
have  the  warm  blessing  of  our  smiles  or  the  bitter  bened 
of  our  tears. 

This,  one  must  remember  in  reading  the  chapter  oi 
story  that  shall  follow.  It  is  the  close  of  the  story  to  i 
Mary  Adams,  with  her  memory  book  and  notes  and  clip] 
has  contributed  much.  For  of  the  pile  of  envelopes  all 
bered  in  their  order;  the  one  marked  ** Margaret  Miiller' 
the  last  envelope  that  she  left.  Now  the  package  that 
cems  Margaret  Miiller  may  not  be  transcribed  sepai 
but  must  be  woven  into  the  woof  of  the  tale.  The  pa* 
contains  a  clipping,  a  dozen  closely  written  pages,  a 
photograph — a  small  photograph  of  a  girl.  The  photo^ 
is  printed  on  the  picture  of  a  scroll,  and  the  likenefBS  c 
girl  does  not  throb  with  life  as  it  did  thirty  years  ago 
it  was  taken.  Then  the  plump,  voluptuous  arm  and  8 
ders  in  the  front  of  the  picture  seemed  to  exude  life  a 
bristle  with  the  temptation  that  lurked  under  the  b 
lashes  shading  her  big,  innocent,  brown  eyes.  And  her 
her  wonderful  brown  hair  that  fell  in  a  great  rope  t 
knees,  in  this  photograph  is  hidden,  and  only  her  fr 
covering  a  fine  forehead,  are  emphasized  by  the  pi 
maker.  One  may  smile  at  the  picture  now,  but  then  wl 
was  taken  it  told  of  the  red  of  her  lips  and  the  pink  o 
flesh,  and  the  dimples  that  forever  went  flickering  acrw 
face.  In  those  days,  the  old-fashioned  picture  porti 
with  great  clearness  the  joy  and  charm  and  impuden 
that  beautiful  face.    But  now  the  picture  is  only  grotc 
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n>ves  rather  than  discloBes  that  once,  when  she  was  but 
uTif;  frirl.  3Ianraret  Miiller  had  wonderfully  molded  arms 
^::  liMors,  ri'gular  features  and  enchanting  eyes.  But 
IS  ail  the  picture  shows.  In  the  photograph  is  no  hint 
3rr  mellow  voice,  of  her  eager  expression  and  of  the 
Ldfrin^  tires  of  passion,  ambition  and  purpose  that 
k«*d  through  those  gay,  bewitching  eyes.  The  old-fash- 
*d  frizzled  hair  on  her  forehead,  the  obvious  pose  of  hor 
d  with  its  cheap  rings,  the  curious  cut  of  her  dress,  made 
T  that  travesty  of  the  prevailing  mode  which  country 
im  printed  in  their  fashion  columns,  the  black  court- 
i^fT  iK^anty  spot  on  her  cheek  and  the  lace  fichu  draped 
r  her  bead  and  bare  shoulders,  all  stand  out  like  grinning 
Toyles  that  keep  much  of  the  charm  she  had  in  those  dayn 
^risrmed  from  our  eyes  to-day.  So  the  picture  alone  is  of 
great  iiervice.    Nor  will  the  clipping  tell  much,    it  only 

Dnhi: 

Xm  >Unniret  MQller,  daufrliter  of  the  lato  Herman  MUUer  of 
lie  Tovn^ip,  tliU  county,  will  teach  schoul  in  DiHtrict  IH,  the 
IK*  UiArict  in  Pronpeet  Tu\vn»hip.  this  faU  and  winter.  8he  wiU 
ni  v.th  the  family  of  ye  editor.** 

Si/w  the  reader  must  know  that  Margaret  Miiller  s  eyes 
d  l»e«i  turned  to  Harvey  as  to  a  magnet  for  throe  years. 
t  had  chosen  the  Adams  district  school  in  Prospect  Town- 
ip.  t-e^-ause  the  Adams  district  school  was  nearer  than  any 
fcrr  f^'hool  district  to  Haney ;  she  had  gone  to  the  Adamsfs 
botrd  because  the  little  bleak  house  near  the  Wahoo  was 
f  D<«rfst  hoiiw  in  the  district  to  Harvey  and  to  a  social 
r6t  which  she  desired  to  enter — the  best  that  Uarvev  of- 
nd 

She  «w  Grant,  a  nmgh,  ruddy,  hardy  lad,  of  her  own  time 
[life,  moving  in  tlie  very  center  of  the  soiiioty  she  cherishod 
ihrr  dn*«ms.  and  Margaret  had  no  gay  inadvertence  in  her 
inte  nf  creation.  So  when  the  lank,  strapping,  red-headed 
V  of  a  man's  height,  >iiith  a  man  s  shoulders  and  a  child'.s 
■rt,  ftarted  to  Harvey  for  high  school  every  morning,  as 
biuned  to  teach  her  country'  school,  he  carried  with  him. 
Me  his  luneh,  a  definite  impression  that  Margaret  was  a 
^  riri.  Often,  indeed,  he  thought  her  an  extraordinarily 
k  riri.    Tales  of  prowess  he  brought  back  from  the  Harvey 
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with  admiring  fac«.     Fi 
I  she  knew  an  children 

A.  part  of  her  admiration  for  Grant  was  due  to  the  ft 
Grant  had  kapi-d  tht  six^ial  gulf— deep  tven  then  in  ] 
— betwren  th(tM.>  who  lived  on  the  hill,  and  th«  dwel 
th«  botlooM  near  tlir  river. 

This  instinctively  Alargsret  Miiiler  luicw,  also— Ihoq 
bapa  aneonsciotuly — that  even  if  th«y  lived  in  the  b 
th«  Adomiwa  were  of  the  ariatoi;  because  they  were 
of  the  Ncsbita,  and  Mm,  Kesbit  of  Maryland  was  the  fi 
head  of  all  the  social  glory  of  llnrvey.  Thus  M 
Mtiller  of  Spring  Township  came  to  camp  before  Har 
a  Ufetime  siege,  and  took  her  gruimd  where  she  cot 
straight  at  tJie  Ntabitx  and  Kollanden  and  Banda 
MortoDH  and  Calvins.  With  all  her  banners  flying,  h 
gaudy  and  Iwautifut,  banners  thai  flnppetl  fur 
■omettmes  snapped  at  women,  Hhe  set  her  forces  down 
Harvey,  and  krw  the  beleainienxl  city  through  the 
of  Grant's  fine,  wide,  blue  eyes,  within  an  eany  day 
of  her  own  place  in  the  world.  So  she  hovered  over 
played  her  bniwii  eyes  upon  him,  flattered  him, 
seiously  as  ia  the  way  of  the  female,  when  it  would  wit 
and  because  Hhe  wiui  wixe,  wiser  than  even  her  ow 
knew,  ahe  cast  upon  the  youth  a  Hlrange  spell. 

Tboac  were  the  days  when  Alargaret  Miiller  eame 
early  bloom.  They  wen*  the  days  when  her  pergonal] 
loo  big  for  her  body,  so  it  flowed  into  everything  shi 
on  the  tips  of  every  ribbon  at  her  neck,  she  glowed 
kind  of  electric  radianee.  A  flower  in  her  hair  sm 
naeh  a  part  of  her  as  the  torn  of  her  cleft  chin.  A 
her  bosom  was  vibrant  with  her.  And  tn  Grant  et 
Itaings  ahe  tonebed,  after  she  was  gone,  thrilled  him  as 
they  were  of  her. 

Now  the  pages  that  are  to  fellow  in  thi«  chapter  i 
written  for  him  who  has  reached  that  grauil  ntlatc  w1 
nay  feel  diiutain  for  the  feverish  follies  of  youth.  A  L. 
be  an  an;  doubtleaa  he  in.  A  maid  may  be  as  fitful 
wind,  and  in  the  story  of  the  fltfulness  and  folly 
and  the  maid,  there  hi  vast  pathos  and  pain,  from 
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los  and  pain  we  may  learn  wisdom.  Now  the  strange 
of  this  story  is  not  what  befell  the  youth  and  the  maid ; 
any  tragedy  that  befalls  a  youth  and  a  maid,  is  natural 
i|^  and  in  the  order  of  things,  as  Heaven  knows  well. 
strange  part  of  this  story  is  that  Iklary  and  Amos  Adams 
p.  for  all  their  high  hopes  of  the  sunrise,  like  the  rest  of  us 
bis  world^-only  human;  stricken  with  that  inexplicable 
pntai  blindness  that  covers  our  eyes  when  those  we  love 
most  needing  our  care. 

>t  how  could  they  know  that  Qrant  needed  their  caret 
I  he  not  in  their  eyes  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  f  They 
irined  him  in  a  kind  of  holy  vision.  It  seems  odd  that  a 
ipping,  pimple-faced,  freckled,  red-headed  boy,  loud- 
ithed  and  husk^'-voiced,  more  or  less  turbulent  and  gener- 
r  in  titHJble  for  his  insistent  defense  of  his  weaker  play- 
tcs — it  seems  odd  that  such  a  boy  could  be  the  center  of 
h  grand  dreams  as  they  dreamed  for  their  boy.  Yet  there 
I  the  boy  and  there  were  the  dreams.  If  ho  wrote  a  com- 
ixkm  for  school  that  pleased  his  parents,  they  wore  sure 
^oretoid  the  future  author,  and  among  her  bundle  of  notes 
the  Book,  his  mother  has  cherished  the  manuscript  for  his 
aplete  works.  If  at  school  Friday  afternoon,  he  spoke  a 
te,  "trippingly  on  the  tongue,"  they  barkened  back  over 
.  ancestry  to  find  the  ehler  Adams  of  Miissaehusetts  who 
s  a  great  orator.  When  he  drove  a  nail  and  made  a  eredit- 
If  bobsled,  they  saw  in  him  a  future  architect  and  stored  tlie 
ident  for  the  Romance  that  was  to  l)o  biojrraphy.  When 
organized  a  base-ball  club,  they  saw  in  him  the  budding 
kdemhip  that  should  make  him  a  nder  of  men.  Even 
int'ft  odd  mania  to  take  up  the  cause  of  tlje  weak— often 
iii&fh  eaoses  that  revealed  a  kind  of  fanatic  chivalry  in  him 
Mary  noted  too;  and  saw  the  youth  a  maile<l  knight  in  the 
mi  little  that  should  preceile  and  usher  in  the  sunrise. 
Jtfppr  was  a  little  boy  and  his  parents  love<l  him  dearly; 
R  Grant,  the  child  of  their  honeymooning  days,  hel<l  their 
am.  And  so  their  vanity  for  him  became  a  kind  of  mellow 
■dneas  that  separated  them  from  a  commonsense  world. 
ad  here  i«  a  curious  thing  also — the  very  faets  that  were 
Hking  Grant  a  leader  of  his  fellows  should  have  warned 
hrj  and  Amoa  that  their  son  was  setting  out  ou  his  ^OMrik^^* 
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from  the  heart  of  his  chiklUb  piiradise.  He  w>«  grnwii 
tall,  slTODg,  big-voiced,  with  hands,  broad  and  muscular,  tk^ 
made  him  a  baseball  catcher  of  a  reputation  wider  than  (^ 
M'liuol -grounds,  yet  he  had  a  child  ti  quick  wit  «ad  oieiq 
heart.  Such  a  boy  dominated  the  school  aa  a  matter  4 
course,  yet  so  completely  had  his  parents  daubed  their  tjt 
with  pride  that  they  could  not  see  that  his  leaderriiip  I 
Bchooi  came  from  the  fact  that  a  man  was  rising  in  him— 4fe 
far-caniiiig  shadow  of  a  virility  deep  and  signiticant  at  dl 
tiny  itself.  They  could  not  ace  the  man 'a  body;  they  m 
only  the  child's  heart.  It  was  natural  that  they  should  at 
themaetves  what  honor  could  possibly  come  to  the  hoiiaei 
Adums  or  to  any  bouse,  for  that  matter,  further  than  tkl 
which  illumined  it  when  Urant  came  home  to  announce  thi 
he  had  been  elected  President  of  the  senior  class  in  tl 
Harvey  High  fSfhool  and  would  deliver  the  valedictory  d 
dress  at  commencement.  When  Mary  and  Ajtins  leMOl 
that  news,  they  hail  indeed  found  the  hero  for  their  hool 
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'  jf  «i*l  ool.  4  f rant  felt  always,  over  and  about  him,  the  eon- 
v-maNiioss  of  the  s|>ell  of  Margaret  Miiller,  yet  lie  did  not 
Oi^Ay  uiiat  the  spell  was.  He  wrestled  with  it  wl)«>ii  finally 
z*  r.une  rather  dimly  to  soiiKe  it,  and  tried  with  all  the 
fitr^iitfth  of  hia  ungrsiinly  soul  to  be  loyal  to  the  ehoiee  of  his 
h«r:  His  will  was  loyal,  yet  the  smileA,  the  ^yes,  the  soft 
trmptin?  faiH.'  itf  Marfraret  always  were  near  him.  Furious 
tfnmL^  of  feeling  swayed  him.  For  youth  is  the  time  of 
tonppst.  In  our  teena  come  those  floods  of  soul  stiitV  tlinniirh 
tb^  irates  of  heredity,  swin^in^  open  for  the  last  time  in  life, 
flmd<  that  brinir  into  the  world  the  stores  of  the  <iualities 
of  min<l  and  heart  from  outside  ourselves;  floods  stored  in 
Heaven's  reservoir,  irushinpr  from  the  almost  limitlessly  deep 
qyrnsrs  of  our  ane(*str>':  floods  whieh  draw  us  in  resistli*s8 
fvrrpnts  to  our  destinies.  Auil  so  the  &ss.  laden  ^vith  this  re- 
lay of  life  from  the  source  of  life,  that  ev«»ry  ycmnjr,  blind 
av  Srins^  into  the  world,  floundere<l  in  the  Hood. 

tSrant  thought  his  experience  was  uni'pie.  Y«*t  it  is  tlie 
m«niD«*n  lot  of  man.  To  feel  his  soul  exposi-d  at  a  thousand 
yw  .ir'»as  of  sense:  to  see  a  new  heaven  and  a  m»'W  farili — 
rtranin-.  njysterious,  lieautiful,  unfoldin«;  to  liis  rvi-s;  to  smell 
>»w  K.'tf*iits:  to  hear  new  sounds  in  tlie  wimmIs  anil  lirlds; 
!o  i--*'k  itpoii-ryed  and  wonderinir  at  new  n»lations  of  tlimirs 
tluT  (irjfi*M  in  the  humdrum  worlfl  about  him.  as  hi*  litrs  out 
f'f  ?b-  blind  paradise  of  ehildhoiul;  to  dream  nrw  iiri*aiiis; 
••^  jL»t.ir«»  to  n#»w  heiirhts,  to  fei*l  impulst>s  eoinifiL''  inn  i»f  the 
•hrk  !l.af  tremble  like  the  blare  of  trumpets  in  tiu'  s-uil, — 
V:-  •*  'he  wav  of  vouth. 

W."h  all  his  lovaltv  for  Laura  Neshit  -  lovaltv  th;iT  iii- 
^nf»*d  h<*r  as  a  etimnide  and  frifnii.  sufh  is  iht»  r.ni'raii'-tit^n 
of  v..u:h  that  h«*  was  madiv  iealous  of  »'Vitv  hii:  !• -v  ;:'  ilie 
,  "^Tj rrv  school  who  east  eves  at  -Mariran't  MiilliT.  And  Im»- 
^a^  «h**  was  nfs^s  oldf*r  than  lie.  ^^Iic  ki:(*\v  \\  ;  ami  r  pi*  ;:^«-d 
W  She  knew  that  she  4*ould  mak'*  all  h'\<  n-mbs  aiHt  n-.st.s 
ta*:  hands  and  wattles  and  spurs  iriistrii.  aii>i  ic  k:!f\v  :\\  n.hhc 
1  i^i'  iri*»!Mn*t  that  whfii  she  saiiir  tin*  »  irii»t:ori  in  I  ■  r  vi.ire 
t  w  a  I'llI  to  him  that  he  eoidd  not  put  !m'i»  uopiU.  T'n  :n 
'  thrMifh  th»'  nutnmn.  ManrJirt't  and  <Jra:::   w-".'  :l.r'»v.  n   :ii- 

1r^**r  iJaily   in  the  ilrab  little  hoij^»'  I'v   tl..-   ri\ii-       \..v    a 
.  Wanda  ^irl  thruwu  together  commonly  makt   ili*-  n^umkui^^ 
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donkeys  of  comedy.  Vet  one  never  may  be  sure  that  thej 
may  not  be  the  dumb  xtru^ling  creatures  of  the  tragic  mua»i 
Heaven  knows  Margaret  Muller  was  funny  enoug'h  in  hw 
capers.  For  she  rcluted  her  antics — her  grand  ponta,  her' 
elaborate  condescensions,  her  crass  coquetn,'  and  her  hidingl- 
ftud  scckiiigs — into  what  she  called  a  "case."  In  the  im\f^ 
wisdom  she  knew,  to  open  a  flirtation  was  to  have  a  "caac." 
So  Margaret  ogled  and  laug'hed  and  touched  and  ran  and 
giggled  and  cried  and  played  with  her  prey  with  a  practiced 
lore  of  the  heart  that  was  far  beyond  the  boy's  knowledfcK 
Grant  did  not  know  what  spell  was  upon  him.  He  did 
know  that  his  great  lithe  body,  his  gripping  hands,  hia  tiiv 
legs  and  his  long  arms  that  had  in  their  sinen-s  llie  power 
that  chsllfnged  her  lo  wrestle  when  she  was  with  hira — li* 
Jid  not  know  what  he  meant  to  the  girl  who  wasi  forcvff 
teasing  and  bantering  him  when  they  wei^  alone.  For  tt" 
was  only  when  Margaret  and  Grant  were  alone  or  when  tt> 
ne  hut  little  Jasper  was  with  them,  that  Margaret  indulgtdi 
1  the  joys  of  the  chase.  Vet  often  when  other  boya 
i  see  her — the  country  tmys  from  the  Prospect  school  di» 
Irict  perhaps,  or  lorn  swains  trailing  up  from  Spring  Town- 
lip — MatTfftret  dill  not  conceal  her  fluttering  delight  in  l" 
From  Mary  Adams.  So  the  elder  woman  and  the  girl 
long  talks  in  which  Margaret  a^eed  so  entirely  with 
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;  in  his  attic  bedroom  in  vague  agonies  and  self  accusa- 

pen  in  hand,  trying  to  find  honest  words  that  would 
It  his  tedious  letter.    Being  a  boy  and  being  not  en- 

outside  the  gate  of  his  childish  paradise,  he  did  not 
xtand  the  shadow  that  was  clouding  his  heart. 
[  there  came  one  day  when  the  gate  closed  and  looking 

he  Miw  the  angel — the  angel  with  the  flaming  sword, 
he  knew.  Then  he  saw  the  face  that  made  the  shadow 
bat  day  a  great  trembling  came  into  his  soul,  a  black- 
f  unspeakable  woe  came  over  him,  and  he  was  ashamed 

light*    After  that  he  never  wrote  to  I^aura  Nesbit. 
May  Margaret  s  school  closed,  and  the  Adamses  asked 
»  remain  with  them  for  the  summer,  and  she  consented 
*  listlessly.    The  busy  days  of  the  June  harvest  com- 

with  the  duties  of  printing  a  newspaper  made  their 
ly  visits  with  the  Nesbits  irregular.  It  was  in  July  that 
Sesbit  asked  for  Margaret,  and  Mary  Adams  remem- 

that  Margaret,  whose  listlessness  had  grown  into  sul- 
R.  had  found  some  excuse  for  being  absent  whenever 
c«hits  came  to  spend  the  afternoon  with  the  Adamses. 
in  August,  w*hen  Amos  came  home  one  night,  he  saw 
ippt  hurry  from  the  front  porch.  lie  went  into  the 
and  heard  Mary  and  Grant  sobbing  inside  and  heard 
<  voice  lifted  in  prayer,  with  agony  in  her  voice.  It 
•>  prayer  for  forgiveness  nor  for  mercy,  but  for  pnid- 
ind  strength,  and  he  stepped  to  the  bedroom  an(l  saw 
■ji  kneeling  then»  with  Mar«raret's  shawl  over  the  chair 

Mar\'  knelt.  There  he  heard  -Marv  tell  the  stnrv  of 
iv*s  shame  to  her  (Sod. 

th  and  partings  have  oome  aenx«»  that  thresliold  dnriiip: 
three  deea<les.  Amos  .\dams  has  known  anguish  and 
t  with  grief  many  times,  but  nntliiii«rr  ever  has  cut  him 

heart  liki*  the  <lead.  hopeless  woe  in  Mary's  yaWo  as 

rayeti  there  in  the  l)e(lnwm  with  <irant  that  An*rust 

A   terrible  half-hour  came  when    Mar>'  and   Am(»s 

with  Manraret.  For  over  their  shame  at  what  their 
ik\  done,  above  their  love  for  him,  even  beyond  their 
lope  fi.ir  him,  nwe  their  sense  of  duty  to  the  child  who 
miinir.     For  the  child  they  spent  the  piLssion  of  their 

an«l  h>ve  and  hope  as  they  pleutled  with  Margaret  for 
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«  child's  right  to  a  name.  But  she  had  hardened  ber  hei 
She  shook  her  head  and  would  not  listen  to  their  pie 
ings.  Then  they  sent  Qrant  to  her.  It  is  not  easy  to  i 
which  was  more  dreadful,  the  impudent  smile  which 
turned  to  the  parents  as  she  shook  her  head  at  them,  or 
■eomfnl  laugh  they  heard  when  Qrant  sat  with  her.  T 
was  a  long  and  weary  night  they  spent  and  the  sun  rose 
the  morning  under  a  cloud  that  never  was  lifted  from  tl 
hearts. 

In  the  six  or  seven  sordid,  awful  weeks  that  followed  bef 
Kenyon  was  bom,  they  turned  for  comfort  and  for  help 
Dr.  Nesbit.  They  made  lus  plan  to  save  the  child  *8  gi 
name,  their  plan.  Of  oourse — ^the  Adamses  were  mil 
They  felt  a  blight  was  on  their  boy's  life.  They  could 
understand  that  in  Heaven  there  is  neither  marriage  ] 
giving  in  marriage;  that  when  God  sends  a  soul  throi 
the  gates  of  earth  it  comes  in  joy  even  though  we  greet  it 
sorrow.  Their  gloom  should  have  been  lighted;  part  of 
blackness  was  their  own  vain  pride  in  Grant.  Yet  they  w 
none  tlie  less  tender  with  Margaret,  and  when  she  went  do 
into  the  valley  of  the  shadow,  Mary  went  with  her  and  st 
and  supported  the  giri  in  the  journey. 

When  Doctor  Nesbit  was  climbing  into  the  buggy  at 
gate.  Grant,  standing  by  the  hitching>post,  said :     '*Docto 
sometime — ^when  we  are  both  older — 1  mean  Laura — *' 
got  no  further.    The  Doctor  looked  at  the  boy  s  ashen  fi 
and  knew  the  cost  of  the  words  he  was  speaking.     He  stopp 
reached  his  hand  out  to  Grant  and  touched  his  shoulder, 
think  I  know,  Grant — some  day  I  shall  tell  her. ' '    He  got  i 
the  buggy,  looked  at  the  lad  a  moment  and  said  in  his  hi 
aqueaky  voic*e:     **\Vell,  Grant,  boy,  you  understand  al 
all  it  8  your  burden — don't  you?     Your  mother  has  sa' 
Margaret  *8  good   luime.     But  son — son,  don*t  you  let 
folks  bear  that  bunlen."     He  paused  a  moment  further  i 
sighed:    **WeIK  (Tood-by,  kid — God  help  you,  and  maki 
man  of  you/*  and  so  turning  his  cramping  buggy,  he  dr 
away  in  the  dusk. 

Thus  came  Krnyon  Adams,  reconled  in  the  family  Bible 
the  third  son  of  .Mary  and  Amos  Adams,  into  the  wildero 
of  this  world. 


CHAPTER  V 

fir  WHirn   MARGARET  MUIX£R  DWEXI^<%  IN    MARBLE  HALLS  AND 
HENBT  FENN  AND  KENTON  ADAMS  WIN  NOTABLE  VICTORIES 

THE  world  into  which  Kenyoii  Ailanis  oamo  was  a  busy 
axiii  noisy  and  ruthless  world.  Tho  prairie  jirrass  was 
l<^vine  Harvey  when  <irant  Adams  canio,  and  the 
■adow  lark  left  in  the  year  that  Jasper  eanie.  When  Kcn- 
jnwi  entortni.  even  the  blue  sky  that  luMit  over  it  was  ihreat- 
«aM  Ki»r  Dr.  Nesbit  n»tiirninp  from  the  A<lariises  the 
cwvinr  that  Keiiyon  eame  to  Harvey  found  aroun<l  th«'  wrli- 
dnil  at  -lamey  MePherson's  a  preat  exeited  en»wil.  Men 
Wlmwini!  eaeh  other  and  eraninjr  their  neeks.  and  wair- 
Th»*ir  heads  as  they  looktnl  at  the  eore  of  the  <lnll.  For 
it  fv>ntainefl  unmistakably  a  lonjr  worm  of  eoal.  Antl  that 
r  ich:  saw  risinc  over  Hanvy  sueh  dream**  as  made  tho  auL^'ls 
[  a-t .  f-T  ?he  dreams  were  all  of  monev.  and  its  vain  ilisj»lav 
I  ad  p«iw*^r.  And  when  men  rose  afti'r  dri*aiiiiii«r  ih<»se 
i  ir^TDfi.  thev  swept  little  Jamev  MelMn'rsi.ii  awav  in  short 
I  'if^^r.  Fi»r  h«»  had  not  the  hi'-di  tah»nts  uf  ih<'  ninii.*v  inaktT. 
s  H'  nad  finly  persistenee.  imlnstry  aMil  a  Imn.-rnl  >»Mirit  ;in«l 
•  I  Ta?:j»»  viniDM  that  he  was  discovfrintr  ru;il  I'nr  !ii«'  fiiiiniin!! 
p**i.  S-i  wh^n  Daniel  Samis  put  his  minil  in  Ihmk  iii»..ii  »}•»' 
1  T.^rsi  *  f  •■««d  that  rann»  wrisrirlinir  up  \'vn\u  iln*  il:'i!l«d  li-i'-* 
« ''"^  Jin»*"v '-  jot.  the  worm  tTawliil  awav  rri»?ii  .l;n!i.  \  mimI 
^ -Sim^v   w*»nT   to  work  in   the  slial't  that    I^iiTii*-)   ^.ink  ««n   )»•-• 

ITi^ant  !•*»  near  the  Me!*herst)ii  hoin«».  Tlif  i*.i.tl  nM'.'iIv  :'r»"i 
:ir,.''i  Sand«»'s  niini's  bi'tran  to  '^pli'ifh  tlii-  Muf  ^Uy  ;.iui\,» 
.'  i#  ?<■•»■  n.  and  K»MJVon  Adams  missi-d  fhi*  1;mvti-  l-i^iie-  .in.i 
^M^  •mmrathTi*'  that  <irant  had  st-i'ii ;  jinlrt-il  t!i.'  ..tiIv 
's^jT^lv  iM-rson  whom  Ken  von  saw  in  Imn  lif'-*  ini;;':  h--  w;i*»  - 
B-«T.'n  knows  hi»w  old — was  Kht)«ia  KiillaM.hr.  Tin-  Ii'Jmj 
'■  »ad  lHi««-tl<»  of  Harvev  did  nt»t  rutUt*  ihr  ralin  wafiT^  «»!'  li.-r 
-  »!].  She  iif  all  the  wnm*Mi  in  Harvi'V  hold  tn  fhr  rarlv 
of  the  town  of  L'oinp  nut  to  sp^iid  !h»^  ilay 
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'*So  that  Margaret's  gone,"  abe  was  saying  to  Mmry  Adj 
sometime  during  a  morning  in  the  spring  after  Kenyon  i 
bom.  ''Law  me — I  wouldn*t  have  a  boarder.  I  tell  Jd 
the  sanctity  of  the  home  is  invaded  by  boarders  these  d^ 
and  her  going  out  to  the  dances  in  town  the  way  she  dom, 
sh'd  think  you'd  be  glad  to  be  alone  again,  and  to  have  ym 
own  little  flock  to  do  for.  And  so  Qrant's  going  to  be 
carpenter — ^well,  well !  He  didn  't  take  to  the  printing  tnl 
did  heT  My,  my!"  she  sighed,  and  folded  her  hands  sbo^ 
her  apron — the  apron  which  she  always  put  on  after  a  iM 
as  if  to  help  with  the  dishes,  but  which  she  never  soiled  < 
wrinkled — ''I  tell  John  I'm  so  thankful  our  little  Fn^  h 
such  a  nice  place.  He  waits  table  there  at  the  Palace,  n 
gets  all  his  meals — such  nice  food,  and  can  go  to  school  tl 
and  you  wouldn't  believe  it  if  Td  tell  you  all  the  nice  n 
he  meets — drummers  and  everything,  and  he's  getting  so 
good  manners.  I  tell  John  there's  nothing  like  the  Idnd 
folks  a  boy  is  with  in  his  teens  to  make  him.  And  he  si 
Tom  Van  Dom  every  day  nearly  and  sometimes  gets  a  dii 
for  serving  him,  and  now,  honest,  Mar>',  you  wouldn't  belie 
it,  but  Freddie  says  the  help  around  the  hotel  say  tk 
Mauling  girl  at  the  cigar  stand  thinks  Tom  s  going  to  mar 
her,  but  law  me — he  *s  aiming  higher  than  the  Maulings.  T 
old  man  is  going  to  die — did  you  know  itf  They  came  1 
John  to  sit  up  with  him  last  night.  John  s  an  (Md  Fello 
you  know.  But  speaking  of  that  Margaret,  you  know  sh 
a  friend  of  Violet  s  and  slips  into  the  cigar  stand  sometifl 
and  Violet  introduces  Margaret  to  some  nice  drummers.  A 
1  heard  John  say  that  when  Margaret  gets  this  term  of  seh< 
taught  here,  the  Spring  Township  people  have  made  D 
Jim  get  her  a  job  in  the  court  house — register  of  deeds  oA 
But  I  tell  John — law  me,  you  men  are  the  worst  gossif 
Talk  about  women  !*' 

Little  Keiiyon  in  his  crib  was  restless,  and  Mary  Adai 
was  clattering  the  dishes,  so  between  the  two  evils,  M 
Hollander  picked  up  the  ehihl,  and  rocked  him  and  pat! 
him  and  then  went  on :  '*  1  was  over  and  spent  the  day  wi 
the  Sandses  the  other  day.  Poor  woman,  she's  real  pui 
Ann's  such  a  pretty  ehild  and  Mrs.  Sands  says  that  Mortj 
not  goin*  back  to  college  again.     And  she  sayn  he  just  moc 
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Dd  Laon  Nesbit.  Seems  like  the  boy's  got  no  sense. 
,  Laura's  just  a  child — she's  Grant's  age,  isn't  she — ^not 

tlian  eighteen  or  nineteen,  and  Morty  must  be  nearly 
fy-tJbree.  My — how  they  have  sprung  up.  I  tell  John 
r,  ril  be  thirty-six  right  soon  now,  and  here  I've  worked 
lived  my  youth  away  and  I'll  be  an  old  woman  before 
K)w  it."  She  laughed  good  naturedly  and  rocked  the 
iSf  child.  "'Law  me,  Mary  Adams,  I  sh'd  think  you'd 
Urant  to  stay  with  George  Brotherton  there  in  the 
i:aiid,  instead  of  carpentering.  Such  elegant  people  he 
eet  there,  and  such  refined  influences  since  Mr.  Brother- 
put  in  books  and  newspapers,  aiul  he  could  work  in  the 
ug  office  and  deliver  the  Kansas  City  and  St.  Liouis  and 
$0  dailies  for  Mr.  Brothorton,  and  do  so  much  better 
le  can  carpentering.  1  tell  John,  if  we  can  just  keep 
>y  among  nice  people  until  he's  twenty-five,  he'll  stay 
em.  Now  look  at  Lide  Bowman.  Mary  Adams,  we 
»}ie  was  a  smart  woman  until  she  married  Dick  and 
ust  see  her — living  down  there  with  the  shanty  trash 
1  those  ignorant  foreigners,  and  she's  growing  like  'em. 
Iijst  two  of  her  babies,  and  that  seems  to  be  weighing 
*  wind,  and  I  can't  persuade  her  to  pick  up  and  move 

there.  It's  like  bi*ing  in  another  world.  And  Mar>' 
!r— let  me  tell  you — Casper  Ilerdieker  has  gone  into  tlie 

Yes,  sir,  he  clased  his  shop  and  is  going  to  work  in 
ne.  because  he  can  make  three  dollars  a  day.  But  law 
ou'll  not  see  llildy  llerdickiT  moving  down  there. 
keep  her  millinery  store  and  live  with  the  white  folks." 

di^es  were  put  away,  and  in  the  long  afternoon 
Adams  sat  .sewing  as  Rhoda  Kollander  rambled  on. 
lie  third  time  Khoda  came  back  to  comment  upon  the 
bat  <irant  Adams  had  quit  working  in  the  printing 
-a  genteel  trade,  and  had  stopped  delivering  papers 
p.  Brotherton \s  newspaper  stand — a  rather  high  voca- 
i)d  was  degrading  himself  by  learning  the  carpenter *s 
when  Mary  Adams  cut  into  the  current  of  the  stream 

rll,  my  dear,  it  was  this  way.  There  are  two  reasons 
trant  is  learninj?  the  carpenter's  trade.  In  the  tirst 
the  boy  has  some  sort  of  a  passion  to  cast  his  lot  among 


50  IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 

the  poor.  He  feds  they  are  neglected  and — well,  hp  hMl 
sort  uf  a  Qeree  streak  in  liim  to  tight  for  the  under  dJ 
and — ' '  I 

"Well.  law  me.  Slary — don't  I  know  that!  lliuni 
Frtddii-  I'lld  me  time  and  again  bow  Uraut  iismI  to  li^hi  fa 
Fretldie  when  he  was  a  littJe  boy  and  the  big  boyo  pliiK<>t4 
htm.  (Irani  whipped  the  whole  school  for  tea^iii^  a  bull 
half-wilted  boy  once — did  you  know  thai!"  Mar>'  Ada* 
shook  lier  head.  "Well,  he  did,  and— well  now,  itm'l  tU 
nifc.  1  can  see  just  how  he  feels!"  Ami  ahe  could.  Net^ 
lived  a  more  sympathetic  tioul  than  Khoda.  And  as  A 
rocked  N)ie  said:  "Of  course,  if  that's  the  reason — ^law  n^ 
Mary,  you  never  eun  teil  how  these  children  are  going  to  taa 
out.     Why.  I  tell  John—" 

"And  the  other  reason  is.  Rhoda,  that  he  is  eerning  tM 
dollars  a  day  as  a  carpenter's  helper,  and  since  Kenyon  ttM 
we  seem  to  be  misi-rafaly  hard  pushed  for  money."  Mai] 
Adams  slopped  and  then  went  on  as  one  carefull.v  chnoaiit 
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with  ham-like  hands;  Jasper  came  in  from  school  full 
le  town  s  adventure  into  coal  and  the  industries,  and  his 
:er  trickled  into  the  powerful  but  slowly  spoken  insist- 
of  Mrs.  Hollander *s  talk  and  was  lost  and  swept  finally 
hileiice.  After  supper  Grant  retired  to  a  book  from  the 
side  Library',  borrowed  of  Mr.  Brotherton  from  stock — 
lame  and  Lilies"  was  its  title.  Jasper  plunged  into  his 
ikeeping  studies  and  by  the  wood  stove  in  the  sitting- 
1  Rhoda  Kollander  held  her  levee  until  bedtime  sent  her 
e. 

uring  the  noon  hour  the  next  day  in  Mr.  Brotherton 's 
r  fctore  and  news  stand,  the  walnut  bench  was  filled  that 
ittd  ju.«t  installed  for  the  comfort  of  his  customers.  At 
end,  was  Grant  Adams  who  had  hurried  up  from  the 
fft  to  buy  a  paper-bound  copy  of  Carlyle's  ''French  Revo- 
m":  next  to  him  sat  deaf  John  Kollander  smoking  his 
a  rigmr.  and  beside  Kollander  sat  stuttering  Kyle  Perry, 
{:iiy  AfMinging  his  morning  Kansas  City  Times  over  Dr. 
Sii  >  siinuldor.  The  absent  brother  always  was  on  the 
[•lie  at  Mr.  Urotherton*s  amen  corner,  and  the  burnt  offer- 
•  f  the  moment  was  Henry  Fenn.  Ho  had  just  broken 
r  4  protracted  drouth — one  of  a  year  and  a  half — and 
^roup  was  shaking  sad  heads  over  the  county  attorney  s 
nfall.  The  doctor  was  saying,  *'lt's  a  disease,  just  as 
la^iifs.  <iod  bless  'em'  will  become  a  disease  with  Tom 
I  I>orn  if  he  doesn't  stop  pretty  soon — a  nervous  disease 
vi»*ner  or  later  they  will  both  go  down.  Poor  lltMiry — 
if.ta  and  1  noticed  him  at  the  charity  ball  last  night;  he 

A  trifle  |K>lito — a  wee  bit  too  punctilious  for  these  lati- 
no"  laughed  Brotherton  from  behind  the  counter. 
I  wa"*  g*>ing  to  say  decorative — what   Mrs.  Nrsbit   ealls 
re — kind  of  roeocco  in  manner,"  squeaked  the  doctor. 
ligbeii.     'S\nd  yet  I  can  see  he's  still  fighting  his  devil 
iU  trj'inff  to  keep  from  going  clear  under." 
Its  a  sh  sh-sh-a-ame  that  ma-a-an  shouKl  have  th-that 
Ir.f  a  d-d-d-devil  in  him — is-isis-n't  it?"  .said  Kyle  Perry. 
John  Kollander.  who  had  been  sniokinir  in  pea«M».  I>lurt«»d 
'What  else  can  be  expeete<i  unil«»r  a  DeiiHKTatii*  aihnin- 
uionT     Of  course,  they'll  return  the  wM  tlags.     They  11 
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pezision  the  rebel  soldiers  next!**    He  looked  around 
approval,  and  the  smiles  of  the  group  would  have  lured 
further  but  Tom  Van  Doru  came  swinging  through  the 
with  his  princely  manner,  and  the  Doctor  rose  to  gow 
motioned  George  Brotherton  to  the  rear  of  the  room  and 
gently : 

''Ueorge — old  man  Afauling  died  an  hour  ago;  John 
and  I  were  there  at  the  last    And  John  sent  word  fiNTi 
to  have  you  get  your  choir  out — so  I  '11  notify  Mrs. 
Dexter  said  he  was  a  lodge  member  with  you — what 
GeorgeT" 

''Odd  Fellow/'  returned  the  big  man,  then  asked,  **^ 
bearer!" 

•*Ye8,"  returned  the  Doctor.    "There's  no  one  else 
but  the  lodge  in  his  case.    You  will  sing  him  to  sleep 
your  choir  and  tuck  him  in  as  pall-bearer  as  you*ve 
doing  for  the  dead  folks  ever  since  you  came  to  town.*' 
Doctor  turned  to  go,  "Meet  to-night  at  the  house  for 
practice,  1  suppose  T" 

Brotherton  nodded,  and  turned  to  take  a  bill  from 
Van  Dorn,  who  had  pocketed  a  handful  of  cigars  and  a 
ber  of  papers. 

**We  were  just  talking  about  Henry,  Tom," 
Mr.  Brotherton,  as  he  handed  back  the  change. 

"He's  b-back-sl-slidden, "  prompted  l*err>'. 

"Oh,  well — it's  all  rij^ht.     Henry  has  his  weakn< 
all  have  our  failing.     Hut  dnink  or  sober  he  danced  a 
times  last  night  with  that  pretty  school  teacher  from 
pect  Townsliip."    (irant  looked  up  from  his  book,  m 
Dorn  continued,  "Gorgeous  creature — "  he  shut  hit 
and  added:    "Don't  pity  Ilenr}"  when  he  can  get  a 
like  that  to  favor  him!" 

As  John  Kollandor  thundered  back  some  irrelevant 
ment  on  the  moment  s  polities.  Van  Dorn  led  Krothei 
the  further  end  of  the  counter  and  lowering  his  voice 

"You    know    that    .Mauling    girl    at    the  Palaco 
counter?" 

As  Hrotherton  noiMotl,  Van  Dom,  dropping  his  ^ 
to  a  whispt»r.  «iid:  **IIor  father's  dead — poor  child- 
been  spending  her  money — she  hasn  *t  a  cent.    I  know ;  1 1 
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Iking  to  ber  more  or  leas  for  a  year  or  so.  Which 
your  lodges  does  the  old  man  belong  to,  George  T" 
A  the  big  man  said:  ''Odd  Fellows,"  Van  Dom 
t  into  an  inner  coat  pocket,  brought  out  some  bills 
pping  them  to  Brotherton,  so  that  the  group  on  the 
n  the  comer  could  not  see,  Van  Dom  mumbled : 
1  her  folks  this  came  from  the  lodge — ^poor  little 
«,  she  8  their  sole  support." 

an  Dom  lighted  his  cigar  at  the  alcohol  burner  Henry 
umed  into  the  store.  Fenn  stood  among  them  and 
his  electric  smile,  that  illumined  his  lean,  drawn  face 
id,  ^^Ilere,"  a  pause,  then,  "I  am,"  another  pause, 
Bore  searching  smile, ' '  I  am  again ! ' ' 
BrothertoQ  looked  up  from  the  magazine  counter 
he  was  sorting  out  Ceniurys,  and  Harpers  and  Scrib- 
rom  a  pile:  "Say — "  he  roared  at  the  newcomer, 
-Huy,  Henry — this  won't  do.  Come — take  a  brace; 
urself  together.  We  are  all  for  you." 
I,"  answered  Fenn,  smiling  out  of  some  incandescence 
beart,  ''that's  just  it:  You're  all  for  me.  The  boys 
:  Riley's  saloon  are  all  for  me.  Mother — God  bless 
>wn  at  the  house  is  for  me  so  strong  that  she  never 
i  or  falters.    1  can  get  every  vote  in  the  delegation, 

own!" 

,  Henry,  why  these  tears T'*  sneered  Van  Dom. 
e  all  got  to  have  our  fun." 

resume,  Tom,"  snapped  Fenn,  "that  you've  got  your 
ffairs  of  the  heart  so  that  you  can  take  'em  or  let 
me!"  But  to  the  group  in  the  amen  comer,  Fenn 
ip  bis  head  in  shame.    He  looked  like  a  whipped  do^. 

one  the  crowd  disappeared,  all  but  Grant,  who  was 
r  over  his  book,  and  deaf  John  Hollander. 
I  and  Brotherton  went  back  to  Brotherton's  desk  nnd 
aked.  "Did  I — George,  was  it  pretty  bad  last  nijrhtT 
e — she — that  Miiller  girl — what  a  wonderful  woman 

George,  do  you  suppose — "Fenn  caught  (iraiit  s  oyes 
ing  toward  them.  The  name  of  Margaret  Miiller  had 
1  his  ears.  Hut  Fenn  went  on,  loworiiijr  his  voice: 
•"stly  l)elieve  «ho  oould,  if  any  one  could."  Fenn  put 
Q,  tapering  hand  upon  Brotherton  s  broad  fal  vav(. 


I 
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and  sRiited  a  qaaint,  appreciatire  titnil^.  frank  end  | 
It  ma  one  i>f  Ihoue  miilns  that  carried  sgreemeDt  witl 
bad  bfcn  Haid,  and  with  i-vfrytliiiit;  tbut  migbt  r 
Brotii*rUia  took  up  the  liaUelujnJi  cbonui  for  UarfrarH 
"Fine  girl— brifiht.  ktro — wrJI  my,  did  yoa  know  she! 
ing  the  books  bun  uf  me  for  Uie  chaiiUufjua  rwme 
trjritifc  for  a  degree — aoiuetbing  iu  lier  bead  besidai  h 
— widl,  «ay ! ' ' 

He  stopped  in  the  middle  of  ihr  Ktitener.  and  fa 
down  bia  great  band  on  his  knee.  ' '  Well,  tiay — ofaae 
th«  prize  idiot!  G«t  th«  blue  riblion  and  pin  it  a 
Uncle  t}«orire.  Look  here  at  me  overbxikiiig  tho  ma 
Well,  suy.  Henry — here  arc  the  speeiti  cat  ions  of  ooi 
juicy  pbin.  Foneml  I<i'n]ormn- — old  man  Mnaling;  ol 
party  to  die.  Tnrle  lieorRr  and  tbe  antfel  cbnir  lo  4 
wHh  Unele  George  doubling  in  bran  a»  pall-bearar 
new  Mrs.  SandK,  otir  bell-vtiired  contralto,  ia  aiek :  abu 
in^  parly  In  be  uck.  N'eed  new  contralto:  MuUer  | 
TOKe  tike  moming  star,  or  Ktan,  aa  the  ease  ma_ 
Penn  flaabed  on  his  eleetrie  amile,  and  roae.  lookiof  | 
lion. 

"That't  tbe  idea,  Henry,  tJiat  finally  wormed  iu  i 
my  auMer  mind,"  cried  Brotlierton,  laughing  bia  U^ 
"That's  what  I  Raid  befure  I  ft[>uke.  V<iii  are  to  dri^ 
I'nspeet  Tuwnabip  this  evening —  Hey,  Orant," 
HroUierlnii  to  the  Imy  on  the  bench  in  the  Amea  i 
"D«e«  that  pretty  achool  ata'am  boanl  with  yon  pai 
And  when  Grant  ahonk  his  bi!ad,  Brotberion  went  m: 
— Ae't  nuived  aeiiMa  tbe  distriet  I  remember  now. 
anyway,  Henry,  you're  to  drive  into  I'rtMpeot  Toi 
tbu  evaiing  and  produeo  one  largu,  Ituriinia  bn 
tralto  for  rbiiir  prarlii'tt  at  (Jeneral  Neiibil's  piano  i 
o'clock  abarp."  Ilextood  facing  Keiin  whiMecj'ee  ww 
ing.  The  lurking  devil  xeetned  to  alink  away  frn 
firuttaerton.  araing  the  ebange.  again  buret  intu  bts  lai 
brintring  Fenn  lo  the  front  of  tbe  store  roared :  ** Vl 
-Hennery — are   there  any   fliea  on  yoor   Um  "     " 


Grant  began  buttoning  bis  coal.     Fenn.  free  Cor 
Bent  of  his  de%-il,  waa  happy,  and  Brothertoo  looked 


MAROAKET  MULLER 


55 


w And  cri'.'d,  "Now  gret  out  of  here — the  both  of  you :  you  're 
^..is:  rraWf.  And  say,"  called  Hrothorton  to  Feiiii,  **l)riii«^ 
hrr  .;i  u*  tiir  i'alaee  Hotel  lor  sui)i)er,  and  we'll  till  her  lull 
rfn  i:  ftHnl.  w/s  she  can  sing — well.  Hay  I'* 

T..at  fVt-nin^  K<>iiig  home  (iraut  met  Margaret  and  Fcnn 
BAtiini  of  iIk'  mad,  and  before  they  noticed  him,  he  >aw  a 
haiiiar  look  in  her  eyt^  as  she  gazed  at  the  man,  saw  how 
Uf<^l\  xhvy  were  silting  in  the  buggj-,  saw  a  seore  of  little 
kiBr^  that  sent  the  blo<»d  to  his  faee  and  he  strode  on  past 
^  without  sp<>aking.  That  night  he  slipiKnl  into  the  room 
vWrf  :he  Imlty  lay  playing  with  his  toes,  and  there,  stand- 
iroivr  liie  little  frllow,  the  youth's  eyes  tilled  with  tears 
■d  for  the  tirst  time  he  felt  the  horror  of  the  baby  lifting 
hn  him.  He  did  not  touch  the  child,  but  tiptoed  from 
y  rtf»!n  ashamed  to  be  seen. 

To  Marsraret  Miiller,  the  baby's  mother,  that  night  openod 
\^^  W'tM.  T»  hr\:in  with,  it  marked  In»r  tMitranir  thnuiirh 
fc-  >r<ii^  of  th**  I'alaee  Ilotfl  as  a  ;rn«*st.  Slu*  had  sonip- 
■J-*  !!:TT»*il  into  the  ortiee  with  its  |i»ose,  tiled  floors  and 
ki  "v.  .jr.\x  sj)lfnd«>r  to  speak  to  .Miss  .Maulinir  of  tlic  m^ws 
U-  ..  ili.^ii  ^ho  rame  as  a  fugitive  and  saw  things  only  fur- 
lp»'>  Mil?  this  night  Margaret  walked  in  tlirouirli  the  *M«i- 
S^  F!Eirr.iri«-»'. **  sat  eahniy  in  the  parlor,  while  .Mr.  Keiin 
•*•  h*r  Jiame  upon  the  n»jrister,  and  after  sonu'  tlflirioiis 
Im*^  -H  nf  L'raiul  eonversation  witli  .Mr.  Fenn  in  the  iriMi'd 
ta  -f  jleasure  with  its  elienille  draperies  and  iT<  ap');»l.M-tii' 
fc?ri:*:ir.*  all  juirled  U*  the  Imrstiiig  pi»irit.  slie  had  \n  i!! fd 
^:.  Mr.  KMrin  ThnMisrli  the  imposim:  halN  of  the  \vhti.!-t1'i!I 
tr*^  ik**  a  n-seued  princess  in  a  Tairy  tale,  to  tlh*  «l.'i  iiir 
fc.r.  -r'-re  Tn  ;ii«et  .Mr.  Bnithertou.  and  thf  eMest  .Mi<N  M.-r- 
^  irJ,4i  n*-efi:lv  had  been  i>laving  the  ral»lin»t  orL'.n  a: 
tt^mii.  To  piiide  Mr.  Hrotherton's  «*hoir.  Now  tlu'  ili!'<r 
6fr  M..rT<in  \\a«*  not  antifpn*.  being  only  a  s«-aMt  ti!'r'»'»i  in 
fer  .:rHSM*s  and  pig  tails.  Mut  at  tin-  uriri'riT  ri'«|ii''^T  i»l' 
!f  Hn-Thrrton.  and  "to  till  out  the  table,  and  :••  T;ik«*  thi* 
rjskl*<i  t*u'  of  her  apron  by  a  s»inare  meal  at  tl**  ralaff.** 

Mr    Hpithorton  explained  tr»  the  Captain,  she  hail   been 
'-r«'i  anii  curled  and  si«nred  bv  her  sisters  and   h»*r  fa 
T   &nd  s-'Ht  along  with   Mr.   Mrothertou  -  pr»ssiMy   In   lii< 
»•  uUter  pocket,  and  she  .sat  bnvithing  irreg\\U\r\y  ^wvV 
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lookin);  Rtcadily  into  her  lap  in  grtat  awe  and  trepidat 

Margaret  MliDcr,  in  the  dining-room  wiioM.'  fune 
■pread  to  ihe  oiilposts  of  Spring  luvi-niihip  and  to  the; 
nesNcs  of  I'n»pi!ft,  behaved  with  scarcely  lent  const 
itian  the  eldcat  .Miss  Morion.  She  gaited  at  (he  beamed 
in^.  the  hiRb  wainMotinff,  the  ati'ncilcd  walls,  tbc  In 
upon  the  panels,  framed  by  the  beams,  the  wide  ■' '  ' 
the  glittering  (ilasa  and  (lie  pla(i>d  silver  M-rvice,  ana  % 
eynt  bad  not  been  no  beanliful  ihey  would  hare  bih 
ber  wonder  and  admiration.  As  it  wai;,  they  showed  I 
ataxy  of  delight  that  made  them  bhine  and  when  E 
Fenn  saw  them  he  looked  at  Mr.  Brotherton,  and  Hr.  t 
erton  looked  at  Mr.  Fenn,  and  the  moon  iii  Mr.  Ilrotbef 
faee  beamnl  a  lively  approval.  Moreover  the  cigars 
from  Leavenwonh  and  a  hardware  drummer  from  St. '. 
and  a  dr>-|^KlK  Kalesman  from  Chicago  and  a  travelling 
lor  for  the  Midlain!  saw  .Margaret's  eyes  and  they  too  h 
at  one  another  and  gave  their  un'jualilied  approval. 
nihi-r  years — in  later  yeani — when  she  wa.t  at  Rerta 
(irand  I'alace  in  Naples  or  in  Konie  of  the  other  Grand 
aent  of  other  efft-te  and  luxurious  capitals  of  Europe, 
garet  used  to  think  of  that  linft  meal  at  the  I'alaee  hot 
llarvry  and  wonder  what  in  the  world  really  did  beca 
tlie  doTeii  fried  oysters  that  she  so  innocently  ordered, 
could  wv  them  looming  up,  a  great  pyramid  of  I 
)>alter,  sarniNhnl  with  cresa,  and  she  knew  that  the 
blundered.  But  %hv  did  not  sei-  the  wink  that  Mr.  Un 
ton  gave  Mr.  Fenn  nor  Ihe  glare  that  Mr.  Fenn  gava 
Brotherton;  so  abc  faced  it  out  and  whether  she  ate  tl 
left  them,  ahe  nerer  could  recall. 

llut  it  waft  a  glorious  ui-caiiidn  in  spite  of  the  fried  e 
What  though  Ihe  tiles  of  llic  floor  of  the  Palace  were  cr 
what  though  the  rurtain*  saggi-d,  and  the  furniture 
shabby,  and  the  walbi  were  faded  and  dingy  i  what  t 
the  trrrnt  beams  in  the  dining-room  were  dirty  as 
earpHM  in  the  halU  l>oilrairgled,  and  the  onyx  gappii 
irreat  erackn  upon  the  warped  walU  of  the  office ;  what  tfa 
tho  paint  had  faded  and  the  varnish  cracked  all  irm 
hoiuel  To  Margarrt  Miiller  and  also  to  the  eldnt 
Morton,  who  only  managetl  tn  breathe  below  her  locket  t 
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ere  under  the  stars,  it  was  a  dream  of  marble  halls, 
•  frowsy  Freddie  Hollander  and  the  other  waiter  who 
t  in  the  food  on  thick,  cracked  oblong  dishes  were 
and  serfs  by  their  sides. 
n   tfaey  started  up   Sixth  Avenue,  the  eldest  Miss 

was  trying  to  think  of  everything  that  had  happened 
the  younger  Misses  Morton,  Martha  and  Ruth — what 
e  and  what  Miss  Miiller  wore,  and  what  Freddie  Kol- 
wfao  waited  on  them,  and  also  went  to  high  school, 
en  he  saw  her,  and  how  Sir.  Fenn  acted  when  Miss 
got  the  big  platter  of  oysters,  and  what  olives  tasted 
1  if  anything  had  been  cooked  in  the  Peerless  Cooker 
tber  had  just  sold  Mr.  Paxton  and  in  general  why 
rit  of  mortal  should  be  proud. 
Mifls  Miiller  entertained  no  such  thoughts.  She  was 
r  upon  the  air  of  some  elysium,  and  she  took  and 
r.  Fenn*s  arm  with  an  unnecessary  tightness  and 
lumming  the  tune  that  told  of  the  girl  who  dreamed 
*lt  in  marble  halls;  and  then,  as  they  left  the  thick  of 
n  and  were  walking  along  the  board  sidewalks  that 
Elm  Crest  on  Elm  Street,  they  all  fell  to  singing  that 
md  as  one  good  tune  deserved  another,  and  as  they 
nng  to  practice  the  funeral  music  that  evening,  they 
her  tunes  of  a  highly  secular  nature  that  need  not  bo 
ated  here.  And  as  Miss  Miiller  had  a  substantial 
folded  snugly  within  her,  and  the  ambition  of  her  life 
ming  but  a  few  blocks  ahead  of  her,  she  walked  closer 
Kenn,  county  attorney  in  and  for  Greeley  county,  than 
ally  necessary.  So  when  Mr.  Brotherton  walked 
le  with  the  eldest  Miss  Morton  stumbling  intenn it- 
over  the  eilge  of  the  sidewalk  and  walking  in  the 
eds  beside  it.  Miss  Miiller  put  some  feeling  into  her 
'  voice  and  they  struck  what  Mr.  Brotherton  was 
:  to  call  a  barbershop  chord,  and  held  it  to  his  delight. 
be  frosty  air  rang  with  their  voices,  and  the  rich 
Mil  voice  of  the  young  woman  thrilled  with  passion 
fp  for  words.    So  deep  was  it  that   it  might  have 

the  hovering  soul  of  the  dead  whose  dirges  they 

0  ting  and  brought  back  to  him  the  time  when  he 

1  thrilled  with  youth  and  its  inexpressible  }oy. 
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Up  tfao  hill  they  go,  arm  in  arm,  with  fondUnir  ^ 
Dtterin^  ihv  uDutternble.  And  now  they  turn  idIo  « 
broad  avenue  uf  clmn,  of  high,  plumry  elnis  triiniaec 
(I'luli'J.  mulL-heU  and  cultivutnl  for  nearly  twonly  year 
apple  of  one  man 'it  rye;  gtvat  I'lnm  itfl  in  blur  (rram,  hr 
uif;  only  at  Die  Lnpa,  elms  Ibat  Btaitd  in  a  grove  aroai 
irregular  house,  clius  that  Hbailo  u  broad  Ktonc  walk  Ici 
Qp  to  a  wide,  hospitable  door.  The  young  people 
Tliere  is  a  siirriog  in  the  houHc,  MarjrBret  Mliiler's  be 
•-flutler — and  th'-  t-ld«Rl  Mih-s  Morton  wonders  whether  I 
or  the  hired  girl  wiU  open  the  door,  and  in  a  momeat— 
Maj^rM  Miilk-r  into  the  home  of  the  NetbiU. 

As  tfae  wide  door  opens,  a  glow  of  light  and  life 
upon  the  young  people.  Standing  in  the  broad  reoi 
room  ia  Doctor  Ne«bit,  with  hia  linger  in  a  book — a  | 
bonk  if  yon  plraac — and  before  him  with  hb  arm  aboi 
and  ber  head  beneath  bin  chin  stands  his  daughter.  O 
down  the  stairs  is  Mrn.  Itodelia  Sattcrlhwaite  Nesbit — i 
Maryland  Sallerihwiiiti'ft— lull.  wi-ll-nphoUt4'red,  with 
features  and  a  Roman  nose  and  with  the  nuikinga  of  a  < 
ehin,  if  ab«  ever  would  di-i|cn  to  bend  her  tfueeoly 
■nd  tttaiiy  vitb  the  pomp  of  a  major  general  in  Agon 
nicn. 

She  iiraww  Ihe  debris  of  the  carpeoterti  wbe  bwra 
putting  in  the  hardwood  tluoni.  without  gIsoctDf  tH 
walking  to  ber  guests,  welcomcti  them  with  regiil  qi 
rMeivitig  Him  Muller  with  rather  obvious  difnity, 
Netbit  ia  those  days  was  a  woman  of  whom  the  doetor 
"There  u  no  fooliiibnces  about  Bedelia."  The  jovia! 
BrothertoQ  attnmplii  some  pleasant  hyperbole  of  s| 
which  the  hosleas  ignores  and  the  Doetor  greets  m 
nmile.  >ln.  N«bit  leads  the  way  to  the  piano,  beins  •  « 
of  porpoMt  and  whisks  the  eldest  >liM  Mortoo  iq 
alool  and  lias  the  bymn  bonk  opened  in  leas  tine  U 
taken  to  tell  bnw  she  did  it.  The  Doctor  and  Loura 
watchinr  the  company,  and  perhaps  thi-y  stnnd  awkwi 
which  pmmpui  Mr.  Itnitherton  in  the  goodiieKK  of  his 
to  any,  "[)oi-tor.  won't  you  nit  and  hear  the  moaief " 

Mrs.  Nnbit  looks  around,  sees  the  two  ^garea 
the  tire  asd  replica,  "No,  the  Doetor  woo 'I." 


MABGABET  MOLLBB 

le  diirpe  a  mofking  echo— ''No^  the  Doetar 

ton  glinoes  at  Mr.  Fenn,  and  the  Doetor  mm 
U  rii^t,  bqys— that's  all  right ;  1  may  be  eatrap 
1  have  the  power  of  life  and  death  over  mj 
kmVu  down  town.    Out  here,  I'm  the  miiioxil;^ 

opens  the  hymn  book,  moothe  the  flntteriag 
I  without  looking  toward  the  Doctor:  ''I  np* 
IS  well  begin  now/'  And  she  begins  beating 
tier  index  finger  and  marking  the  accents  with 

thegr  can  hear  the  gentle  drone  of  the  Doetor'a 
the  interrala  in  the  music,  reading  in  some 
lo  his  daughter.    They  are  reading  Tennj* 

and  sometimes  in  the  emotional  passages  his 
nd  his  eyes  fill  up  and  he  cannot  go  on.    At 

daughter  puts  her  head  upon  his  shoulder  and 
r  tears  away  upon  his  coat  and  they  are  sHeat 
begin  again.    When  his  throat  cramps,  she 

and  they  sit  dreaming  for  a  time  and  the 
ream  and  the  dreams  they  read  differ  only  in 
y  is  made  with  words, 
d  night  for  Margaret  Miiller.  She  has  come 
rorid^the  world  of  her  deep  desire.  Mrs. 
e  girls  wandering  eyes,  taking  note  of  the 
me  making  an  inventory.    No  article  of  the 

vases  and  jars  and  plaques  and  jugs  and 
grotesque  Houveiiirs  of  far  journeys  across  the 
lings  nor  steel  engravings  nor  photographs  of 
ities  nor  storied  urns  nor  animated  busts 
ndering,  curious  brown  eyes  of  the  girl.  But 
inderment,  though  her  eyes  wander  far  and 
er  are  too  far  to  flash  back  betimes  at  Henry 
rinks  from  the  woman's  eyes  as  from  a  deep 
;  well.  He  does  not  see  that  she  is  staring, 
utes  speed,  he  knows  that  ho  is  electrified  with 
rrents  from  her  ^lowinp  face  and  that  they 

rapture  that  he  has  never  known  before, 
r  be  sure  of  one  thing :    Mrs.  Neabit-nAiA  iDtttl 
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was  Satterthwaite  of  the  Marjiand  Satterthwaitea — sbe  aM 
wliBt  is  in  the  wind.  She  is  not  wcuriiig  gold-rinnnvvl  acA 
glasses  for  her  health.  Her  health  is  exeeptiotiall;  gtn£ 
And  what  is  more  to  the  point,  as  they  are  singiDg.  Uit 
Ncsbil  gives  Oeorgc  Brothertoii  a  look — one  of  the  genuial 
old  Satterthwaite  looks  that  speak  volumes,  and  in  cfTcvt  i 
telLs  him  that  if  he  lias  any  sense,  he  will  take  Henry  Feai| 
home  before  he  makes  a  foul  of  himself.  And  the  elM 
JA'ion  Mortnn,  swinging  her  legs  under  the  piano  stool  ui 
drumming  away  to  Mrs.  Nesbit's  one-  and  two-  and  thrrt 
and  four-ands,  peeps  out  of  the  corners  of  her  eyc«  ui 
sees  Miss  Miiller  gobbling  Mr.  Fenn  right  down  witfamil 
chewing  him,  and  whoopee  but  Airs.  Nesbit  is  biting  nailt 
and  Mr.  Itrotherton.  he  can't  hardly  keep  his  face  straifU 
from  laughing  at  all,  and  if  Ruth  and  Alartha  ev 
she  will  never  t«ll  them  another  thing  in  the  world, 
iditi   mustn't  forget  to  ask   Mrs.   Nesbit   if  she's   uNed  tbi 
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iosUnt  the  little  figure  of  the  Doctor  is  in  the  room. 
08  at  the  red-faced  boy,  and  quick  as  a  flash  he  sees 
3  mouth,  the  dazed,  gaping  eyes,  the  graying  face 
:mret  as  she  leans  heavily  upon  George  Brotherton. 
ler  instant  the  Doctor  sees  her  rally,  grapple  with 
bring  back  the  slow  color  as  if  by  main  strength,  and 
hard  forced  smile,  as  the  boy  stands  in  impotent 
before  them, 
ve  the  spring  wagon  here,  Doctor — ^hurry — ^hurry 

expostulates  the  youth,  as  the  Doctor  climbs  into 
KMt,  and  then  looking  at  Margaret  the  boy  exclaims 
'*  Wouldn't  you  like  to  go,  too,  Maggie T    Wouldn't 

■a  hold  of  herself  now  and  replies:    ''No,  Grant, 
think  your  mother  will  need  me/'  but  she  almost 
grip  as  she  asks  weakly,  ''Do  youT" 
rther  second  they  are  gone,  the  boy  and  the  Doctor, 
the  night,  and  the  horse's  hoof8,  clattering  fainter 
ter  as  they  hurry  down  the  road,  bring  to  her  the 
'  a  little  heart  beating  fainter  and  fainter,  and  she 
to  her  soul  with  a  hard  hand. 
t  long  Margaret  Muller  and  Henry  Fenn  are  alone 
rgy  driving  to  Prospect  township, 
^es  above  her  on  the  hill  the  lights  in  the  great 
her  desire.    And  she  knows  that  down  in  the  valley 
limmers  a  single  light  is  a  little  body  choking  for 
ighting  for  life. 

ra  my  helpless  soul  on  thee/'  swirls  through  her 
id  she  is  cold — very  cold,  and  sit.s  aloof  and  will  not 
mot  talk.  Ever  the  patter  of  the  horse's  feet  in 
y  is  borne  upward  by  the  wind,  and  she  feels  in  her 
faltering  of  a  little  heart.  Slio  dares  not  hope  that 
tart  up  again ;  .she  cannot  bear  the  fear  that  it  will 

?  leaves  the  man  who  knew  her  inmost  soul  but  an 
);  hardly  a  word  she  speaks  at  parting:  hardly  she 
>  him  as  she  slips  into  the  house,  eolii  and  shiv- 
th  the  sound  of  every  hoof- beat  on  the  road  in  the 
rinjring  her  baek  to  tlie  helpless  soul  fluttering  in 
I  body  that  once  she  wanned  in  hers. 
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Thus  the  watchers  watched  the  fighting  throa^  the 
tb«  child  fighting  ao  hard  to  live.  For  life  is  deai 
child — eveo  though  its  life  perpetuatea  shame  and  i 
only  sorrow — life  ttill  is  dear  to  that  struggling  little 
there  onder  that  humble  roof,  where  even  thoae  that  I 
and  hover  in  agony  over  it  in  its  bed  of  torture,  fe«l  I 
it  gocB  out  into  Uie  great  mystery  from  whenee  it 
it  will  take  a  sad  blot  from  the  world  with  iL  A 
hope  and  fear  aud  love  and  tendemeas  and  grief  « 
mingled  in  the  horror  that  it  may  die,  in  the  mute  qv 
that  asks  if  death  would  not  be  merciful  and  kind.  A 
ni^t  the  watebera  watched,  and  the  watcher  who  waa 
was  afraid  to  pray,  and  as  the  daylight  came  in,  wa 
gray,  the  child  on  the  rack  of  misery  sank  to  ^Mp,  and  i 
a  little  smile  of  peace  at  victory. 

Then  ia  the  pale  dawn,  a  weary  man,  trudging 
ilowly  up  the  hill  into  Harvey,  met  another  going  ou 
the  fields.    The  Doctor  looked  up  and  was  astooiahed 
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WNS  are  curiously  like  individuals.  The}'  take  their 
character  largely  from  their  experieuces,  laid  layer 
upon  layer  in  their  consciousiiCHses,  as  time  moves, 
though  the  experiences  are  seemingly  forgotten,  the  re- 
of  those  experiences  are  ineffaceably  written  into  the 
Four  or  five  towns  lie  buried  under  the  Harvey 
b  to-day,  each  one  possible  only  as  the  other  upholds  it, 
all  inexorably  pointing  to  the  destiny  of  the  Harvey 
ii,  and  to  the  many  other  Harveys  yet  to  rise  upon  the 
—the  Harveys  that  slinll  be.  There  was,  of  course, 
ity  before  the  town  was:  the  strong  Now  Kiiglaiul  strain 
Uood  that  was  mixed  in  the  Ohio  Vnlley  and  almiit  the 
Lakes  and  changed  by  the  upheaval  of  tlie  Civil  War. 
came  the  hegira  across  the  Mississippi  and  the  infant 
in  the  Mis.souri  Valley — the  town  of  the  pioneers — 
town  that  only  obeyed  its  call  and  soiijrht  instinctively 
school  house,  the  newspaper,  orderly  poverfimcnt,  real 
t^  rambling  and  ^'the  distant  church  that  topt  the 
bborint;  hill."  In  the  childhood  of  the  town  the  cattle 
taJapp4*ared  and  with  the  cattle  trade  came  wild  days  and 
■d  di^rder.  Hut  the  railroad  moved  westward  and  the 
■n>  trail  moved  with  the  railroad  and  then  in  the  early 
•inW^nee  of  the  town  came  coal  and  j;as  and  oil.  And  sud- 
iadr  Harvev  blossomed  into  vouth. 

It  was  a  place  of  adventure ;  men  were  made  rieli  over- 
N»t  by  the  blow  of  a  drill  in  a  well.  Then  was  the  time 
irthat  equality  of  opportunity  to  come  which  the  pioneers 
^ffct  if  ever  it  was  coming;.  But  alas,  even  in  matters 
•f  •fteer  luck,  the  fates  played  favorites.  In  those  fat 
}^ts%  u  U^gan  raining  re<l-wheeled  bujrtries  on  Sundays, 
■ij  aiart    traps   drawn   by    horses   harnesstn.!    gaudily    in 
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white  or  tan  appeared  on  the  strcetii.  llorty  _. 
hired  a  band  fiDiii  UiniihA  or  Kbiikss  City,  aad 
rcvcl  ia  the  Sands  opera  house,  where  all  the 
of  that  halcyon  day  wtre  trijiped.  The  WBten- 
Wahoo  echoed  with  the  souiids  of  boating  p>rtit 
fre<iucntly  given  by  Morly  SandN,  and  hbi  niaiidulin 
tercd  gnyiy  on  a  dozen  poreheK  during  the  mimmcr 
in^  of  that  periml.  It  v/an  Morty  who  enliced  1 
Kenii  into  the  seeond  suit  of  evening  clothes  evei 
played  in  Harvey,  though  Tom  Van  Doni  and  Ijmrm  I 
erttm  appi'ured  a  week  later  in  evening  elothcs  pli 
glovca  and  look  much  of  the  sliini'  from  Henry  aud  M 
splendor.  ThoKe  were  the  days  when  Nate  i'errj-  and  ; 
Joe  Calvin  and  Freddie  Hollander  organized  the  little 
— the  Spring  Chiekens,  they  called  themselveH — and  tha 
crowd  was  wont  to  ape  its  elders  antl  peek  through  tbe 
at  the  grandeur  of  (lie  ^rown-ups.  Hut  alas  for  the 
crowd,  mouth  by  month  it  was  doomed  to  see  its  liltJ' 
kidnaped  to  bloom  in  the  upper  gardens.  Thiw 
Morton  went;  thim  Ave  Calvin  diiuppcared,  and  to 
Nesbit  vanished  from  the  Spring  Chiekens  and  appM 
Morty  Sanda'8  N'wer!  Uoelor  Noibit  in  those  days 
Morty  the  "head  gardener  in  the 'rosebud  garden  afgi 
And  a  lovely  gard<-»  it  was.  Uf  counte,  it  wa^  mure  I 
donocralie;  for  every  one  was  going  to  be  rich;  evet, 
indeed  jnitt  on  the  verge  of  riches,  aud  lines  of 
loiMely  drawn.  For  wealth  was  the  only  lini 
the  soeial  dittereueeM.  So  when  Henry  Ken 
jmmiE  county  attorney,  in  bis  new  evening  clotboi  bl 
Margaret  Muller  of  the  Hefrititer  of  Deeds  office  to  ] 
Sanda'sdanees,  Margaret  hnd  whatever  soeiol  diKltttetii 
wits  gave  her:  whu-h  n[Kiu  the  whole  was  a^  much  diati 
as  Rhodn  Kollnnder  bad  whose  huaband  cniploycd 
liarel  The  pmat  uf  tbe  iioeial  <luti(«  in  that  day  in 
heavtiy  u|M>n  Kboda,  who  was  uot  the  woman  to  uegle 
lanter  rmiwiuibilities  to  so  good  a  huKband  us  Johl 
lander,  by  M-lAslily  stayinic  at  home  and  keeping  hou 
him.  Sbe  had  a  place  in  aoeirty  to  maintain,  that  tl 
of  her  ouuntry  uUKbt  Dot  be  rallied  by  barring 
s  eoonty  offlce. 
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be  reml  <iueen-ro6e  in  the  garden  was  Laura  Nesbit.  How 
d  the  wan  I  What  lips  she  had  in  those  days  of  her  first 
bloum,  and  what  frank,  searching  eyes !  And  her  laugh 
bat  chimed  like  bells  through  the  merriment  of  the  youth 
t  alwa>-s  was  gathered  about  her — her  laugh  could  start 
nction  in  Morty  Sands 's  heart  as  far  as  he  could  hear  the 
Be.  It  was  a  matter  of  common  knowledge  in  the 
powd/*  that  Morty  Sands  had  one  supreme  aim  in  life:  the 
irtihip  of  Laura  Nesbit.  For  her  he  lavished  clothes  upon 
Bielf  until  he  became  known  as  the  iridescent  dream! 
r  her  he  bought  a  high-seated  cart  of  great  price,  drawn  by 
black  horse  in  white  kid  harness!  For  her  he  learned  a 
Mde  concert  of  Schubert's  songs  upon  the  mandolin  and  or- 
Bittd  a  serenading  (luartette  that  wore  the  grass  smooth 
ider  her  window.  For  her  candy,  flowers,  books — usually 
It  books  with  padded  covers,  or  with  handpainted  decora- 
iw.  nr  with  sumptuous  engravings  upon  them  or  in  them, 
W  into  the  Nesbits'  front  room,  and  lay  in  a  thick  coating 
too  the  parlor  table. 

Someway  these  votive  offerines  didn't  roach  the  heart  of 
erndilnss.  She  rode  beside  him  in  his  stanhope,  and  she 
»*  hi.s  bouquets  and  read  his  books,  such  as  were  intended 
r reading;  and  alas  for  her  figure,  she  ate  his  candy.  Hut 
w  Thjnsrs  did  not  prosper  his  suit.  She  was  just  lookiiijjr 
*ind  in  the  market  of  life.  Pippa  was  forever  passiiii; 
WMjh  her  heart  singing,  '* God's  in  his  heaven — all's  rij^ht 
irti  the  world."  She  <lid  not  blink  at  evil;  she  knew  it. 
ikonvd  it.  but  challenged  it  with  love.  She  had  a  vauue 
let  that  evil  could  be  vanciuished  by  inviting  it  out  to  dinnn- 
id  having  it  in  for  tea  fre(|uently  and  .she  believed  if  it 
21  Infused  to  transform  itself  into  good,  that  the  \\nn\z  to 
»»ith  evil  was  to  l)e  a  sister  to  it. 

Toe  closest  she  ever  came  to  overcoming  evil  with  evil  was 
ktt  «he  spanked  little  Joe  Calvin  for  persisting  in  tying 
I* to  the  Morton  cat's  tail,  whereupon  Morty  Sanils  rose 
BC  nve  the  girl  nine  rahs,  exliihiting  an  enthusiasm  that 
if:r*»d  him  for  a  year.  So  Laura  thontrht  that  if  the 
^•■tinL'  had  not  helped  mueh  the  soul  of  little  Joe.  it  had 
*"  -  fi'-thing  worth  while  into  .Morty  Sands.  The  tln-ULiht 
^'ni  iiLT.     For  Morty  was  h«T  prol>leui.     During  the  lir.sl 


PMoUis  tktUt  her  return  from  boarding  schtMU,  she  had  b 
him— ^iccptuig  upon  minor  moonlight  rcUpses— of  trjiag 
I  her,  and  "lie  hai!  nufiiciently  diw^ournKCtl  hM  «" 

I'tioas  wt  uodjing  devution,  m  ifaat  thry  cami'  only  at  i 
CR,  or  after  ot)k«r  niitjgalmi;  (;iri-uiniitanc«a  wfaidt,  I 

I  pucbiog  his  ear,  &hc  whs  abk  to  overlook. 

^  But  fihe  could  tiot  get  him  to  work  fur  a  ImnC 
wouldn't  even  keep  oflice  hours.  Lccturiuf;  settled  i 
ioK-  LeeturinK  a  youth  in  a  bluclc  and  guld  bliiur,  ' 
trouaeTB  and  a  aiiic  shirt  and  a  red  sash,  with  aocba  am 
to  malvh  bia  coat,  lectunn;;  a  youth  who  playM  tbp  man 
while  you  talk,  and  looks  at  you  throu^b  bazfl  eym  wit] 
Ute  iiitellieeD<»  of  au  afftHjlionaU.'  pup,  Ic-frturing  a  ; 
who  you  kuow  would  be  ktssing  you  at  the  momeat  iX 
wvroi'l  twenty  pounds  heavier  and  twice  aa  stroaR— 
way  doesn't  arouse  euthuiiiaan.  So  Morty  Sanda  na 
a  problem. 

Now  an  affair  of  the  heart  when  a  man  ifl  in  hia  t 
and  n  inri  is  junt  p«»<ing  out  of  her  t<*rnK,  ii  never  al 
is  dyuuniic  and  always  there  is  something  doing. 

It  was  after  one  of  Morty's  innuiticrabir  summer  di 
the  Sauds  Opera  liuusc,  that  Fate  caMt  her  dies  for  tht  I 
throw.  Murty  had  fllled  Laura  Nettbit's  program  i 
ouitly  fulL  "rwo  Newports,  three  military  neholliaebift 
York,  the  Badiet — a^lt  ^rundpa  nud  grainniur  about  I 
danoc%  ya  who  gyrate  m  to-djiy  's  maiH» — two  waits  i 
dritlra  and  a  reel.  And  whi'n  yon  hnve  danced  lialf  tka 
nlof  with  a  beautiful  girl,  Fate  is  liable  to  be  thuiopiiiB 
orously  oo  the  door  uf  your  heart.  80  Morty  walklnfl 
under  a  droopiuR  AuKu^t  m*>oa  with  Laura  Nestfatl  iJii 
determined  to  bring  matters  to  a  decision.  As  they  c 
tbe  walk  to  the  .Neobit  home,  the  girl  was  biimminy  tb»< 
titat  beat  upon  his  heart,  and  almost  uneoosciously  tbejr 
to  walUing,  v\t  the  veranda  slepH  they  pautied.  1 
ana  waa  around  ber.  She  tned  to  luove  away  fntm  hia, 
cuffed  him  aa  she  eried:  "Now  Morty — you  know- 
know  very  well  what  I  've  always — " 

"Laura— Laura — "  he  eri«d,  as  be  held  ber  band  It 
(aoe  and  tried  to  foeus  Iter  soul  with  hts  brows  1 
"Laura,"  be  (alland,  tbea  worda  deoerted  hijui  tte 
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edi  he  had  planned  melted  into,  ''O,  my  dear — my  dear!'' 
i  be  kept  her  hand.    The  pain  and  passion  in  his  voice 

into  the  girls  heart  She  was  not  frightened.  She  did 
:  care  to  run.  She  did  not  even  take  his  persisting  arm 
ID  about  her.  She  let  him  kiss  her  hand  reverently,  then 
i  sat  with  him  on  the  veranda  step  and  as  they  sat  she 
nr  his  arm  from  her  waist  until  it  was  hooked  in  her  arm, 
d  her  hand  held  his. 

**0h.  1  m  in  earnest  to-night,  Laura,"  said  Morty,  grip- 
■f  her  hand.  " I'm  staking  my  whole  life  to-night,  Laura. 
adeadly^)h.  quite  deadly  serious,  I^aura,  and  oh — *' 
-And  I'm  serious  too,  Morty,"  said  the  girl — ^**ju8t  as 
rious  as  you!'*  She  slipped  her  hand  away  from  his  and 
iker  hand  upon  his  shoulder  gently,  almost  tenderly.  But 
Kjnuth  felt  a  certain  calmness  in  her  touch  that  disheart- 
iri  him. 

h  a  storm  of  despair  he  spoke:    ** Laura — Laura,  can't 

■  w« — how  can  you  let  me  go  on  loving  you  as  I  ilo  until 
AH  ma.l !     Can't  you  see  that  my  wnil  is  yours  and  alwaj'S 

■  N-en !  You  can  call  it  into  heights  it  will  never  know 
ilko^it  you!  You — ^you — O,  sometimes  I  feel  that  1  could 
fir  !'•  vnu  as  to  (lod!"  He  turned  to  her  a  face  clowins? 
ith  a  white  and  holy  passion,  and  dropped  her  haiul  from 
J*h'uldfr  and  did  not  touch  her  as  he  s]>okc.  Tlii-ir  eyes 
^  ^-aJfastly  in  a  silence.  Then  the  girl  bowed  her  lieail 
d  Ji.  h\'rti.  For  she  knew,  even  in  her  teens,  she  knew  with 
?  .Intuitions  that  are  old  a.s  human  love  upon  the  planet 
c  th**  was  in  the  naked  pres<»iiee  of  an  adoring  sonl.     Wlien 

r«  uM  sj>eak  she  picked  up  the  man's  soft  white  haixl. 
!  ris^icd  it.  She  could  not  have  voIimmI  her  eternal  th'iiial 
'*•  '^rtainly.  And  Morty  Saiuls  lifted  an  aL''»ni/.'.|  t'iu'c 
£^  -itars  and  his  jaws  treml»le«l.     He  had  li'jhTi'd  IiIn  altar 

f.d  It  was  quenched.  Th«*  girl,  still  ImhliiiL'  lii>  hand. 
:  '-nd-rlv: 

I  •:-  Vi  srfirry — so  sorry,  Morty.  Hut  T  can't  I  1  invtT  — 
►T — n»'ver  can  I"     She  hesitated,  and  n»pi'ate«l.  shakiiiL: 

i^ad  <a(ily,  '*!  never,  never  caii  Iov«*  ynu,  Mnrty — 
•r      And  it 's  kind — " 

y*s.  vos, '*  he  answered  as  one  who  realize'*  a  liiialitv. 
*  Lizid  enough — yes,  1  know  you're  kind.  Laura!"     He 
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Stopped  and  gazed  at  her  in  the  moonIi|^t-HUid  it 
a  flame  on  the  charred  altar  of  his  heart  had  sprang  o] 
a  second  as  he  spoke:  ^'And  I  never — never  ^all — I  s 
shall  love  any  one  else — I  never,  never  shall ! '  * 

The  girl  rose.  A  moment  later  the  youth  followed 
Back  into  its  sheath  under  his  countenance  his  soul  slif 
and  he  stood  before  the  girl  smiling  a  half  depreoaUwy  m 
But  the  girl's  face  was  racked  with  sorrow.  She  had 
tragedy.  Her  pain  wounded  him  and  he  wineed  in 
heart  Wherefore  he  smiled  quite  genuinely,  and  tle| 
back,  and  threw  a  kiss  at  the  girl  as  he  said:  ''It's  noil 
Laura!  Don't  mind!  It's  nothing  at  all  and  well  ft 
it!    Won't  wet" 

And  turning  away,  he  tripped  down  the  walk,  leavioi 
gasing  after  him  in  the  moonlifi^t  At  the  street  he  tQ 
back  with  a  gay  little  gesture,  blew  a  kiss  from  his  i 
finger  tips  and  cried, ' '  It 's  nothing  at  all — nothing  at  i 
And  as  she  went  indoors  she  heard  him  call,  ''It's  nothh 
aU!" 

She  heard  him  lift  his  whistle  to  the  tune  of  the  i 
quadrille,  but  she  stood  with  tears  in  her  ^es  until  the  li 
tune  died  in  the  distance. 


CHAPTER  Vn 

mCH  WX  8BE  HOW  LIFB  TBAN8IATK8  IT8KL#  BITO  THS 

MATKRIATilRM  ABOUND  IT 

|OAL  and  oil  and  gas  and  lead  and  zinc.  The  black 
Mpiitb,  the  brown  sprite,  the  invisible  sprite,  the  two 
^  graj  apritea— elemental  sprites  they  were— -destined 
boond  aerrants  of  man.  Tet  when  they  came  rushing  out 
I  earth  there  at  Harvey,  man  groveled  before  them,  and 
kk  immortal  soul  to  these  trolls.  Naturally  enough 
d  Sands  was  the  high  priest  at  their  altar.  It  was  fit- 
that  a  devil  worship  which  prostrated  itself  before  coal 
III  and  gas  and  lead  and  zinc  should  make  a  spider  the 
J  of  its  servility.  So  the  spider's  web,  all  iron  and  steel 
MS  below  ground,  all  steel  and  iron  and  copper  in  wires 
ails  above  ground,  spread  out  over  the  town,  over  the 
ry  near  the  town,  and  all  the  pipes  and  tubes  and  rails 
rires  led  to  the  dingy  little  room  where  Daniel  Sands 
nnning  his  web.  He  was  the  town  god.  Even  the 
[  heifer  of  Baal  was  a  nobler  one.  And  the  curious 
about  this  orgy  of  materialism,  was  that  Harvey 
[1  the  thousands  of  Harveys  great  and  small  that  filled 
ica  in  those  decades  believed  with  all  their  hearts — 
ley  were  essentially  kind  hearts — that  quick,  easy  and 
tant  profits,  really  made  the  e(|uality  of  opportunity 
every  one  desired.  They  thought  in  terms  of  domoo- 
-which  is  at  bottom  a  spiritual  estate, — and  they 
like  groRs  materialists.  So  they  fooled  the  world, 
they  deceived  themselves.  For  the  soul  of  Ameriea 
<jt  reflected  in  that  debauch  of  gross  i)roHt  making. 
rtnl  of  America  still  a.««pire<l  for  justice;  but  in  the 
&f  the  day,  believed  quite  complacently  because  a  fiw 
rrt  rieh  quick  (stupid  men  too,)  and  many  men  weiv 
jMdo,  that  justice  was  achieved,  and  the  world  ready 
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for  the  millennium.     But  there  came  a  day  when  Ua 
and  all  its  kiiul  saw  the  trutli  in  shame. 

And  life  in  Harvey  shaped  iUclf  into  a  vast  gnvdy  di 
A  bard,  metallic  timbre  eaiue  into  the  soft,  high  roice  a 
•James  Ne»bit,  but  did  not  warn  mcu  of  the  metallie 
that  was  galvanizing  the  Dotrtor'n  nniil ;  nor  did  it  ditfOf 
Doctor.  Amos  Adamit  saw  The  tiriplutc  eovuring,  heai 
aoQndiDK  hnm,  and  Hary  his  wife  .saw  and  heard  too: 
Ihey  were  only  two  fooU  and  the  Doctor  who  loved  1 
laughed  at  tbem  and  turned  to  thi?  healing  of  the  nek 
the  suhjucation  of  his  county.  So  men  itent  him  U 
state  Semate.  Curiously  Mrs.  Nesbit — fihc  whom  " 
Brotherton  always  called  Uie  General — sh«  did  i 
spell  of  the  trolU  from  her  heart.  The)-  were  haiU 
•nd  ells  and  leaii-toH  on  the  hou^  that  Rhe  called] 
and  abe  came  to  lovo  the  witebcry  of  the  time  a 
did  not  aee  ita  folly.  Yet  then-  walked  belweeni 
entraneml  oni<«,  another  who  should  have 
she  was  younp,  fresh  from  the  Efxia  of  life.  Her  e_ 
flinehinfT,  iilorioux  eyi'«,  should  have  seen  through  the  i 
of  that  day.  But  they  were  only  a  girl's  eyea  and 
Iu^>py,  «o  they  eould  not  s«e  beyond  the  spell  that  fell  a 
tli«m.  And  alaa,  even  when  the  prince  arrived,  kb  kii 
poisoned  loo. 

When  young  Thomas  Van  Dorn  eame  to  the  NcsUt  I 
on  a  toyaiP*  of  exploration  an<l  diwovery — came  in  a  I 
Bome  suit  of  gray,  with  hat  and  haiidWer«hief  to  matd^ 
a  flowing  crepe  tie,  black  to  harmonize  with  bis  flg 
mostaehe  and  his  wing  of  finu  jet  blaek  hair  aboTe  Ms 
tinted  face,  Ijaura  Nesbit  coiuidered  bim  rea«otiTdyi 
oatalofTUfd  him. 

"Tnm,"  explained  thedaugfat<*r  to  her  father  rather  I 
oae  ntominff,  after  the  yountr  man  had  been  readHilf  I 
bume  in  his  deep,  mellow  pi[K*-organ  of  a  voi«e  to  Hia  f 
until  bed-time  ihff  night  before.  "Tom  Van  Dnm,  f 
th'  kind  of  a  mao  who  needs  the  influence  of  i 


Un.  Nesbh  glanoed  at  ber  husband  furtively  and  < 
Us  wria  sa  he  piped  gayly : 
" Who  aln  nnut  eairy  the  nigfat  key!" 
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three  laufrhed  but  the  daughter  went  on  witli  the 
suing:  "He  U  a  young  man  of  strong  predilections, 
finite  purpose  and  more  than  ordinary   intellectual 

nd  90  far  as  I  haye  counted,  Laura,"  her  father  inter- 
1  again,  "*!  haven't  found  an  honest  hair  in  his  hand- 
head;  though  I  haven *t  completed  the  count  yet!'' 
ither  smiled  aimably  as  he  made  the  final  qualification. 
!  girl  caught  the  mother  *8  look  of  approval  shimmer- 
ntMR  the  table  and  laughed  her  gay,  bell-like  chime. 
OQ*ve  made  a  bad  guess,  mother." 
lin  she  laughed    gayly:    '"It's  not  for  me  to  open  a 

for  the  Direction  of  Miscalculated  Purposes.  Still," 
le  said  seriously,  ''a  strong  woman  is  what  he  needs." 
>t  omitting  the  latch-key,"  gibed  her  father,  and  the 
rifted  into  another  current. 

next  Sunday  afternoon  young  Tom  Van  I>orii  ap- 
I  with  Rossetti  added  to  his  Swinburne,  and  crowded 

Sands  clear  out  of  the  hammock  so  that  Morty  had  to 
n  a  porch  chair,  and  woke  up  fref|uently  and  was  un- 
While  the  gilde<i  youth  slept  the  Woman  woke  and 
d,  and  Morty  was  left  discoiiHolate. 

shadows  were  lonpr  and  deep  when  Tom  Van  Dorn 
nm  the  hammock,  closed  his  book,  and  stood  besido  the 
ooking  with   a  gentle   tenderness   from   the   burning 

of  his  black  eyes  into  her  eyes.  He  pause<l  liefore 
;:  away,  and  held  up  a  hand  so  that  she  could  see. 

about  it,  a  flaxen  hair,  probably  drawn  fn>ni  the  ham- 
pillow.  He  smiled  rather  sadly,  dropped  his  eyes  to 
>k  closed  in  his  hands,  and  ijuotetl  softly: 

'Aad  around  hU  heart,  one  stnin^Iinp  ^nldcn  hair!*" 

lid  not  speak  again,  but  walked  ofT  at  a  great  stride 
Jie  stone  path  to  the  street.  The  next  day  Kosst»ttiV 
I  came  to  Laura  Nesbit  in  a  l)ox  of  roses. 
Sunday  following  I^aura  Nesbit  made  it  a  point  to  go 
er  parents  to  spend  the  day  with  the  Adamses  down 
river  on  their  farm.  But  not  until  the  Nesbits  pilf^l 
leir  phaeton  to  leave  did  Orant  appear.  lie  met  the 
I  at  the  gate  with  a  great  bouquet  of  woods  ftoweT^,  w$- 


I 


■       Neibit 
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to;,  "Here,  Mrs.  Nesbit — I  thought  you  might  Uke 
But  ibcy  found  Luuru's  hHiids,  mid  h«  sinilcfl  gratef 
her  for  takiug  them.  As  they  drove  otT,  leaving  bim  I 
vtigcr]y  after  them,  Dr.  Nesbit  tmid  when  tlicy  were 
heariuic,  "I  tell  you,  girbi — there's  the  makings  of  a 
a  real  man!" 

That  iiiijibt  Laura  Nenbit  in  her  room  looking  at  tb 
rose  and  xmclled  the  woods  llowera  on  her  table  beaii] 
fading  rosea. 

As  her  day  dreiuns  merged  into  va^e  pictures 
through  her  drowsy  brain,  she  beard  the  plaintive,  tre 
voice  of  Morty  Sands'a  mandolin,  coming  nearer  and  : 
and  his  lower  whistle  faking  the  tune  while  the  E 
enmned  an  obiifcato;  he  paiwed  the  houae,  went  dot 
ttreet  to  the  Mortons'  and  eame  back  and  went  bom« 
still  trillinfc  his  heart  ntti  like  a  bird.  As  the  chirptO| 
into  the  night  sounds,  the  girl  smiled  compassiooau 
slept. 

Aa  tihe  slept  yonng  Thomas  Van  Dorn  walked  alooa 
th«  elm  tmw  that  phimi-d  over  the  sidewalks  in  tha 
roas  with  hands  clasped  behind  him,  oceimiooally 
into  the  twinklint;  stars  of  the  summer  night,  com) 
rather  seriously  many  things.  He  h»d  come  out  lo 
ortfr  bin  upecch  to  the  jury  the  next  dsy  in  a  murd4 
pending  in  the  court.  Uut  the  murderer  kept  sinkin| 
bin  eviiKciouHneM :  the  xpttvh  would  not  shape  itself  U 
bim,  atvd  the  young  lavycr  was  forever  meeting 
afjuanHy  and  abrupily  the  vision  of  Laura  Neabfl 
■eemed  to  be  asking  bim  disagreeable  and  eimclusivi 
tiooa,  whirh  he  did  not  like  to  Hnswer.  Was  slie  war 
the  sacritic-e  that  marriage  would  re<|uirc  of  hlmf  1 
in  Iov«  with  herT  What  la  love  anyway!  Wberrin 
differ  fram  eerlain  other  pleasurabli'  emolions,  to  wl 
waa  not  a  ntnuiiccrl  And  why  was  the  consciousaeai 
growing  larger  ami  larger  in  his  life!  He  tried  to 
rtlleetively,  but  he  bad  no  music  in  his  soul  and  wl 
gave  bim  no  solace. 

It  waa  Biduiuht  when  he  found  himself  walking  b 

Neabit  homa,  looking  toward  it  and  wondering  wl 

wiDdowa  waa  nearest  to  her.    lie  Binehea 
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shun'.e  when  he  recolh*cted  himself  bofure  other  houses  guz- 

jic  at  lit  her  windows,  and  he  unpursed  his  lips  that  wore 

vohi  Til  whistle  a  si|;nal,  and  went  down  the  street  shuiider- 

!x:l*.     Then  after  an  impulse  in  wliieh  some  ^ood  aii^ej  of  re- 

a..yv^  shtiok  his  teeth  to  rouse  his  soul,  he  lifted  his  faee  to 

*1^  «ky  and  would  have  eried  in  his  heart   for  help,  but 

^•^T'.td  he  smiled  and  went  on,  trying  to  think  of  his  speech 

»r.«l  rt'Mtlving  mi^litily  to  put  Laura  Nesbit  out  of  his  heart 

fii..i:[y  for  the  nijrht.     He  held  himself  to  his  high  n-solve  for 

l^^-r  nr  live  minutes.     It  is  only  fair  to  say  tliat  the  while 

cUd  ti;nire  of  tlie  Doetor  coming  elieking  up  the  street  with 

his  cane  kt^eping  time  to  a  merry  air  that  he  hummed  as  he 

Vhlkixl  dlstraeted  the  young  man.     His  first  thouL'ht  was  to 

.  turn  off  and  avoid  the  Doetor  who  came  along  swin^nng  his 

J  Afdu'ine  east*  gayly.     Hut  there  rushed  over  Van   Dorn  a 

^  (Hifii:  that  he  would  like  to  meet  the  Doetor.     He  recog 

^  nu'^i  that  he  woidd  like  to  see  any  one  who  was  near  \u  Hit 

'  h  wi>  a  ph'itsing  sensation.     He  eoddled  it.     Hi'  was  proud  ol' 

'    L-  kni'H  what  it  meant.     So  he  stopped  th«*  i)re«K'i'Upitil 

•  :rur»-  in  whit*',  and  eried,  *' Doetor — we're  late  to-night  I" 

"Wi-11.  Tom.  I've  got  a  right  to  be  I     Two  nuire  people  in 

j  Hjrv»'y  tonight  than  wire  here  at  five  oVloek  this  ariernomi 

^  >i-«:i>e   I   am  u  trifle  behindhand.     <iiii  at   your  ]iar!ner'> 

{  —.?..■  I'alvin's,  and  a  boy  down  at   Diek  Bowman *.s!"     He 

I  ;-j  .H^-i   and  smiled  and   ailded   m\isini:ly.  **Anil   tliey'ro  ji'^ 

I.  «L  •<!  diiwn  at  Diek's  as  th(»u^r)|  )),.  ^^as  lK>ir  to  a  kingdom!" 

Ai.il  Joe  -  1  suppose     not  ipiite— *' 

'  < 'ii.  .loe.  he's  still  in  the  barn.  1  dropped  in  to  till  liitn  \\ 

Wii"  a  i:Jrl       Uut  he  won't  venture  intt»  tlie  Imiise  ti»  m'«*  ti.e 

Ht'L-T  U'fore  noon  to-morrow  I     Then  he  11  yo  when  slie'> 

■  -  • 
I-.-  ■  [• . 

■  Hi'  k  really  i.sn't  more  than  two  jumps  ahead  of  the  wult*. 
.•  .  -.   I  doetor?" 

■  W.'II,"  grinned  the  elder  man.  **maylie  a  jump-ami  a- 
Li'f  «»r  two  jumps." 

Tfa»-  vouul:  man  e.Kelaimed.  **Sav,  Doett.rl  I  thnik  it 
w  -ilii  Ih.'  a  pious  aet  to  make  the  fellows  put  up  lifiy  ilnjlars 
f  r  iMek  tn-niirht.  Til  just  go  down  and  raiil  a  few  pnker 
pus'*^  and  make  them  do  it." 

Th^  Doctor  stopped  him:     **Hetter  let  me  give  it  to  Diek 
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if  you  get  it,  Tom!"  Tlim  be  added,  "Why  don't  y 
Ciiristuui  houni,  boyT  You  can't  try  that  VenipA 
morrow  tuid  be  up  iiJI  iii^htl" 

'"TlmtB  just  what  I'm  out  here  for,  Doctor — bo 
ht'ad  ill  xhape  fur  tlu-  oJortiui;  sp^mh. " 

"Well,"  uiiffed  tlie  Uoclur,  "1  wish  you  no  bad  lud 
I  hope  you  h)sc.  V  enmt  is  guilty,  and  yoii  've  uo  busiaa 
"Doctor,"  cut  in  Van  Dorii,  "there's  not  a  penny  i 
Yengut  ease  for  me!  He  wax  a  poor  devil  iu  troubW 
hft  came  to  my  office  for  help  1  Do  >-ou  consider  the  a 
of  your  nick  folkx — whether  they  have  lived  virtooai 
upright  livflB  when  I  hey  iHnne  to  yon  Rtrieken  aiid  in 
They're  juit  sick  folks  to  you  in  your  offici',  and  they'r 
^Mioc  deTila  in  trouble  for  m<\ ' ' 

ILjpka  Doctor  rocked  his  head  on  one  side,  sparrow 
^^H|d  for  a  moment  at  the  youn^  man  and  piped,  "  Yol 
Hwbf  pup,  aren  't  you  1 ' ' 

A  aecond  Inter  the  Ooptor  wnn  trudging  up  the  i 
horaewBrd.  humming  his  bee-like  song  Van  Dom  wa 
him  until  hw  white  cliitluTt  f)ide*l  into  the  shiidesof  the  i 
then  he  turned  and  walked  slowly  lownward,  wilb  bia  1 
behind  him  end  his  cyM  on  the  ground.  He  (orfdl 
Yene"t  case,  and  everylhing  else  in  the  universe  ext 
(tirl '«  gray  eye^.  her  railiant  faee,  ami  llw  glory  of  her 
ing  soul.  It  was  falling  with  ail  its  power  to  Tom  Van 
to  rixe  and  whine  and  lake  np  the  jnurney  to  the  atars. 
nlifii  one  heiirs  that  call,  whether  it  eome  from  man  or 
fn>m  frieiid  or  brother,  or  nwectheiirt  or  child,  or  frw 
challenge  within  him  of  the  holy  spirit,  when  he  hM 
cill.  DO  matter  where  he  is  while  be  heart,  he  walka 
God! 

So  H  came  to  paaa  the  next  day  that  Thomaa  Van 
I  went  before  the  jury  and  pleaded  for  the  murderer  i 
'  Tcnglil  mite  with  the  tougoe  of  men  and  of  angels. 
knew  that  Dr.  Nesbit  was  loitering  in  the  eirrk'it  c 
iotning  the  eoartroom  to  listen  to  the  pica.  Every 
iilty  of  bia  mind  and  every  eapacily  of  his  body  was 
and  tb^  uid  ironnd  ihe  court  house  that  it  wa 
speech  of  Torn 'a  life!"  The  Doctor  on  the  front  ileuti 
out  tbf  youny  man  in  the  daxe  that  foUM 
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sal  flight,  mcmehing  a  sandwich  to  relieve  his  brain, 
he  moltitode  made  way  for  him  as  he  went  to  his 

U,  Tom — "  piped  the  Doctor  as  he  grasped  the  sweaty, 
nds  of  the  young  orator,  '"if  Yen^st  had  been  inno- 
yoa  suppose  you  could  have  done  as  well  t" 
Dom  gave  his  sandwich  to  a  passing  dog,  and  took 
rtor'a  aim  as  they  walked  to  their  common  stairway, 
they  had  walked  a  dozen  steps  the  Doctor  had  un- 
%  situation  in  local  politics  that  needed  attention,  and 
3m  could  not  lead  the  elder  man  back  to  further 
of  bis  speech.  Yet  the  young  lawyer  knew  that  he 
ved  the  Doctor  deeply. 

night  in  his  oflice  Tom  Van  Dom  and  Henry  Fenn 
1  their  feet  in  the  window  sill,  looking  through  the 
indow  into  the  moon.  In  their  discourse  they  used 
kborate,  impersonal  anonymity  that  youth  engages  to 
He  baggage  of  its  intimate  confidences. 
?  got  to  have  a  pretty  woman,  Ilenr>',''  quoth  the  law- 
his  friend,  while  tlie  moon  blushed  behind  a  cloud. 
Kust  have  beauty  above  everything,  and  after  that 
Aimers,  and  after  that  good  blood." 
noon  came  out  and  smiled  at  Henry.  ''Tom,  let  ine 
I  something,  I  don*t  care!  I  used  to  think  I\l  be 
and  choosey.  But  I  know  my  own  heart  I  don*t 
I  *m  the  kind  of  fellow,  1  guess,  who  just  gets  it  bad 
DCS  down  all  broken  out  with  it.**  He  turned  his 
:  smile  into  Tom  Van  Dom*s  faee,  and  finding  no  quiek 
e  smiled  whimsically  back  at  the  moon. 
>e  fellows  are  that  way,  Henry/'  asst^nted  Van  Dom, 
rjt  I!  I  eouldn*t  love  a  servant  irirl  no  matter  how 
»he  was — ^not  for  keeps,  and  1  eouldn  *t  love  an  ujrly 
I,  and  I*d  leave  a  bluestocking  and  elope  wiih  a 
ifirl  if  I  found  the  bluestocking  crocked  or  faded  in 
h!  Yet  a  beautiful  woman,  who  remaine<l  a  woman 
htt't  beeome  a  moral  guide — *'  he  stared  brazenly  at 
m  and  in  the  eloud  that  whisked  by  he  saw  a  score 
ies  of  other  women  whose  faces  had  slione  there, 
i  pamed.  He  went  on:  **0h,  she  could  hold  me — 
Id  hold  me— I  think !  * 
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Tbe  street  Doiaes  below  filled  the  pause.  Henry 
looked  cagerl;  into  tbe  .sky  aiid  wistfully  at  tbe  muoi 
ike,  "Hold  met  Hold  mvl"  he  cried.  "Why, 
>ugb  I'd  full  inUi  bell  myself  a  thuuKand  limi 
couldii  't  lose  me !  I  'd  atill^still, ' '  he  faltered,  "  I  'd  sti 
He  did  nut  tiniisb,  but  sat  down  and  putting  his  hi 
tbe  arm  of  his  friend's  chair,  he  bent  forward,  amik 
the  handsome  young  face  in  the  moonlight  and  sakl: 
—you  know  tbe  kind  of  a  fool  I  am.  Tom — nowl" 

"That's  what  you  Hay,  Henry— that "b  what  you  t^r  . 
Van  Dorn  turned  and  looked  at  hi.s  friend.        ToDVft 
ing  it  oat  all  right,  Henry— against  the  nun  I 
■umef     When  does  your  sentence  expirel" 

"Next  October,"  answered  Feun, 

"Going  to  make  it  then  T" 

"That's  the  understanding,"  rettimed  Fenn. 

"And  you  aay  you've  got  it  bad,"  laughed  Tan 
"And  yet — say,  Henry — why  didn't  you  do  better  wil 
jnry  this  afternoon  in  the  YenRst  cnsi'T  liaesn'l  il—  ' 
that  Iremendons  case  you  have  on  with  the  Duchera  of  B 
— doean't  it  put  an  edge  on  you  I  What  waa  the  c 
you  to-day  t  ' 

Fennahook  his  head  slowly  and  said:    "It'adiffenni 
me.     I  just  couldn't  help  feeling  that  if  I  waa  m 
womaQ's  giving  herself — was  worth  anythiog  as  a  ■ 
want  to  be  dead  square  with  that  Yengat  creature — and 
to  thinking,  maybe  in  hiit  place,  drunk  and  haogry- 
I  just  couldn't,  Tom — because — because  of — well.  I 
her  to  marry   a   human   being  6rst — not  a  Gouoty 
neyl" 

"You're  a  damn  fool!"  retorted  Van  Dom.  "0 
think  you'll  succeed  in  ihia  world  on  tJiat  basis!  1  U 
if  I  was  in  love  with  a  woman  I'd  want  to  take  that  ^ 
case  and  lay  it  before  her  as  a  trophy  I  'd  won — lay  it  1 
her  like  a  dog!" 

Fenn  Iteaitaled.  He  disliknl  to  gtv«  pnin.  Bat  I 
be  Hid,  "I  suppose,  Tom,  I'd  like  to  lay  it  before  ha 
a  iDan!" 

"Hell's  ddightl"  sneered  Van  Dom,  and  they  torn 
the  sabject  oC  tba  tender  paMiun,  and  went  to  eonaii 
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in  stipnlations  that  Van  Dorn  was  asking  of  the  county 
ley  in  another  matter  before  the  court, 
e  next  day  young  Thomas  Van  Dorn  began  rather 
ttely  to  prepare  his  pleading  in  still  another  suit  in  an- 

court,  and  before  the  summer's  end,  Morty  Sands 's 
lolin  was  wrapped  in  its  chamois  skin  ba^;  and  locked  in 
ahogany  case.  Sometimes  Morty,  whistling  softly  and 
uUy,  would  pass  the  Nesbit  home  late  at  night,  hoping 
his  chirping  might  reach  her  heart;  at  times  he  made 
:her  formal  call  upon  the  entire  Nesbit  family,  which 
as  obviously  encouraged  to  repeat  by  the  elders.  But 
y  was  inclined  to  hide  in  the  thicket  of  his  sorrow  and 
er  his  heart  out  to  the  cold  stars.  Tom  Van  Dorn  per- 
il the  Nesbit  home  by  day  with  his  flowers  and  books 
candy,  and  by  night — as  many  nights  a  week  as  he  could 
beg  or  steal — by  night  he  pervaded  the  Nesbit  home  like 
Ktinate  haunt. 

i  fell  upon  the  whole  family  and  made  violent  love  to 
)octor  and  Mrs.  Nesbit.  He  read  Browning  to  the  Doc- 
rnd  did  his  errands  in  politics  like  a  retrieving  dog. 
Nesbit  learned  through  him  to  her  great  joy  that  the 
rthwaite,  who  was  the  maternal  grandfather  of  the 
L'ovemor  of  Maryland,  was  not  descended  from  the  same 
riee  hanged  by  Kin^  John  in  his  war  with  the  barons, 
from  the  Sussex  branch  of  the  family  that  remained 

to  the  Crown.  But  Tom  Van  Dorn  wasted  no  time 
rength  in  foolishness  with  the  daujrhter  of  the  house, 
ittack  ui)on  her  heart  was  direct  and  unhalting.  lie 
•d  off  other  suitors  with  a  kind  of  animal  jealousy.  He 
"  her  t»ven  from  so  uuimi)ortant  u  family  friend  as 
t  Adams. 

adualiy.  as  the  autumn  deepened  into  winter  and  Tom 
Dom  found  himsi»If  spending  more  and  more  time  in 
irl's  company  he  had  glimpses  of  his  own  low  estate 
::h  the  contract  forced  upon  him  daily  by  his  knowledge 
hat  a  good  woman's  soul  was.  The  .si*lf -revelation 
t«ned  him;  he  was  afraid  of  what  he  saw  inside  him- 
n  those  days,  and  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  for  a  sea- 
iiH  sfMil  was  wrest li II ir  with  its  doom  for  release.  N\) 
belu-ve  passion  was  it  that  spurred  him  forward  in  his 
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attack  upon  the  heart  of  Laura  Nesbit.  Within  In 
raged  the  fierce  battle  between  the  ftprrit  of  the  ti 
cram,  material  aud  rutblesn — and  the  Hpihi  of  things  a 
should  be.  it  WHS  the  old  fi^^ht  betwoco  cotnpromii 
the  ideal. 

Ah  ftir  the  t^i'"'.  ^he  waa  in  that  utiseltied  miud  in 
jrouiig  women  in  their  linit  tweuticx  oflvu  find  then 
when  ftenBiDg  by  an  inittinet  new  to  them  the  eomini 
grown-up  man  with  real  matrimonial  intentions.  <ii 
girl  somewhat  aliove  the  middle  height,  with  a  *i 
blown  tiirure.  with  fair  hair,  curling  aud  blcrwina 
pink  and  white  fiK-e,  and  with  Bol«mn  eyoa — prenial 
gray  eyes,  her  father  ealled  tlieui— with  red  lipa.  with 
(reth  that  najched  when  she  smiled,  and  with  a  Uun 
the  raiinnur  of  gay  waterx;  iriven  a  more  than  UBual  m 
of  inhertletl  good  Krnxo.  and  combine  that  with  a  Wfl 
seniinit'tjt  that  jierfeet  health  can  bring  to  a  girl  of  V 
Iwo;  then  add  one  exeeptionally  fascinating  man  of  tfa 
more  or  less — a  handnoine  young  man;  a  siicooaful 
jwung  men  go,  with  the  oratorieal  temperament  and 
of  a  bead  to  be  a  ^'ood  eonsniting  lawyer  as  wcQ  aa 
lawyer  with  more  than  Wal  reputation ;  add  to  tbe  ; 
man  that  ratrue  Mreial  irirleAcenee,  or  aura  or 
jroang  mm  wear  in  glamor,  and  that  old  men  wear  in  I 
— a  paal :  and  then  let  publie  opinion  agree  tbat  be  ia  U 
vrorat  enemy  and  deelarc  that  if  he  only  had  aone  I 
woman  to  take  hold  of  biin — and  behold  there  an  ti 
gretlieola  of  homan  gunpowder! 

Doctor  Nes^it  xmelled  the  bitming  powder.  Talfl 
tried  to  Mtamp  out  the  tire  before  the  explosion. 

"Bedt'lia,"  »aid  the  Di«'tcir  one  day.  a->  tht  parcnta 
tfae  giri  talking  eagerly  with  the  young  man,  "what  d 
nalre  out  of  thw  everlasting  'Tom,  Tom,  Tom,'  out  til 
the  IiTtng  room  I" 

Mn.  NfMbit  rocked  in  her  rhair  and  ahook  an  «■ 
bead.  Finally  ahe  said:  "1  wiiih  he'd  Tom  hiuMll 
and  Mtav  ibrre,  l>nrlor."  The  wife  Hpoke  aa  an  onch 
empha^M  and  antbority.     "You  must  apeak  to  tbe  dUI 

The  little  man  pnekered  bia  looae^kinned  fact  ' 
afaaardlx  pitifol  smile  end  afarilled  baek : 
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-I  did  speak  to  her.    And  she — "  he  paused. 
T*'  demanded  the  mother. 

just  fed  me  back  all  the  decent  things  I  have  said 
when  he  has  done  my  errands."  lie  drummed  his 
lelplessly  on  his  chair  and  sighed  mournfully:  **I 
Khy  I  said  those  things !  I  really  wonder ! ' ' 
lie  voices  of  the  young  people  rose  gayly  and  dis- 
lii  musings. 

lasy  now  after  a  quarter  of  a  century  has  unfolded 
IH  for  us  to  lay  blame  and  grow  wise  in  retrospect. 
ly  to  say  that  what  happened  was  fore-doom^  to 
and  yet  here  was  a  man,  walking  up  and  down  the 
verandahs  that  Mrs.  Nesbit  had  added  to  the  houae 
rmes,  walking  up  and  down,  and  speaking  to  a  girl  in 
oiigbt,  with  much  power  and  fire,  of  life  and  his 
and  his  aspirations. 

ind  over  he  had  sung  his  mating  song.  Formerly  he 
fie  love  as  he  tried  lawsuits,  exhibiting  only  such 
«  the  case  required.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  how- 
it  when  he  made  love  to  Laura  Nesbit,  it  was  with  all 
epi  of  his  heart  and  mind.  If  he  could  plead  with 
or  hire,  if  he  could  argue  with  the  court  and  wrangle 
uneil,  how  could  he  meet  reason,  combat  objec- 
td  present  the  case  of  his  soul  and  make  up  the  brief 
wn  destiny  f 

d  not  try  to  shield  himself  when  he  wooed  Laura 
but  she  saw  all  that  he  could  be.  A  woman  has  her 
I  sex,  her  elaborate,  prematernal  pride  in  her  pow- 
when  man  appeals  to  a  woman's  powers  for  saving 
en  he  submits  the  proofs  that  he  is  worth  saving, 
n  he  is  handsome,  with  an  education  in  the  lore  of 
1  that  gives  him  charm  and  breaks  down  reserves 
Tiers — but  these  are  bygones  now — bygones  these 
Ive  years  and  more.  What  was  to  be  had  to  be,  and 
pht  have  been  never  was,  and  what  their  hopes  and 
IS  were,  whose  hearts  flowed  in  the  fires  of  life  in 
BO  long  ago — and  what  all  our  vain,  unfruited  hopes 
tht  only  a  just  Ood  who  reads  us  truly  may  say. 
nst  God  would  give  to  the  time  and  the  place,  the 
the  age,  its  share  in  all  that  followed. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


SPRING  in  Mn.  Ncsbit's  garden,  eveu  in  Uii 
wheti  a  sanlen  in  Harvey  mevnt  chiefljr  l«tt 
radisfam  and  peas,  was  do  camial  event. 
o(>ciieil  formally  for  the  Ntsbiu  with  crocuMs  a 
einthiii  vmitcd  genially  m  goldcu  forBythia,  bridal 
and  tulips,  preemil  ttaelf  iu  (lags  and  lilaca  before 
in  roses  and  pconicti.  Now  the  spring  ih  always  « 
it  known  what  the  winter  only  bopen  or  fears.  Evei 
forth  in  sprtng  that  have  been  hidden  since  their  ij 
And  it  waft  with  ihe  coming  of  thi>  first  croctiM 
Ntsbit  found  in  hit!  dadtrhttT'E  ryes  a  joyoua  look,l 
exullani — a  look  which  never  had  t>eeii  inspired  hm 
hn  Uviithed  upon  her.  It  wa«  oot  mi-ant  for  bin 
waa  aa  truly  a  Kpring  bloAsom  as  any  that  blui ' 
garden.  When  it  came  and  when  the  father  ■ 
the  mother  also  aaw  it.  they  feared  to  speak  of  J 
UMrmadTea  and  by  indirection. 

For  tbey  knew  their  winter  conspiracies  hadj 
vain  was  the  trip  to  Baltimore;  in  vain  t 
grand  opera  in  New  York,  and  they  both  knj 
proposed  trip   to   Europe   never   would  i 
pareata  aaw  that  look  of  triumphant  joy  in  thcj 
faee,  wben  tbey  **^  l>ow  i'  li>:hled  up  her  c 
a  flame  when  Tom  Van  Dom  wwt  ucar  or  waaj 
ha,  ib^  knew  that  from  the  aecret  i 
from  the  depths  uf  her  being,  love  was  apl 
knew  that  tliey  could  not  uproot  it,  aiu)  tlief 
to  try.     For  they  aeceptrtl  love  as  a  fart  ( 
that  when  onee  it  has  iteeded  and  grown  upj 
a  part  of  that  heart  and  only  (iod's  own  i 
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tjr  eimige  the  deBtiny  that  love  has  written  upon  the  life 
wliich  love  rests.    So  in  the  wisdom  of  the  spring,  the 
rau  were  mute  and  sad. 

Tbrre  was  no  hint  of  anger  in  their  sorrow.  They  realized 
it  if  she  was  wrong,  and  they  were  right,  she  needed  them 
tly  more  than  if  they  were  wrong  and  she  was  right,  and 
(key  tried  to  rejoiee  with  her — not  of  course  expressly 
'  biJdly,  but  in  a  thousand  ways  that  lay  about  them, 
r  nude  her  as  happy  as  they  could.  Their  sweet  acqui- 
Dce  in  what  she  knew  was  cutting  the  elders  to  the  quick, 
^  the  girl  many  an  hour  of  poignant  distress.  Yet  the 
lose  of  her  heart  was  not  moved.  The  Satterthwaite  in 
ras  dominant 

)oetor,**  spoke  the  wife  one  momin^r  as  they  sat  alone 
their  breakfast,  "I  think — "    She  stopped,  and  he 
'  she  was  listening  to  the  daughter,  who  was  singing  in 
udertone  in  the  garden. 

'es/'  he  answered,  "so  do  I.  I  think  they  have  set- 
t  " 

e  man  dropped  his  glance  to  the  table  before  him,  where 
ands  rested  helplessly  and  cried,  "Bedelia — I  don't — I 

like  it!" 

e  color  of  her  woe  darkened  Mrs.  Nesbit's  face  as  her 
rcR  trembled  for  a  second,  before  she  controlled  hor- 

•*Xo,  Jim — no— no!     I  don't — I'm  afraid — afraid,  of 
rt  know  what!" 

►f  course,  he's  of  excellent  family — the  very  best!"  the 
Tentured. 

ind  he  s  making  money — and  has  lots  of  money  from 
eople!"  returned  the  father. 
iod  he's  a  man  among  men !"  added  the  mother. 
Hi,  yea — very  much  that, — and  he's  trying  to  bo  de- 
Honestly,  Bedelia,  I  believe  the  fellow's  got  a  new 
OD  himself!"    The  Doctor's  voice  had  regaineil  its  tim- 
it  was  just  a  little  hard,  and  it  broke  an  instant  later 
)  cried:    **0  Lord,  I^rd,  mother — we  can't  fool  our- 
\:  let's  not  try!"    They  looked  into  the  irarden,  where 
lirl  stood  by  the  blooming  lilacs  with  her  arms  tilled 
bloninms. 
length  the  mother  spoke,  "What  shall  we  dot" 
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''What  can  we  doT"  the  Doctor  echoed.  ''What  era  i 
human  creatures  do  in  these  eases!  To  interfere  docs 
good!  The  thing  is  here.  Why  has  it  comet  I  dfl 
know. ' '  He  repeated  the  last  sentence  piteously,  and  « 
on  gently: 

**  *They  say  it  was  a  stolen  tide — the  Lord  who  sent 
He  knows  all !'  But  why — ^why — why— did  it  wash  in  h 
What  does  it  meant  What  have  we  done — and  what— i 
has  she  donet" 

The  little  Doctor  looked  up  into  the  strong  face  of 
wife  rather  helplessly,  then  the  time  spirit  that  is  aftei 
our  sanity — touched  them,  and  they  smiled.  ••Perti 
Jim/'  the  smile  hn)ke  into  somothin*;  almost  like  a  In 
*' father  said  something  like  that  to  mother  the  day  I  tf 
among  the  magnolias  trying  to  pluck  courage  with  the  t 
ers  to  tell  him  that  I  was  going  with  you!*' 

They  sucoei'di^d  in  raising  a  miserable  little  laugh.  an< 
squeezed  her  hand. 

The  girl  moved  t»»\vard  the  house.     The  father  turned 
put  on  his  hat  as  he  went  to  meet  her.     She  was  a  hesil 
si*If -conscious  girl  in  pink,  who  stopped  her  father  m 
toddled  down  the  front  stei)S  with  liis  medicine  case, 
she  put  her  hand  upon  him.  saying: 

** Father,"  she  paused.  h)oking  eagerly  at  him,  then 
tinned,  ''there's  the  loveli(*st  yellow  flag  over  here." 
father  siniltnl.  put  his  arm  alnuit  the  <;irl  and  piped: 
th('  pink  rtMcbud  will  take  us  to  the  yellow  flag!**     1 
walkcfl  across  the  L:arden  to  the  flower  and  she  exelaiii 
"Oh.  father -isn't  it  lovely  1" 

The  I'allMT  looked  tenderly  into  her  gray  eyes,  patted 
on  the  shoulder  and  with  his  arm  still  alM>ut  her,  he  led 
to  a  SI 'at  under  the  lilaes  before  the  yi'llow  flower 
looked  from  the  flower  to  her  fa(*e  and  then  kissed  her  a 
whispered:  "Oh  my  dear,  my  dear.''  She  threw  her  c 
alNiut  him  anil  buried  her  faee,  all  flushed,  Ufmn  his  shoul 
He  ft'lt  her  quiver  under  the  pressure  of  his  arm  and 
fore  Mht;  i*iiul(l  look  at  him,  she  spoke: 

"Oh,  father!  Father!  You — you  won't — ^.vou  w 
blann'  — "  Then  she  lifie<l  up  her  faee  to  his  and  e 
passionately :    "But  all  the  world  could  not  stop  it  now— 
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'  But,  ohf  father,  I  want  you  with  me, ' '  and  ahe  shook 
VOL  *'You  must  understand.  You  must  see  Tom  as 
liim,  father."  She  looked  the  question  of  her  soul  in 
lious,  searching  glance.  Her  fother  reached  for  one 
r  hands  and  patted  it.  He  gazed  downward  at  the 
iri%  but  did  not  see  it. 
%,  dear,  I  know — I  understand." 
ras  sure  that  you  would  know  without  my  spelling  it 
:  to  you.  But,  oh,  father,"  she  cried,  ''I  don't  want 
id  mother  to  feel  as  you  do  about  Tom,  for  you  are 

You  are  all — all  wrong  1 ' ' 
Doctor  s  fat  hand  pressed  the  strong  hand  of  the  girl. 
/*  he  began  slowly,  his  high-keyed  voice  was  pitched 
oft  tone  and  he  spoke  with  a  woman  *s  gentleness, 
s  quite  a  man,  but — "  he  could  only  repeat,  ''quite 
/*  Then  he  added  gently:  ''And  I  feel  that  he 
its  genuine  now — his — love  for  you,  daughter." 
octor*s  face  twitched,  and  he  swallowed  a  convulsive 
ob  as  he  said,  '*  Laura — child— can  *t  you  see,  it  really 
no  difference  about  Tom — not  finally  I"  He  blinked 
ilped  and  went  on  with  renewed  courage.  "Can't  you 
ild — ^you're  all  we've  got — mother  and  I — and  if  you 
Fom — why — "  his  face  began  to  crumple,  but  he  con- 
it,  and  blurted  out,  "Why  by  Johnnie  you  can  have 
And  what  s  more/*  his  voice  creaked  with  emotion  as 
uirbt  his  hand  down  on  his  knee,  "  I  *m  goin^  to  make 
Jfte  best  father-in-law  in  the  whole  United  States." 
idy  rucked  for  a  moment  as  he  spurred  himself  to  a 
Fort.  Then  he  said:  "And  mother — mother  11  be — 
r  will — she'll  make  him — "  he  could  get  no  further, 
t  felt  the  pressure  of  her  hand,  and  knew  that  she 
itood.  **  Mother  and  I  just  want  you  to  be  happy  and 
ikea  Tom  for  that — why  Tom's  what  it  takes,  1  guess — 
MU  s  all  we  want  to  know!" 

girl  felt  the  tears  on  his  face  as  she  laid  her  cheek 
(this. 

B  she  spoke:  "But  you  don't  know  him.  father! 
km't  understand  him!  It  s  t>eautiful  to  be  able  to  do 
I  can  do — but,"  she  sliuddered,  '*it  s  so  awful — 1  mean 
■t  devil  that  used  to  be  in  him.    He  is  so  ashamed,  so 
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md  it's  gonp — hU  gone — all,  evcrj-  bit  of  it  | 

'    She  put  her  father's  hftrnl  K)  her  Naming  d 

)  wliispcrpd,  "You  think  ho,  don't  you,  fathiTt" 

The   father's   eyex   filled   again   aud    hi^i   throat   cbt 

I  **IjaHrR,"  he  said  vcrj-  gently,  "my  profeaaional  npinii 

f  tbi»:    You've  a  fighting  chance  with  Tom   Van  Do 

about  one  in  ten.     He's  young.     You're  u  stroMn.  («n 

womaj) — lotH  of  good  Sattertbwaite  in  yon,  and  pra 

little  of  the  obliging  Nesbits.     Now  111  tell  you  the  ti 

Laura;  Tom's  got  a  typical  cancer  on  his  aoul.     Dot 

young:  and  you're  young,  and  just  now  he's  uni 

moral  regeneration.     You  are  new  blood.     You  may  pi 

him.     If  the  moral   tissue   Iwi'l  all   rotten,  you  may 

The  girl  gripped  her  father*H  hand  and  cried:     "Bot 
think  I  can — father,  you  think  I  can!" 

"No."  piped  the  litlle  man  sadly,  "no,  datighter.  I  d 
think  yon  can.  But  I  hope  you  can:  and  if  you'd  Ifl 
know,  I'm  going  to  pray  the  God  thnt  sent  me  to  ', 
mother  to  give  you  the  senie  and  power  He  gave  her." 
Doctor  Rmilr<l,  withdrew  hiit  arm.  and  started  for  tlM  ■ 
He  turned,  "And  if  you  do  save  him.  Laura,  III  be  « 

Eroud  of  yon.  For,"  he  stjueakefl  good  naturedly,  "i 
ig  iob — but  when  you've  done  it  you'll  have  aometU 
■how  for  it — I'll  say  that  fur  him — you'll  certainly 
something  to  show  for  it,"  he  repeated,  lie  did  not  t  ~ 
a*  he  walked  down  the  street  and  the  dauiiht'-r  tboagbt 
he  kepi  bis  eyes  upon  the  ground.  As  he  Wee  aUmt  tO 
from  ber  view,  he  lunied,  waveil  his  hand  and  threw  1 
kin,  and  with  it  she  felt  a  bIwMing. 

[tut  cMriouxly  enough  Khe  niiw  only  one  of  tfae  gd 
eompany  of  Doctor  Ncnbits  thnt  trudged  down  the  hill  il 
white  linen  anil,  under  hix  broad -brimmed  pauama 
Kalunlly  she  hardly  might  be  expivted  lu  M-e  the  conacie 
less  bom  of  Han^HJc  and  Ureely  counties,  who  handM 
money  of  privilege  seekers  and  bought  and  sold  i 
M  a  part  of  the  day  'a  work.  Nor  eould  abc  be  <  , 
IN  the  helptcaa  little  man  whooe  faee  enimpled.  iriioN 
aank  and  wboae  eoorage  melted  as  he  stood  baMa  I 
the  gwden,  the  sad,  bopetns  little  man  wbo,  u  be  vaot 
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kill  was  captain  of  the  groups  that  walked  under  his 
iiit  hoar.  The  amiable  Doctor,  who  was  everybody's 
J  and  was  loyal  to  those  who  served  him,  the  daughter 
rted  that  day;  and  the  State  Senator  did  not  attract 
She  saw  only  a  gentle,  tender,  understanding  father, 

love  abone  out  of  his  face  like  a  beacon  and  who 
meny  kisses  as  he  disappeared  down  the  hill — a  rudd^'- 
white  phantom  in  a  golden  spring  day! 
e  place  between  his  home  and  Market  Street  the  father 
I  and  the  politician  took  command  of  Dr.  Nesbit  s  soul, 
e  gave  thought  to  the  Nesbit  machine.  The  job  of  the 
It  before  the  machine  was  to  make  George  Brotherton, 
id  the  strength  of  a  man  who  belonged  to  all  the  lodges 
Ti,  mayor  of  Harvey.  *'IIelp  Harvey  Hump"  was 
i*M  alliterative  slogan,  and  the  translation  of  the  slo- 
to  terms  of  Nesbitese  was  found  in  a  rather  elaborate 
o  legalize  the  issuance  of  bonds  by  the  coal  and  oil 
adjacent  to  Harvey,  so  that  Daniel  Sands  could  spin 
i  web  of  iron  and  copper  and  steel, — rails  and  wires 
ipes  into  these  huddles  of  shanties  that  he  might  sell 
Ught  and  heat  and  power  and  communication  and 
ortation. 

Q  the  boss — even  Old  Linen  Pants — ^was  not  without 
ise  of  humor,  nor  without  his  joyous  moments  when  he 
d  human  nature  in  large,  raw  portions.  As  he  walked 
the  hill  there  flashed  across  his  mind  a  consciousness 

pride  of  Qeorue  Brotherton  in  his  candidacy.  That 
expressed  it.self  in  a  feud  George  had  with  Violet 
ig  who,  having  achieved  stenography,  was  installed 

offices  of  Calvin  &  Van  Dorn  as  a  stenographer — the 
rapher   in    fact.     She   on   her   part   was   profoundly 

of  her  job  and  expressed  her  pride  in  ovorhan^ing 
Xireeding  mischievous  looking  bangs  upon  her  low 
ilher  narrow  brow.  In  the  feud  between  (Jcortfo  and 
.  it  was  her  consecrated  titsk  to  keep  him  waiting  as 
a  pofKible  l>efore  admitting  him  to  Van  Dom's  inntT 
and  it  was  Mr.  Brotherton  \s  idea  never  to  call  her  l)y 
rht  name,  nor  by  any  name  twice  in  succession.  She 
ifz  or  Maude  or  Mabel  or  (Jwendolyn  or  IVt  or  Sweet- 
er Dearest,  in  rapid  succession,  and  in  return  for  his 
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paeudonsmiDal  attentioos,  Mr.  Bratherton  alwajl  m 
of  RoeivinfT  from  UisA  Mauliof;  upon  leanaff  tbe 
an  clalHtntely  tiimed-np  nnse.  For  Miu  ManliDg  wa> 
isb  and  far  tram  happy.  8he  had  been  conwtoua  for 
a  year  that  her  power  uvcr  young  Mr.  Van  Dorn  ww  1 
or  tliiit  her  i-harms  were  waning,  nr  that  nmatuhiot  wt 
pcuiriK  to  clo)(  or  cloy  her  rumuioe.  (>n  •  certaii 
Qioruiu^'  Hlie  had  sat  indttstrioiuly  writinu,  "WImo 
course  of  human  events,"  "When  in  the  coarae  of  I 
events  it  b«vm»«  ni-WMKary,"  "When  in  the  ecning  i 
man  pveot.t  it  bemuies  necesEwry  for  a  people  to  aepafi 
upon  her  typcwriu-r.  over  and  ovi-r  and  over  again, 
aha  Itnteneil  to  Captain  Morton  (telling  young  Mr.  Via 
a  pali'nt  churn,  and  from  the  wiiikH  and  mxts  and  d 
and  mideex  lh«  Taptain  dixtrilmtetl  ihrougta  hn  cam 
was  obvious  to  Misa  Mauling  that  alfaira  in  eertain  qi 
had  reached  a  point. 

That  evening  at  Brotherton's   Anien   corner.  wh« 
Itay  young   Mades  of   the   village   were   gather^ — O 
Morton  decided  that  as  eourt  herald  of  ihe  eomninn 
ahmiM  pmelaim  the  banns  lietween  Thomas  Van  Dof 
Laura  Ncsbit,     Naturally  he  desired  a  proper  «itm 
the  eotivenation   for  hia  proelamatioo.  but  witb  II 
laating  ting-alitig  and  tym-ty-tnm  of  Nntltan  IVrry'a 
lin  and  tbe  jangling  accompaniment  of  Mnrty'a  mi 
opening  for  the  eourt  herald  was  not  co-iy.     Grant 
wBHftitliDgat  Iheopprwitoendofthe  bench  from  the  Ci 
dern  in  one  of  Mr.  IIr(itherli>n*K  paper  hound  bnok»— 
"Tbe  SloikfR  of  Venice,"  and  >'Diuig  Joe  Calvin  Radlj 
tag  hit  ftnt  atofcy.  though  atill  in  bin  knickerboAer 
gmdilr  fuMlfng  his  eyes  upon  a  eopy  of  the  pink 
OateHs  hanging  upon  a  rank  abovi-  the  enunler. 
Feiin   and   Mr.   Brolherton  werp   lounging  ov<?r  tlit 
cane,  dneiMxinir  nattera  of  state  as  the>-  affeeted  k 
attorney  and  a  mayor,  when  the  Captain,  eleanug  hb 
addreMh'd  Mr.  BrotbeHon  ihuK: 

"t^eiirve — I  Bold  two  pntent  ehnma  to  two  bridM 
tonlny — eh  I"     As  the  muiiie  irtopped  the  Captain,  1 
at  Henry  Penn.  added   rrflertively:    "liet  you  |i 
0«Drga,  jroQ  cant  mune  tbe  other  one— what  myV 
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md  the  Captain  todc  up  his  solo.  *'Well — ^it*8  this- 
:  I  see  what  I  see  next  door.  And  I  hear  what  my 
vy.  So  this  morning  I  sashays  around  the  yard  till 
to  a  certain  young  lady  a  standing  by  the  yaller  rose 
lezt  to  our  line  fence  and  I  says:  'Good  morning 
1^'  I  sa>-s,  'from  what  I  see  and  hear  and  cogitate/  I 
il  s  getting  about  time  for  you  to  join  my  list  of 
r  cuatomers.'  And  she  kind  of  laughs  like  a  Swiss 
geer  8  chime — the  way  she  laughs;  and  she  pretended 
In't  understand*  So  I  broadens  out  and  says,  'I  sold 
KoUander  her  first  patent  rocker  the  day  she  came 
n  to  beiein  housekeeping  with.  I  sold  your  pa  and 
latant  gate  before  they  had  a  fence.  I  sold  Joe  Cal- 
voman  her  first  apple  corer,  and  I  started  Ahab 
t  up  in  housdceeping  by  selling  him  a  Peerless  cooker. 
dd  household  necessities  to  every  one  of  the  Mrs. 
8*  and  V  fi^O'f  madam/  I  says,  'next  to  the  probate 
md  the  preacher,  I'm  about  the  first  neccKnity  of  a 
marriage  in  this  man*s  town/  1  says,  'and  it  looks 
'  1  saysy  *it  certainly  looks  to  me — '  And  I  laughs 
«  langls»  all  redded  up  and  asts:  'Well,  what  are 
lling  this  spring.  Captain t'  And  I  says,  'The  Ap- 
ox  ehurn/  and  then  one  word  brou^rht  on  another 
e  says  tinally,  'You  just  tell  Tom  to  buy  one  for  the 
'  our  Lares  and  Penates,'  though  1  got  the  last  word 
and  tried  to  sell  him  Lares  and  spuds  and  then  Laros 
urphies  before  he  got  what  I  was  drivin'  at.  But  I 
ily  Mild  the  other  bridogrm^m,  Henry — ehf " 
ilenee  greeted  the  Captain  s  remarks.  In  it  the 
s  of  Venii-e"  prew  bleak  and  cold  for  Grant  Adams, 
e  and  walked  rather  aimlessly  toward  the  water  cooler 
rear  of  the  store  and  gulped  down  two  eups  of  water, 
he  eame  back  to  the  bench  the  group  there  was  btisy 
:he  Captain's  news.  But  the  niusu*  did  not  start 
3Iorty  Sands  sat  starinir  into  the  pearl  inlaid  ring 
I  the  hole  in  his  mandolin,  and  his  ehin  trembled. 
Ik  drifted  away  from  the  Captain's  announcement  in 
lent,  and  Morty  saw  (Srant  Adams  standing  by  the 
looking  through  a  window  into  the  street.  Grant 
1  a  tower  of  strength.    For  a  few  minutes  Morty  tried 
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to  restore  his  soul  by  tliramminf;  a  tune — a  awe 
little  tuue,  whose  words  kept  dinging  in  his  head : 
''Love  cuines  like  a  summer  b 


But  that  onl/  unsteadied  his  chin  further.  So 
his  mandolin  under  bis  arm,  and  moved  rather 
over  to  Grant  Adama.  To  &Iorty,  Grant  Adi 
though  half  a  dozen  years  his  junior,  represented  ( 
and  fellowship.  As  ^lorty  rose  Grant  stepped  th 
open  door  into  tbe  street  and  stood  on  the  curb.  U 
tiptoeing  up  to  the  great  rawboned  youth  and  wbi 

"Grant— Grant — I'm  so — so  damned  nnhap 
don't  mind  my  telling  you — do  youT"  Grant  fel 
of  his  cousin  tighten  around  his  own  arm.  Gra 
at  the  stars,  and  Morty  gazed  at  the  curb ;  preaentl; 
a  deep  sigh  and  said:  "Thank  you,  Grant"  H 
his  hold  of  the  boy's  arm  and  wullced  away  with 


CHAPTEB  IX 

[N    HENBT   FENN   MAKES  AN  INTEBESTIKQ  EXPEBIMSNT 

rHE  formal  announcement  of  the  engagement  of  Laura 
Neibit  and  Thomas  Van  Dom  came  when  Mrs.  Nes- 
bit  began  tearing  out  the  old  floors  on  the  second 
of  the  Nesbit  home  and  replacing  them  with  hard- 
fbors.  Having  the  carpenters  handy  she  added  a 
tower  with  which  to  impress  the  Schenectady  Van 
with  the  importance  of  the  Maryland  Satterthwaites. 
Ada  architectural  outburst  the  town  read  the  news  of  the 
ent.  The  town  was  so  moved  by  the  news  that 
Hilda  Herdicker  was  able  to  sell  to  the  young  women 
millinery  suzerainty  sixty-three  hats,  which  had  been 
jkred  ''especially  for  Laura  Nesbit/'  at  prices  ranging 
■n  $2.00  to  $57.  Each  hat  was  carefully,  indeed  fur- 
Mr,  brought  from  under  the  counter,  or  from  the  back 
nm  of  the  shop  or  from  a  box  on  a  high  shelf  and  secretly 
kh:ted  and  sold  with  injunctions  that  the  Nesbits  must 
a  ^-?  told  what  Mrs.  Herdicker  had  done.  One  of  those 
Kft  was  in  reach  of  Violet  Mauling's  humble  twenty  d<>l- 
f%'  Poor  Violet  was  having  a  sad  time  in  those  days. 
»  raiidy.  no  soda  water,  no  ice  cream,  no  flowers ;  no  bug^'v 
A».  however  clandestine,  nor  fervid  glanees — not  hint:  but 
Vd  work  was  her  unhappy  lot  and  an  occasional  clash 
Ui  Mr.  Brotherton.  Thus  the  morning  after  the  newly 
bded  Mayor  had  heard  the  formal  announcement  of  the 
tpzement,  he  hurried  to  the  offices  of  Calvin  &  Van  Dorn 
Iconjrratulate  his  friend: 
'Hello.  Maudie,"  said  Mr.  Brotherton.  'Oh,  it  isn't 
well  then.  Trilby,  tell  Mr.  Van  Dorn  the  handsome 
an  has  came.** 
Hearing  Brotherton  *s  noise  Van  Dom  appeared,  to  sum- 
m  km  guest  to  the  private  office. 
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"Wei!,  you  lucky  old  dogl"  was  Mr.  Brolhcrtoa '■ 
inir.     "Welt,  say — this  is  his  honor,  the  Mayor,  come 
collect  your  dog  taxi     Well,  sajl"     Aa  he  walked 
office  all  the  KCcrct  Kooiety  pins  and  cnarnui  and  i 
the  Shrinera'  charm,  the  Odd  Fellows'  links,  the  Wt 
ax.  the  Elks'  tooth,  tlie  Mawins'  wiuare  and  conipa 
Kiiifrhtn  Templani'  anna,  were  glistCDing  upon  hia 
front  like  a  miMaio  of  jewels! 

Mr.  Brotherton  nhuok  hia  friend  "k  hanil,  repeatia 
and  over,  "Well.  »iay — "  After  the  eongratulatoi; 
inony  was  finished  Mr.  Brotherton  cried,  "Vou  old 
drel — I'd  mther  have  your  luck  than  a  licen*e 
a  mint!*'  Then  with  an  ej'c  to  buGinena,  be  aug 
"I'll  just  about  open  a  box  of  ten  centers  dnwn  at  t^ 
of  the  letters  and  arts  for  you  when  the  boys  drop  an 
He  backed  out  of  the  room  still  shaking  Mr.  Van 
band,  and  still  roaring,  "Well.  Hay!"  In  the  oati 
be  waved  a  gracious  hand  at  Miss  Mauliug  and 
"Three  sugars,  please,  Hndie — Ibut  will  do  for  cp 
went  laughing  his  seiamie  laugh  down  the  stairs. 

That  evening  the  cigar  box  stood  on  the  counter  ia 
ertoo'a  store.  It  was  wreallted  in  smtlax  like  a  vo) 
feting  and  on  a  card  Itaek  of  the  box  Mr.  Brotfaert 
written  theae  piooa  worda: 

"la  loving  iiMmi>r7  <>(  tlw  late  Tom  Van  Dun 

For  li«r«.  kiad  (rirndn.  w>  all  niul  lie; 
T^im,  RlnDor,  turn  Iwfun-  ye  dUI 
Tnht  tmr." 

SeeJDg  the  box  in  the  cloister  and  the  brotberiiood 
bl«d  opoD  the  walnut  bench  Dr.  Ncsbit,  who  can 
a   politiea]  errand,  sniffed,   and   turned   to   Amoi 
"Well,  Amos,"  piped  the  Doctor,  "how's  LincolD  tl 
ningt" 

The  editor  looked  up  amiably  at  the  pudgy, 
figure  nf  the  Doctor,  and  replied  casually  though  M 
"Well,  Doe  Jim,  I  couldn  t  arem  to  get  LinBola' 
Bat  I  did  hav»  a  nice  chat  with  Beecher  laBt  vi^- 
mid:    'Yoor  friead.  l>r.  Neabit,  I  obaerre,  ii  b  lov 
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■frogttionalist. '  And  when  I  asked  what  he  meant 
■^replied,  'High  church  Congregationalists  believe  in 
V  England;  low  church  Congregationalists  believe  in 
d!'  SMinds  like  him — I  could  just  see  him  twitching  his 
I  ind  twinkling  his  eyes  when  it  came ! ' '    Captain  Mor- 

looked  suspiciously  over  his  steel-bowed  glasses  to  say 
Hj: 

T  gory,  Amos — that  thing  will  get  you  yet — ^what  say  T" 
ibd,  turning  for  confirmation  to  the  Doctor. 
BOi  Adams  smiled  gently  at  the  Captain,  but  addressod 
Doctor  eagerly,  as  one  more  capable  of  understanding 
n% occult:  ** And  111  tell  you  another  thing — Mr.  Left 
■ling  regularly  now." 
Mr.  Leftt"  sniflFed  the  Captain. 

Yes,^'  explained  the  editor  carefully,  "I  was  telling 
Doctor  last  week  that  if  I  go  into  a  dark  room  and 
Ifold  myself  and  put  a  pencil  in  my  left  hand,  a 
nol  who  calLs  himself  Mr.  Left  comes  and  writes  nies- 
jfrora  the  Other  Side.*' 

Kny  more  sense  to  'em  than  your  crazy  planchetteT" 
ed  Captain  Morton. 

e  editor  closed  his  eyes  in  triumph.  **Read  our  edito- 
his  week  on  President  Cleveland  and  the  Money  Powit  '/  * ' 
^kttl.  The  Captain  nodded.  '*Mr.  I^ft  got  it  with- 
he  scratch  of  a  *t'  or  the  dot  of  an  *i'  from  Samuel  J. 
n  "  He  opened  his  eyes  to  catch  the  astonishment  of 
isteners. 
InrnphI'*  snorted  the  Doctor  in  his  high,  thin  voice, 

Tilden  seems  to  have  got  terribly  chummy  with  Karl 

in  the  last  two  years." 

iVlK  I  didn*t  write  it,  and  Mary  sa>'S  it  s  not  even  like 
andwrite.  And  that  reminds  me.  Doctor,  I  >rot  to  jret 
rescription  filled  a^ain.     That  tonic  you  give  her  sooms 

kind  of  wearing  off.    The   baby  you   know — "   he 
eil  a  moment  vaguely.    ** Someway  sho  doesn't  seem 

ly  the  Doctor  cauirht  Grant's  troubled  look. 
^  Doctor  snapped  his  watch,  and  liH>kod  at  Brothor- 
Tbe  Doctor  was  not  the  man  to  loaf  long  of  an  autumn 
ig  before  any  election,  and  he  tunuHl  to  Amos  and 
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■aid:  "All  right,  Amos — we'll  fix  up  something  for  Mm 
a  little  later.  Now.  George — get  out  that  Fourth  Vim 
voters'  list  and  let 'a  get  to  work ! "  ' 

The  group  turued  to  the  openiiig  door  and  saw  Uo^ 
Fenu,  resplendent  in  a  high  silk  hat  aud  a  conspicooM^ 
Sunday  best  eiiit,  which  advertised  his  condition,  stuidiai 
in  the  open  door.  "Uood  oveniiig,  gentlemen,"  bs  tik 
slowly.  ' 

A  look  of  common  recognition  of  Fenn's  cane  P^^H 
around  the  group  in  the  eorner.  Fenu  saw  the  look  hI 
eame  in.  lie  was  walking  painfully  straight.  "I  tnay,"  I 
said,  lapaing  into  the  poetry  that  came  welling  fnita  H 
memory  and  marked  him  for  a  dniuken  fool,  "1  mAj*,' 
openine  his  ardent  even  and  glaiieing  affectionately  aboal 
"have  been  toying  with  'lucent  Hynips  linct  with  eiaoanM 
and  my  fi>et  may  be  'uncertain,  coy  and  hard  to  pleMe,*! 
be  grinned  with  wide  amiability,  "but  my  head  is  el«ar| 
a  bell."  His  eyes  flashed  nervously  about  the  shop,  rMtii| 
upon  nothing,  seeing  eTcrything.     He  spied  Grant,  "li<BI 
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• 

mmelfy"  and  Fenn  wagged  a  drunken  head,  ''Tom's  devii 
■n't  dead,  she  sleepeth,  that's  what  she  does.  The  maiden 
ii  not  dead  she  sleepeth,  and  some  day  she'll  wake  up  and 
Bnn  Tom's  love  affair  will  be  where  my  love  affair  is." 
His  eyes  met  the  doctor's.  Fenn  sighed  and  laughed  fatu- 
ndy  and  then  he  straightened  up  and  said:  ''Mr.  George 
Brotherton,  most  worshipful  master,  Senior  Warden,  Grand 
High  Potentate,  Keeper  of  the  Records  and  Seals — ^hear  me. 
I^  going  out  to  No.  826  Congress  Street  to  see  the  fairest 
■f  ber  sex — ^the  fairest  of  her  sex."  Then  he  smiled  like 
ttie  flash  of  a  burning  soul  and  continued : 

"'The  cold,  the  changed,  perchance  the  dead  anew. 
The  mourned,  the  loved,  the  lost/" 

And  sighing  a  deep  sigh^  and  again  waving  his  silk  hat 
in  a  profound  bow,  he  was  gone.  The  group  in  the  store  saw 
turn  step  lightly  into  a  waiting  hack,  and  drive  away  out  of 
their  reach.  Brotherton  stood  at  the  door  and  watched  the 
earriage  turn  off  Market  Street,  then  came  back,  shaking  a 
■oiTowful  head.  He  looked  up  at  the  Doctor  and  said: 
"She's  bluffing — say.  Doctor,  you  know  her,  what  do  you 
think?" 

'* Bluffing,"  returned  the  Doctor  absently,  then  added 
quickly:  "Come  now,  George,  get  your  voters'  list!  It  s 
getting  late!" 

George  Brotherton  looked  blankly  at  the  group.  In  every 
fwc  but  the  Doctor's  a  genuine  sorrow  for  their  friend  was 
narked.  "Doc,"  Brotherton  began  apologetically,  **I  guess 
m  just  have  to  get  you  to  let  me  off  to-night ! "  He  hesi- 
tated ;  then  as  he  saw  the  company  around  him  backing  him 
up,  "Why,  Doc,  the  way  I  feel  right  now  I  don't  care  if 
the  whole  county  ticket  is  licked!  I  can't  work  to-night, 
Doc— I  just  can't!" 

The  Doctor's  face  as  he  listened,  chanpred.  It  was  as 
though  another  soul  had  come  upon  the  deck  of  his  coun- 
tenance. He  answered  softly  in  his  piping  voice,  "No  man 
wnld,  George — after  that!"  Then  turning  to  Grant  the 
Doctor  said  gently,  as  one  reminded  of  a  forgotten  purpose : 

'•Come  along  with  me,  Grant."  They  mounted  the  stairs 
to  the  Doctor's  ofBce  and  when  the  door  was  closed  Wife  \>Q<i.- 
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tor  motioned  Grant  to  a  chair  and  plpttd  sharply:  ' 
KeuyOQ  is  wearing  your  mother 'a  life  out,  I've  ju 
down  to  see  her.  Look  hore,  (Iraiit,  1  want  to  knon 
Margaret  T  Dum  the  ever  cuine  to  aee  you  f olk»— Ja 
afae  treat  KenyunT" 

LfOoking  at  the  floor,  Grant  answered  slowly,  *'T( 
rode  down  on  her  wht-el  on  hi»  fimt  birthday — alij 
when  we  were  all  out  but  mother,  and  crif^  and  1 
about  her  poor  child,  mother  said,  and  left  bim  a 
little  knit  Blippem.  And  she  wrote  him  a  birthd 
the  Keoond  time,  but  wc  didn't  hear  from  hirr  tbii 
He  pauHed.  "8he  never  looks  at  him  on  the  Rtn 
ahe'»  ji»t  about  quit  speukine  to  me.  But  last  wtn 
came  down  and  oried  around  one  afternoon.  Motl 
for  her,  I  think." 

"WhyT"  avked  the  Doctor  quickly. 

"Well."  hotitatiHl  Grant,  "it  wax  when  tootlwr  i 
taken  Mi>k.  I  think  father  and  mother  tfaoufcfat  mayi 
gio  might  see  things  dilTercnt— well,  about  Keayon 
stop[>ed. 

"Maggie  and  yout"  prompted  the  Doctor. 

"Well.  Komething  like  that,  perhaps,"  replied  th« 

The  r>oetur  pushed  baek  in  \i\»  ehair  abruptly  I 
in  shrilly,  "They  Ntill  think  you  and  MBrgar(*t  ahouU 
on  account  of  Keiiyon  T "  Grant  nodded.  "Do  you 
marry  herl"  The  Doctor  leaned  forward  in  hii 
watchtng  the  boy.  The  Doctor  kaw  the  llaah  of  n 
that  Kpread  over  the  youth's  faee  before  Grant  raJ 
head,  and  met  the  Doctor's  keen  gaze  and  answered  | 
"I  would  if  it  waa  best." 

"WHi,"  th«  Doctor  returned  as  if  to  htnuelt.  ' 
pose  «o. "  To  the  younffcr  man,  he  said:  "Rri 
wouldn't  marry  you.  She  is  after  bijrger  gatqe. 
aa  rrforming  Ilcnry  Kcnn's  eoneonieU.  shc'a  blufl 
docMi't  interest  her  any  ntorc  tluui  Ken\'un'a  laC 
Bother, ' ' 

The  Doctor  rose  and  Grant  saw  that  the  interr] 
over.  The  Doctor  left  the  youth  at  the  foot  of  tbe  « 
and  wrnt  out  into  the  autumn  night,  where  th«  stai 
blink  at  all  hia  wisdom.    Though  be,  poor  man,  did  n 
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jBit  they  were  winking.  For  often  men  who  know  good 
bvnen  and  love  them  well,  are  as  unjust  to  weak  women  as 
■en  are  who  know  only  those  women  who  are  frail, 
r  That  night  Margaret  Miiller  sat  on  the  porch,  where  Henry 
^ieon  left  her,  considering  her  problem.  Now  this  problem 
1^  not  remotely  concern  the  Adamses — ^nor  even  Kenyon 
aAdama.  Margaret  Miiller 's  problem  was  centered  in  Henry 
ttan.  County  Attorney  of  Greeley  County ;  Henry  Fenn,  who 
lid  visited  her  gorgeously  drunk;  Henry  Fenn  on  whose 
jbndaome  shoulder  she  had  enjoyed  rather  keenly  shedding 
tane  virtuous  tears  in  chiding  him  for  his  broken  promise. 
Tet  she  knew  that  she  would  take  him  back.  And  she  knew 
fttt  he  knew  that  he  might  come  back.  For  she  had  moved 
hr  forward  in  the  siege  of  Harvey.  She  was  well  within 
tte  walls  of  the  beleaguered  city,  and  was  planning  for  the 
lar^r  siege  of  life  and  destiny. 

About  all  there  is  in  life  is  one's  fundamental  choice  be- 
tween the  spiritual  and  the  material.  After  that  choice 
m  made,  the  die  of  life  is  cast.  Events  play  upon  that 
eboice  their  curious  pattern,  bringinjr  such  griefs  and  joys, 
such  calamities  and  winnings  as  every  life  must  have.  For 
that  choice  makes  character,  and  character  makes  happiness. 
Margaret  Miiller  sitting  there  in  the  night  long  after  the 
last  step  of  Henry  Fenn  had  died  away,  thought  of  her 
bver's  arms,  remembered  her  lover  s  lips,  but  clearer  and 
iDore  moving  than  these  vain  things,  her  mind  showed  her 
iriiat  his  hands  could  bring  her  and  if  her  soul  waved  a  duty 
lignal,  for  the  salvation  of  Henry  Fenn,  she  shut  her  eyes 
to  the  signal  and  hurried  into  the  house. 

She  was  one  of  God's  miracles  of  beauty  the  next  day  as 
Ae  passed  Grant  Adams  on  the  street,  with  his  carpenter's 
box  on  his  arm,  going  from  the  mine  shaft  to  do  some  work 
k  the  oflSce  of  the  attorney  for  the  mines.  She  barely  nod- 
ded to  Grant,  yet  the  radiance  of  her  beauty  made  him  turn 
kis  head  to  gaze  at  her.  Doctor  Nesbit  did  that,  and  Captain 
Morton,  and  Dick  Bowman, — even  John  Kollander  turned, 
patting  up  his  ear  trumpet  as  if  to  hear  the  glory  of  her 
presence;  the  whole  street  turned  after  her  as  though  some 
Ugh  wind  had  blown  human  heads  backward  when  she 
paned.    They  saw  a  lithe,  exquisite  animal  figure,  poised 
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stronglj  <m  her  feet^  walking  as  in  the  Tciy  pride  of 
radiating  charms  consciously,  bat  with  all  the  grace  i 
flower  in  the  breeze.  Her  bright  eyes,  her  buhmi  of  i 
hair,  her  dimpled  face  and  neck,  her  lips  that  flaaied  i 
the  joy  of  life,  the  enchantment  of  her  whole  body,  «a 
complete  a  thing  that  morning,  that  she  might  well  1 
told  her  story  to  the  world.  The  little  Doctor  knew  i 
her  answer  to  Henry  Fenn  had  been  and  always  would 
He  knew  as  well  as  though  she  had  told  him.  In  ipiti 
himself,  his  heart  melted  a  little  and  he  had  eonseioai^ 
stop  arguinfr  with  himself  that  she  had  done  the  wise  thi 
that  to  throw  Henry  over  would  only  hasten  an  end,  vl 
her  powerful  personality  might  finally  avert.  But  Gel 
Brotherton — when  he  saw  the  light  in  her  qres,  was 
In  the  core  of  him,  because  he  loved  his  friend,  he  k 
what  had  happened  to  that  friend.  He  was  sad  ssd 
resentful,  vaguely  and  without  reason,  at  the  mien  and  I 
izig  of  Manraret  Miillor  as  she  went  to  her  work  that  m 
inpr. 

Brotlierton  rempmbored  her  an  hour  later  when,  in 
baok  part  of  the  bookstore  Henry  Peun  sat,  jaded,  hagg 
and  with  his  dull  faee  drawn  with  remorse, — a  burned 
sky  nx'ket.  Brotherton  was  busy  with  his  customers, 
in  u  lull,  and  between  sales  as  the  trade  passed  in  and 
they  talked.  Sometimes  a  customer  coming  in  would 
terriipt  them,  but  the  talk  went  on  as  trade  flowed  by. 
ran  tfuis: 

••Vi»s.  iJport'e.  luit  it's  my  salvation.     She's  the  only 
ehnr  1  liavf  mi  «'arlh.'* 

**!iut  shr  didn't  hold  voii  vestenlav." 

'•1  knnw.  hilt  <i(h1,  (iropL't',  it  wjui  terrific,  the  way 
thiiiL'  trrahlu'd  me  yesterday.     \Ui\  it's  all  pone  now." 

••1   kiK^w,   lli'iirj'.  but   it   will  eome  !)ack^»an't  yi»u 
what  viiu'II  l»e  doiup  to  Ii«t?" 

FiMin.  ^'ray  of  far*',  witli  his  straitrht,  etdorless  hair, 
his  Ktarini:  evfs.  witli  his  listlt'ss  fnrm,  sat  head  in  hi 
ga/mc  at  tht*  tl(N»r.  Me  ditl  not  look  up  as  he  rep 
•Miwirire.  I  just  ean't  jrive  her  up.  I  won't  give  her  \ 
he  *'rifd  **1  believe.  aft«T  the  depths  of  love  slie  she 
nie  in  her  muil  litst  ni^rht.  I  'd  take  her.  if  I  knew*  I  was  ta 
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bth  to  helL  Just  let  me  have  a  home,  C(eorge, — and  her 
!  duldren — George,  I  know  children  would  hold  me— 
of  ehildren — ^I  can  make  money.  I  've  got  money — all 
ed  to  marry  on,  and  we'll  have  a  home  and  children  and 
will  hold  me — ^keep  me  up. ' ' 

I  Volume  XXI  of  the  *'Pliychidogical  Society's  Publica- 
i»"  page  374,  will  be  found  a  part  of  the  observations 
Ifr  LdFt»''  together  with  copious  notes  upon  the  Adams 

by  an  eminent  authority.  The  excerpt  herewith 
lad  it  attributed  by  Mr.  Left  to  Darwin  or  Huxley  or 
qia  one  of  the  Brownings — ^it  is  unimportant  to  note 
vhieh  one,  for  Mr.  Left  gleaned  from  a  wide  circle  of 
leeta.    The  interesting  tUng  is  that  about  the  time 

love  aflEairs  we  are  considering  were  brewing,  Mr. 
wrote:  **If  the  natural  selection  of  love  is  the  triumph 
olatiQii  oa  this  planet,  if  the  free  choice  of  youth  and 
HL  unhampered  by  class  or  nationality,  or  wealth,  or 
If  parental  int^ierence,  or  thought  of  material  advan- 
ii  the  greatest  step  taken  by  life  since  it  came  mys- 
lily  into  this  earth,  how  much  of  the  importance  of 
amral  selection  of  youth  in  love  han^^  upon  full  and 
iccff«  to  all  the  data  necessary  for  choice." 
lat  irony  was  in  the  free  choice  of  these  lovers  here  in 
ey  that  day  when  Mr.  Left  wrote  this.  What  did 
r  Penn  know  of  the  heart  or  the  soul  of  the  woman  he 
df  What  did  Laura  Nesbit  know  of  her  lover  and 
did  be  know  of  hert  They  all  four  walked  bliiul- 
L  Free  choice  for  them  was  as  remote  and  impus- 
la  it  would  have  been  if  tiiey  had  been  auctioned  into 


CHAPTEE  X 

IN  WHICH   MABY  ADAMS  TAKB8  A  MUCH  VEBUKD 

THE  changing  seasons  moved  fn«i  antomn  to 
from  winter  to  spring.    One  pray,  wet  MaMh 
Grant  Adams  stood  by  the  counter  asking  Mr. 
erton  to  send  to  the  city  for  roses. 

"White  roses,   a  dozen  white  roses.''    Mr.  B: 
turned  his  broad  back  as  he  wrote  the  order,  and 
gently:    "They'll  be  down  on  No.  11  to-night»  Grant,; 
send  'em  right  out." 

As  Grant  Kt4K>d  hesitating,  ready  to  go,  but  dreading  I 
street,  Dr.  Nt^shit  came  in.  He  pressed  the  youth's  hii 
aii<l  did  not  speak.  He  bought  his  tobacco  and  stood  etaj 
ing  his  pipe.  **(V)uM  your  father  sleep  any  after — ^wl| 
I  left,  (Jrant  ?"  askfd  the  Doctor. 

The  yountr  man  sh(M»k  his  head.  "Mrs.  Xesbit  is  i 
there,  isn't  she?"  the  I)o<»lor  disked  again. 

**YeK,'*  repli(>(l  the  youth,  '*she  and  Laura  eame  oat  I 
fore  we  ha<l  hn-akfast.     AimI  Mrs.  Dexter  is  there." 

**Has  any  one  els«»  eome?"  aske<l  the  I)(H»tor,  looking  1 
sharply  from  liis  pipe,  and  added,  *'l  sent  word  to  Ml 
guret  Mil  Her." 

(■rant  shook  his  head  and  the  Doctor  left  the  shop,  i 
th:*  doomay  hr  met  Captain  Morton,  and  seemed  to  I 
tellinjr  him' the  n<*ws,  for  the  (*aptain*s  face  showed  ll 
sorn»w  iuid  roneern  that  he  fflt.  He  hurrieil  in  and  til 
Grant's  hand  and  h«'ld  it  afTertioiuitrly. 

'Mtnmt,  your  nuither  wils  with  my  wife  her  last  niglitl 
earth;  I  wish  I  eould  help  you,  son.  1*11  run  right  dM 
to  your  father  " 

And  the  (*aptain  left  in  the  corner  of  the  store  the 
of  a  patent  c<tftve  |M>t  he  was  luindling  at  the  time  M 
went  awi^  without  his  morning  paper.    Mr.   Van  Dl 

OS 
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in,  picked  up  his  paper,  snipped  off  the  end  of  his 
at  the  machine,  lighted  the  cigar,  considered  his  fine 
est  a  moment,  adjusted  his  soft  hat  at  a  proper  angle, 
d  up  his  tie,  and  seeing  the  youth,  said:  ''Bj  (}eorge, 
g  man,  this  is  sad  news  I  hear;  give  the  good  father 
ympathy.    Too  bad." 

ben  Grant  went  home,  the  silence  of  death  hung  over 

little  bouse,  in  spite  of  the  bustling  of  Mrs.  Nesbit. 

Grant  sat  outside  on  a  stone  by  his  father  under  the 

the  bouse  the  prattle  of  the  child  with  the  women  made 
bouse  seem  pitifully  lonesome.  Jasper  was  expressing 
DfTow  by  chopping  wood  down  in  the  timber.  Jasper 
in  odd  dieep  in  the  flock ;  he  was  a  Sands  after  Daniel's 
heart.  So  Grant  and  his  father  sat  together  mourning 
lenee.  Finally  the  father  drew  in  a  deep  broken  breath, 
spoke  with  his  eyes  on  the  ground : 
These  also  died  in  the  faith,  without  having  received 
promise!'  "  Then  he  lifted  up  his  face  and  mourned, 
jy — Mary — "  and  again,  '*0h,  Mary,  we  need — " 
child's  voice  inside  the  house  calling  fretfully,  ''Mother! 
ler!"  came  to  the  two  and  brought  a  quick  cramp  to 
>lder  man's  throat  and  tears  to  his  eyes.  Finally,  Amos 
id  voice  to  say : 

I  was  thinking  how  we — ^you  and  I  and  Jasper  need 
ler!  But  our  need  is  as  nothing  compared  with  the 
r'a  Poor — lonely  little  thing!  I  don't  know  what  to 
or  him.  Grant."  He  turned  to  his  son  helplessly. 
lEiin  the  little  voice  was  lifted,  and  Laura  Nesbit  could 
nrd  hushing  the  child  s  complaint.  Not  looking  at  his 
tr.  Grant  spoke:    ''Dr.  Nesbit  said  he  had  let  Margaret 

he  father  shook  his  head  and  returned,  ''I  presumed  he 
id!"  He  looked  into  his  son's  face  and  said:  ''Maggie 
at  aee  things  as  we  do,  son.  But,  oh — what  can  we 
And  the  little  fellow  needs  her — needs  some  one,  who 
hft  him  and  take  care  of  him.  Oh.  Mary — Mary — "  he 
I  from  his  bewildered  heart.  "Be  with  us,  Mar>%  and 
r  u  what  to  do!'* 
rant  roae,  went  into  the  house,  bundled  up  Kenyon  and 
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between  showers  carried  him  and  walked  with  him  thn 
the  bleak  woods  of  March,  where  the  red  bird  s  jojaai  i 
only  cut  into  his  heart  and  made  the  youn^r  man  prea  d 
to  him  the  little  form  that  snuggled  in  his  anna. 

At  night  Jasper  went  to  his  room  above  the  kitchen 
th(*  futluT  turned  to  his  lonely  bed.  In  the  cold  parlor  1 
Adams  lay.  Grant  sat  in  the  kitchen  by  the  stove,  pra 
to  his  face  his  mother's  apron,  only  three  da>«  before 
hanging  by  her  own  hands  on  the  kitchen  door,  lie  e 
to  this  last  touch  of  Iior  fingers,  thnnitih  the  long  night, 
as  he  sat  there  his  heart  filled  with  a  blind,  vague,  nuhfi 
potent  purpose  to  take  his  mother's  place  with  Ken 
From  time  to  time  he  rose  to  put  wrxxl  in  the  stove,  ba 
ways  when  he  went  back  to  his  chair,  and  stroked  the  a| 
with  his  face,  the  baby  se(*med  to  be  clinging  to  him. 
thought  of  till*  little  hinids  forever  tugging  at  her  a{ 
rufked  him  with  sobs  huig  after  his  tears  wore  gone. 

Ami  so  iis  iTspnij.sibility  rose  in  him  he  stepped  acroM 
bonltT  t'i'um  vitiitli  to  inanlio<Ml. 

T li cy  made  him  dn-ss  in  his  Sunday  In^st  the  next  mor 
and  he  whs  still  sa  <'losi*  to  that  l>orderland  of  boyhood 
he   was  stantling   alMiiit   tht*  yard   near   the   gate,   lou 
rather  lost  an<l  awkwaril  wIhmi  the  N\*sbiU  dnive  up 
K«'h\nri.   whom   they   hai.1   taken   fur  the   night.     When 
others  had  gnn«'  into  the  h(»usi'  the  Doctor  askinl: 

"Did  ^h«•  come.  Onuil?" 

The  vniith  lifted  liis  face  to  the  DiK'tor  and  l(¥)ked 
s<|uarfly  in  ihe  eye  as  man  to  man  ami  answered  shai 

.>o. 

Thf  Doi'tiir  ciK'ki'il  nn«>  eye  relleetively  and  said  sic 
•*So    -*'  and  «ln»ve  away. 

It    Wiis   iiiMi'ly   <li!^k   wh'-n   thi'    Aiiam«<es  came  back   1 
the  min'trry  tn   the  rmply   limine      Hut   a  bright    fire 
iMirniiiir  in  llif  kiti-iifn  ^t•lVl•  iuui  the  ki*ttle  wjts  boiling 
the  ixiiir  lit'  I'lHiii  eonkinir  in  thi'  oven  wa.*«  in  the  air.     Kei 
was  iiiuxiiiL:  liti'iilly  al>'»\it  tlie  rmut  riMim.     Mrs.  Dexter 
t|iii«*tly  »M'ttni;;  the  tahh*      A  inns   Aiiiinis  hnn^  up  his 
t(Nik   olT  his  e«>at,  aiiti   \%<'nt    to   his   rurkiT   hv   the  kit 
<i«Mir:  .l.is|».T  N.ii  stitlly  i!i  th»-  I'l'iiiT   rnorn.     <  J  rant  met 
Dexti-r  ni  the  iiinini;  roi-iii,  and  shr  saw  tii.it  the  child 
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){  the  young  man's  finger  and  she  heard  the  baby 
%  ** Mother — ^mother!  Grant,  I  want  mother  1''  with  a 
hre  little  cry,  over  and  over  again.  Grant  played  with 
ild,  bhowed  the  little  fellow  his  toys  and  tried  to  stop 
oeasant  call  of  '* Mother — mother — ^where's  mother!" 
t  the  boy's  eyes  filled,  lie  picked  up  the  child,  knock* 
8  own  new  bat  roughly  to  the  fioor.  He  drew  up  his 
drmightened  his  trembling  jaw,  batted  his  eyes  so  that 
>i8ture  left  them  and  said  to  his  father  in  a  hard,  low 
-a  man's  voice: 

m  going  to  Margaret;  she  must  help." 
IS  dark  when  he  came  to  town  and  walked  up  Congress 

with  the  little  one  snuggled  in  his  arms.  Just  be- 
le  arrived  at  the  house,  the  restless  child  had  asked 
k.  and  they  went  hand  in  hand  up  the  steps  of  the 
where  Margaret  Miiller  lived.    She  was  sitting  alone 

veranda — clearly  waiting  for  some  one,  and  when  she 
h'j  wan  coming  up  the  steps  she  rose  and  hurried  to 
4:r*^»tinp  them  on  the  very  threshold  of  the  veranda. 
aj»  whitt*  and  her  bosom  was  fluttering  as  she  asked  in 
e  whisper: 

bat  do  you  want — quick,  what  do  you  want?*' 
*iX(khI  before  (irant,  as  if  stopping  his  progress.     The 
»  plaintive  cry,  *' Mother — (irant,   I   want  mother!" 

jri»ff.  hut  in  a  great  question,  was  the  answer. 
i'*>ke<l  into  her  staring,  terror-stric'kon  eyes  until  thoy 
^i  and   for  a  moment   he  dominated   Iut.     Hnt   sjie 
ijairk  from  some  outpost  of  her  nature  with  ret*nf(»roe- 

't  out  of  here — get  out  of  here.  Don't  come  here  with 
:.ral — pet  out/'  she  snarled  in  a  whisper.  The  ehihl 
o  her.  plucked  her  skirts  and  cried,  **Mothor.  mother." 
pointeii  to  the  baby  and  broke  out:  *H)h.  Majrjrie — 
i  to  become  of  Kenyon  / — what  can  I  do  I  lie's  only 
D  now.  Oh,  Maggie,  won't  you  come?"  Ho  saw  fear 
nws  her  face  in  a  tense  sivond  before  she  answered. 
fear  left  and  she  crouehed  at  him  trembling,  red- 
fiping.  mouthed,  the  embodiment  «)f  determined  hate; 
?  the  child's  little  hands  away  from  her,  she  snapipeti: 
:  out  of  here! — leave!  <|uick!"     He  stood  stubbornly 


102  IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 

before  her  and  only  the  child's  voice  cryingy  ''Grant,  i 
I  want  to  go  home  to  mother/'  filled  the  ttlenee.  F 
she  spoke  again,  cutting  through  the  baby's  cmnplaini 
shall  never,  never,  never  take  that  child ;  I  loathe  him, 
hate  you  and  I  want  both  of  you  alwigm  to  keep  awaji 
me." 

Without  looking  at  her  again,  he  caught  up  the  tn 
child,  lifted  it  to  his  shoulder  and  walked  down  the 
As  they  turned  into  the  street  they  ran  into  Heniy 
who  in  his  free  choice  of  a  mate  was  hurrying  to  on 
he  thought  would  give  him  a  home — a  home  and  tM 
many  children  to  stand  between  him  and  his  own  in 
devil.    Henry  greeted  Grant: 

**Why,  boy — oh,  yes,  been  to  see  Maggiet    I  wii 
could  help  you,  Grant" 

And  from  the  veranda  came  a  sweet,  rich  vmee,  eq 

**Ye8,  Ilenry— do  you  know  where  they  can  get  a 
nurse  girlt" 


CHAPTEE  XI 


OCB  FOOL  GROPES  FOB  A  SPIRIT  AND  CAN  FIND  ONLY  DUST 


ENBT   FENN  and   Margaret   Miiller  sat   naming 
their  wedding  day,   while   Qrant   Adams   walked 
home  with  his  burden.     Henry  P^enn  had  been  fight- 
tluoagh  a  long  winter,  against  the  lust  for  liquor  tliat 
eonsoming   his   flesh.    At    times   it   seemed    to   him 
her  presence  as  he  fought  his  battle,  helped  him;  but 
were  phases  of  his  fight,  when  she  too  fashioned  her- 
in  his  imagination  as  a  temptress,  and  she  seemed  to  blow 
the  coals  that  were  searing  his  weak  flesh. 
At  such  times  he  was  taciturn,  and  went  about  his  day's 
one  who  is  busy  at  a  serious  task.     He  smiled  his 
»ie  smile,  he  played  his  man's  part  in  the  world  with- 
vhimpering,  and  fought  on  like  a  gentleman.    The  night 
Grant  and  the  child  at  the  steps  of  the  house  where 
lived,  he  had  called  to  set  the  day  for  their  mar- 
And  that  night  she  glowed  before  him  and  in  his 
like  a  very  brand  of  a  woman  blown  upon  by  some 
from  another  world.    When  he  left  her  his  throat 
parched  and  dry  and  his  lips  quivered  with  a  desire 
liquor  that  seemed  to  simmer  in  his  vitals.     But  he  set 
itpeUi,  and  ran  to  his  room,  and  locked  himself  in,  throw- 
the  key  out  of  the  window  into  the  yard.     He  .sat  sbiver- 
aod  whimpering  and  fighting,  by  turns  conquering  his 
and  panting  under  its  weight,  but  always  with  the  fig- 
and  face  of  his  beloved  in  his  eyes,  sometimes  beckoning 
to  fight  on,  sometimes  coaxing  him  to  yield  and  stop  the 
Bat  as  the  day  came  in  he  fell  asleep  with  one 
battle  to  his  credit. 

Harvey  for  many  years  Henry  Fenn's  name  was  a 

:  hat  the  pitying  angels  who  have  seen  him  fight  in 

\4§fB  of  his  strength  and  manhood — they  looked  at  llcnry 
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Frnn,  and  Uiuched  reverent  foreheads  iti  hU  tugb  iM 
Then  why  did  Uii^y  who  kuow  uur  bi^rU  m  well,  Ut 
blow  fall  upon  htm,  you  aide.  But  there  you  trmpam 
that  old  question  that  the  Doctor  and  Amu*  AaAiM 
thrashed  nut  an  long.  Han  man  a  trw  will,  or  hai  Um 
sion  of  timu  and  spaoc  wound  him  up  in  iu  pi 
t&ngle,  to  act  as  he  must  and  be  what  be  is  without  I 
or  ntsutanoe,  or  even  hope  of  a  pardon  t 

l>oetor  Nesbit  and  AmoH  Adams  were  trying  to  wli 
tnyittery  of  human  dixliny  at  the  gate  of  tho  Adann* 
the  day  after  the  funeral.  Amos  had  hiH  foot  on  tk 
of  the  Doctor's  bugffy  and  whs  ttaying:  '*But  Dootoi; 
yoo  see  that  it  itm't  all  material)  Suppose  tliat 
of  thfl  universe  does  affwt  every  othrr  atom,  m 
aeeutnnlated  effect  of  piut  action  holds  the  stan  is 
ooursea.  and  that  if  we  knew  what  hU  the  past  w»  we 
be  ^e  to  foretrll  the  future,  because  it  would  be 
matically  calculable — what  of  itt  That  does  not  pn»f< 
case,  man  1  Can't  you  ncc  that  in  free  will  anotbor 
enlcn* — the  Rpiritual,  if  you  pleaae,  that  is  not  «i 
to  Btumio  action  piut  or  prcMUitT"  Amos  smiled  dM 
ingly  and  added  sadly:  "Oot  that  last  iu«ht  fron  Sm 
baaer."  Tho  Doctor,  clearly  unawed  by 
broke  oot:  "Aye,  there  I  have  you,  Anoa.  Isn't 
■taller,  and  diieaa't  Ihe  brain  «^c^ct«  consciousoaa  f" 

"Does  tbia  baggy  secrete  distance,  Jimt  Go  loai 
ymx,  man."  Before  the  Doctor  could  reply,  aroitn 
aomer  of  the  bouae,  bringing  little  Kenyou  Adaua 
beat  bib  and  tucker,  came  the  lofty  figure  of  Mis.  ) 
With  her  came  faer  dautttater.  Then  up  spaike  Mra.  B 
Satterthwaite  Xmbit  of  the  Miir>'U"d  SatlerthwaitM,  * 
here,  Amoa  Adams — I  don't  care  what  you  aay,  Im 
to  take  Ihis  baby."  There  was  ttrong  emphaM  ofl 
"I'm."  and  she  went  on;  "  Yini  ean  have  him  tnvrx' 
and  Grant  can  take  care  of  Ibe  child  after  suppsr  irl 
eomea  boms  from  work.  But  every  morning  at  eight  I 
tog  to  have  this  baby."  Further  eniphaiiijt  upon  thi 
panon.  "I'm  not  going  to  see  a  child  turned 
Irirad  girl  all  day  and  me  with  a  bin  house  aod  no 
•  dangbtar  abont  to  marry  and  leave  ne  and  a  Im 
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L  if  I  needed  it,  which  thank  Heavens  I  don't''    She 

her  lipa  together  sternly,  and,  ''Not  a  word,  Amos 
jBtt«"  she  said  to  Amos,  who  had  not  opened  his  mouth. 
It  another  word.  Kenyou  will  be  home  at  bix  o  clock.'' 
be  put  the  child  into  the  Doctor's  submissive  arms — 
led  her  daughter  into  the  buggy,  and  when  she  had 
bed  in  herself,  she  glared  triumphantly  over  her  glasses 

above  her  Bomaii  nose,  as  she  said:  **Now,  Amos — 
*  some  sense.  Doctor, — go  on.*'  And  in  a  moment  the 
sy  was  spinning  up  the  hill  toward  the  town, 
bus  it  was  that  every  day,  rain  or  shine,  until  the  day 
ler  wedding,  Laura  Nesbit  drove  her  dog  cart  to  the 
mses  before  the  men  went  to  their  work  and  took  little 
yon  home  with  her  and  brought  him  back  in  the  evening. 
I  always  she  took  him  from  the  arms  of  Grant — Urant, 
leaded,  freckled,  blue-eyed,  who  was  harden ini;  into  man- 
i  and  premature  maturity  so  fast  that  he  did  not  realize 
change  that  it  made  in  his  face.  It  ^rew  set,  but  nut 
i,  a  woman's  tenderness  crept  into  the  features,  and 
I  that  tenderness  came  at  times  a  look  of  petulant  im- 
enee.  It  was  a  sad  face — a  sadly  fanatic  face — yet  one 
i  lighted  with  human  feeling  under  a  smile. 
itUe  by  little,  meeting  daily — often  meeting  morning  and 
ling,  liraut  and  Laura  established  a  homely,  wholesome, 
r>rtable  relation. 
TIC  evening  while  Laura  was  waiting  for  Tom  Van  I>>rii 

lirant  was  waiting  for  Kenyon  she  and  Grant  sitting 
a  the  veranda  steps  of  the  Nesbit  home,  hM)ked  into  the 
SM*.  wide  lawn  that  toppetl  the  hill  above  the  quiet  town. 
7  c«»uki  look  across  the  white  and  green  of  the  trees  and 
Mi^  across  the  prosperous,  solid,  nnl  root's  of  the  stone 

brick  stores  and  ofliees  on  Market  Street,  into  tin*  blaek 
kige  of  smoke  and  the  gray,  unpainted.  sprawl iii^^  rows 
il-kept  tenements  around  the  eual  mines,  that  was  South 
rxey.  They  eould  see  even  then  the  sky  stains  far  tlown 
Waiioo  Valley,  where  the  villages  of  Foley  and  ^^lagnus 

and  duplicated  the  ugliness  of  South  Harvey. 
it  drift  of  the  conversation  wjis  personal.     The  thoughts 
i>uth  are  larL^ely  personal.     The  universe  is  measured  by 
I  own  thumb  in  the  twenties.     '* Funny,  isn't  it,"  said 


I 
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Qnnt,  playing  with  «  honeysuckle  vine  that  climbed 
boude  him,  "1  i^uewi  I'm  the  oiily  one  of  the  vld  crowi 
is  outlawed  in  overalls.  There's  Freddie  KoUandci 
Nate  Perry  and  eouxio  Morty  and  Utile  Joe  Calvin,  : 
town  counter  jumping  or  working  in  offices.  The  gii 
ifetting  married.'  Uc  paused.  "But  as  fur  as  tbal 
I'ai  making  more  money  than  any  of  the  fellows!' 
paused  again  a  moment  and  added  as  he  vazed  muodil' 
llie  pillaxs  of  smuke  riiiitg  aliove  South  Uancy,  "O0 
I  'U  miaa  you  when  you  "re  gone — ' ' 

The    girl's    silvery    laugh    greeted    his    words. 
(Irani,"  ahe  said,  "where  do  you  think  I'm  guingT 
Tom  and   I   will  be  only  a  block   from  here — ^just 
on  Tenth  Street  in  the  Perrj-  lloosc." 

Grant  grinned  as  he  shook  his  head,  "Tou'rc  loi 
gone  forever,  just  the  same,  Mias  Oleraenline.  In 
threie  year*  I'll  probably  be  that  'red-headed  bom  car| 
in  the  mine — let  me  see,  what's  his  nameT'  " 

"Oh,  Grant,"  ttcoffed  the  girl.  She  saw  that  ha 
waa  sadder  than  bis  face. 

She  took  eouragc  and  said ;  "Grant,  you  cerar  eui 
how  often  1  think  of  you — bow  much  I  want  you  t 
everything  worth  while  in  this  world,  how  much  I  wai 
to  be  happy — how  1  believe  in  you  and — and — bet  m 
Ursnt — bet  on  you!" 

Qrant  did  nut  answer  her.  Presently  be  looked  D| 
orer  the  broad  valley  below  them.  The  sun  behii 
house  was  toucliing  the  limestone  ledge  far  aeront  the 
with  golden  raj-s.  The  smoke  from  South  Harvey  on 
right  was  lighted  also.  The  youth  looked  into  the 
Then  he  turned  his  eyes  back  from  the  glowing 
spoke. 

"This  ifl  bow  I  look  at  it  I  don't  mean  you're  u 
ferent  from  any  one  else.  What  1  was  trying  to  m 
that  I'm  the  only  one  of  our  old  crowd  in  the  Ili^ 
yon  know  that  used  to  have  parties  and  go  toitctber 
old  dajrs — I'm  the  aoly  one  that 'a  wearing  ovcnUla,  m 
way  b  down  tberv";  he  nodded  bis  head  toward  Uw 
and  ametters  and  factories  in  the  valler. 

"Look  at  Lbcao  hands,"  be  said,  solenuUjr 
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ie,  miuealar  bands  on  bis  knees ;  showing  one  bruised 
lack  finger  nail.  The  hands  were  flinty  and  hairy 
rown,  but  they  looked  effective  with  an  intelligence 

apart  from  the  body  which  they  served, 
n  cut  out  for  work.  It's  all  right.  That's  my  job, 
m  proud  of  it  so  far  as  that  goes.  I  could  get  a  place 
ig  if  I  wanted  to,  and  be  in  the  dancing  crowd  in  six 
s,  and  be  out  to  the  Van  Doms  for  dinner  in  a  year." 
iused  and  looked  into  the  distant  valley  and  cried. 
I  tell  you — my  job  is  down  there.  And  I'm  not  going 
t  them.    God  knows  they're  getting  the  rough  end  of 

you  knew,"  his  voice  raised  slightly  and  a  petulant 
ation  tempered  it.    "If  you  knew  the  gouging  and 

picking  and  meanness  that  is  done  by  the  people 
rn  to  the  people  down  there  in  the  smoke,  you'd  be 
f   those   howling   red-mouthed   anarchists   you   read 

pri  looked  at  him  silently  and  at  length  asked :  '*  For 
•^ — what's  just  one  thing?" 

ell,  for  instance — in  the  mines  where  I  work  all  the 
ome  up  grimy  and  gre&sy  and  vile.    They  have  to 

In  Europe  we  roughnecks  know  that  wash-houses 
Dvided  by  the  company,  but  here,"  he  cried  excitedly, 
timpany  doesn't  provide  even  a  faucet;  instead  the 
father  and  son  and  maybe  a  boarder  or  two  have  to  go 
-into  those  little  one  and  two  roomed  houses  the  cijm- 
las  built,  and  strip  to  the  hide  with  the  house  full  of 
n  and  wash.    What  if  your  girlhood  had  been  used  to 

tilings  like  that — could  you  laugh  as  you  laugh 
He  looked  up  at  her  savagely.  *'0h,  I  know 
>  itrnorant  foreigners  and  little  better  than  animals 
ofie  things  don't  hurt  them — only  if  you  had  a  little 
!io  had  to  be  in  and  out  of  the  single  room  of  your 
rben  the  men  came  home  to  wash  up — " 
»roke  off,  and  then  began  again,  '*\Vhy,  I  was  talking 
ifo  last  night  at  the  shaft  mouth  ^oing  down  to  work 

graveyard  shift  and  he  said  that  he  eame  here  be- 

be  would  find  a  free,  beautiful  eountry  in  whieh  his 

n  eould  srrow  up  self-rt»speriini:  men  and  women,  and 

e  told   me  about  his  little  ^irls  living  down  t\\^v^ 
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wharo  All  tiio  vim  u  itcattercd  through- the  tcneounta,  ■ 
About  this  waslmig  up  proposition,  and  iwiw  one  of  the 
k  gone  and  tfaey  ciui't  find  her."  Hr  Ihrt'w  out  »  fh< 
ing  houil;  "So  I'm  a  roughneck,  Laura — I'm  •  jaj, 
I'm  going  to  stay  with  thnti." 

"fiutyoiir  people,"  she  urged.    "What  about 
father  and  brother* I" 

"Jap*s  rlimbing  out.  Father's  too  old  to  get  io. 
KeuyoD — "  he  flinoiied,  "I  hope  to  God  III  have  the 
to  stay  when  the  test  on  him  cometi. ' '  ile  turned  to  the 
paitiionately :  "But  you — you — oh,  you — (  want  yw 
Know — "  He  did  not  tiniab  the  aenlenic,  but  mm 
walked  ttilo  the  houite  and  cnlln):  "Dad — Kenyon-H 
oo,  it's  getting  Ute.     Stars  are  coining  out" 

Half  an  hour  later  Tom  Vaii  l>om,  in  while  Sannel^ 
a  red  siUc  tie.  and  with  a  white  hat  and  Bbiww,  came  ■ 
ing  Mcrow  the  lawn,  llin  lilaek  silky  Diu-ttaehe,  hta 
black  hair,  kin  olitc  akin,  hia  shinii^  black  eym,  hm  alflfti 
j  tioniil  fnce,  ilnrk  and  itwartliy,  waa  heightened  Avan  ia 
twilight  by  the  auft  white  clothes  he  wore. 

"ilelln,  popper-iu-law,"  he  cried.     "Any  nwm  le(t«l 
TCranda  t ' ' 

"Come  in,  Thonia-s,"  piped  the  older  man.  "Tbe_ 
doing  the  dinheii,  Bed<.-lia  and  Laura,  and  w«>'ll  juat 
two  or  three  duiieeH. ' ' 

The  \-iiun2  nmn  lolled  in  the  hammoek  shaded  by  the 
The  elder  smoked  and  retttn^led.     Th«n  sJuwty  and  by 
gnvm.  oa  mm  who  are  feeling  their  may  tu  coaveia' 
tliey  began  talking  of  local  polirics.     I'liey  were  gouic 
high  rate  when  the  talk  turned  lo  Henry  Kena.     "E 
pretty   well.   Doctor,"   put   in   the   younger   man.    "I 
Broke  over  oace  in  eighteen  aionlhjii — that's  tbe  reoetd 
Heary.    Sbowa  what  a  woman  van  do  for  a  nuuk." 
looked  up  qrmpatbetically,  aud  cuught  the  Doetor'a  i 
VOL 

The  Doctor  puffed,  cicanm)  out  hia  pipe,  abaently 
•way,  then  roM  and  dclitieralely  pulled  hii  chair  over  W 
hammock:     "Tom — I'm    a    generation    older    thao 
nearly.     I    want    to    teJI    you   Mtmething — "     He 
"Boy— ym'vt  Rol  the  devil's  own  fight  ahead  of  yi 
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taiow  h — I  mean,"  he  paused,  ''the— well,  the  woman 
oaitHiii." 

IB  Dom  fingered  his  mustaehe,  and  looked  aeriouB. 
ruoi,**  the  elder  man  chirped,  ''yoo're  a  handsome  pup 
laain  handscnne,  lovable  pup.  Sometimes."  He  let  hk( 
'  run  whimsically  into  its  moeking  falsetto,  ''I  almost 
I  myself  getting  fooled  too.'' 
»ey  laughed. 

loy«  the  thing *s  in  your  blood.  Did  you  realize  that 
ve  got  just  as  hard  a  fight  as  poor  Uenr>'  Fennlf  It's 
-ight  now — for  a  while;  but  the  time  will  come — we 
It  just  as  well  look  this  thing  si^uarely  in  the  face  now, 
— the  time  will  come  in  a  few  years  when  the  devil  will 
I  the  same  kind  of  a  fire  under  you  he  i.s  building  under 
nr  Fenn — only  it  won't  be  whisky;  it  will  be  the  woman 
aiition.  Damn  it,  boy,"  cried  the  elder  man  squeakily, 
i  io  your  blood;  you've  let  it  grow  in  your  very  blood, 
knomii  you  ten  years  now,  and  I've  set»n  it  grow.  Tom — 
I  the  time  comes,  can  you  stand  up  and  fight  like 
n-  Fenn — can  von,  Tom?  And  will  vout"  he  cried 
a  piteous  fierceness  that  stirred  all  the  sympathy  in  the 
ig  man's  heart. 

e  rose  to  the  height  of  the  Doctor's  passion.  Tears 
^  into  Van  Dom  s  bright  eyes.  His  breast  expanded 
looally  and  he  exclaimed:  '*!  know  what  I  am,  oh.  I 
r  it.  But  for  her — ^}'ou  and  I  to^'ether — youll  holp 
we'll  stand  together  and  fight  it  out  for  her."  The 
*r  looked  at  the  mobile  features  of  his  et)mpanion,  and 
9d  the  thin  plating  of  emotion  under  the  vain  voice. 
n»upon  the  Doctor  heaved  a  deep,  troubled  sij;h. 
leigh-ho,  heigh-ho."  He  put  his  arm  upon  the  broad, 
.Mime,  young  shoulder.  **But  you'll  try  to  be  a  good 
won*t  you — "  he  rejH?ated.  **Just  try  hanl  to  he  a  good 
T«rtn — that*K  all  any  of  us  can  do/'  and  turning  away 
hist  led  into  the  house  and  a  girlish  trill  answered  him. 
'ter  the  Doctor  had  jogged  down  the  hill  behind  his  old 
*  making  his  evening  professional  visits,  Mrs.  Nesbit 
'  oat  and  made  a  show  of  sitting  with  the  y<»unv;  people 
I  time.  And  not  until  she  left  did  they  go  into  those 
m  that  were  near  their  hearts. 


no 
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lATiea  Mrs.  Nesbit  left  the  vvrauda  the  youug  mj 
over  to  the  girl  aiid  she  asked:  "Turn,  1  wonder — d 
tnueh  nod  so  oftea — ubuut  the  soul  of  us  aiid  the  bod 
tu — about  the  justice  of  thintjcs. "  She  was  spe«kUig 
the  heart  that  tirant  bad  touched  to  the  quick  with  hie 
burst  nbout  the  poor.  Uut  Tom  Van  Dorn  could  nut  I 
what  was  moviug  within  her  and  if  be  bad  known,  pel 
be  would  have  had  amall  8>tapathy  with  her  frdin)t. 
she  iiaid:  "Oh.  Tom,  Tom.  tell  mo — don't  you  suppoM 
our  aouU  pay  for  the  bodies  that  we  eruHh — I  mean  I 
us— all  of  us — everj-  one  in  the  world!" 

The  man  looked  at  her  blankly.     Then  he  put  his 
tenderly  about  her  and  answered:     "1   don't  know  i 
our   aouhi — mueh — "     He    kitwed   her.     "Hut    I    do 
about  you — your  wonderful  eyes — and  your  magic  bai 
youraoft  ebeek.'"    He  left  her  in  no  doubt  as  to  ber  I 
mood. 

Vainiely  the  girl  felt  nnsatifcfied  with  his  wordn.  Not 
she  doubted  the  truth  of  them:  but  ns  she  drew  back  ! 
him  nhe  said  itoftly;  "But  if  1  were  not  beautiful, 
thenT" 

"Ah,  but  you  are — you  are;  in  all  the  world  there  i 
another  like  you  for  me."  In  the  rapture  that  followed 
ioul  grew  in  a  wave  of  joy,  yet  she  spoke  ahyly. 

"Tom,"  afae  said  wislfuUy,  "how  ran  you  fail  1o 
this  ffreat,  beautiful  truth  that  makea  me  so  glad:    Tha 
■liniole  of  our  love  proves  Ood." 

Be  earen«d  her  hands  and  prewtod  closer  to  faer. 
it  what  you  will,  little  girl:    Uod  if  it  pleases  you,  I  i 
Datun*. ' ' 

"Oh.  it's  bicger  than  that.  Ton,"  and  she  Hbook  « 
bom  Satterthwaile  head,  "and  it  makes  me  so  bappjr 
nakes  me  ho  humble  that  [  want  to  ahare  it  with  af 
world."    She  laid  an  abaabed  check  on  his  hainU  that 
■till  foodlintr  hen. 

Bat  young  Mr.  Van  Dorn  apoke  up  manfully,  "' 
don't  you  try  abarius  it.  I  want  all  of  >t,  every  bit  of 
"'"'■'  '  relaxed  in  a  laniniai 


I  plete 


lion  of  ber. 
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t  loTe,'*  the  qaestioned,  ''lift  jrout  Doem't  it 
ke  you  love  every  living  thiDgf  she  urged. 
'1  love  only  you— only  you  in  all  the  world — ^your  eyes 
ill  me ;  when  your  body  is  near  I  am  mad  with  delight ; 
en  I  tooeh  you  I  am  in  heaven.  When  I  close  my  eyes 
ore  the  jury  I  see  you  and  I  put  the  bliss  of  my  vision 
B  mj  voice,  and/'  he  clinched  his  hands,  ''all  the  devils 
hell  couldn't  win  that  jury  away  from  me.  You  spur  me 
■y  best,  put  springs  in  every  muscle,  put  power  in  my 
lid.'' 

*Bat,  Tom,  tell  me  thist"  Still  wistfully,  she  came  close 
lim,  and  put  her  chin  on  her  clasped  hands  that  rested  on 
shoulder.  ''Love  makes  me  want  to  be  so  ^ood,  so  loyal, 
brave,  so  kind — isn't  it  that  way  with  yout  Isn't  love 
miracle  that  brings  the  soul  out  into  the  world  through 
senses.*'  She  did  not  wait  for  his  answer.  She  clasped 
'  hands  tighter  on  his  shoulder.  ''I  feel  that  I'm  literally 
ding  when  I  have  a  single  thought  that  I  do  not  brinjr  to 
L  In  every  thrill  of  my  heart  alxiut  the  humblest  thing, 
nd  joy  in  knowing  that  wc  shall  enjoy  it  together.  Let 
tell  you  something.  Grant  Adams  and  his  father  were 
<p  to-day  for  dinner.  Well,  you  know  Grant  is  in  a  kind 
otHossion  of  love  for  that  little  motherless  child  Mrs. 
ams  left :  Grant  mothers  him  and  fathers  him  and  liter- 
>'  loves  him  to  distraction.  And  Grant  s  growini;  so 
nly,  and  so  loyal  and  so  strong  in  the  love  of  that  little 
—he  doesn't  realize  it;  but  I  can  see  it  in  him.  Oh, 
n.  can  you  see  it  in  me?" 

Before  her  mood  had  changed  she  told  him  all  that  Grant 
ims  had  said;  and  her  voice  broke  when  she  retold  the 
ian*8  story.  Tears  were  in  her  eyes  when  she  finished. 
1  young  Mr.  Van  Dorn  was  emotionally  touched  also,  but 
in  sympathy  with  the  story  the  ^irl  was  telling.  2Shc 
nI  it: 

.\nd  then  I  looked  at  Grant's  biir  rough  hands — bony 
hairy,  and  Tom,  they  told  me  the  whole  story  of  his 
iny;  just  as  your  soft,  eflTective,  gentle  white  hands 
>besy  our  destiny.  Oh,  why — why — I  am  beginning  to 
der  why,  Tom,  why  things  must  be  so.     Why  do  some 


I 


'•f  IM  hmve  to  do  all  the  world's  roagb,  twrd. 
work,  aod  oUien  of  uh  hAvc  lives  tb«t  am  baaatifnl, 
Jof,  KlorioosT    How  osn  we  let  soeh  iojintioGK  Imi,  mod 
try  to  undo  ihem!" 

In  fain  tace  on  indisnstion  wan  risuig  whiefa  she 
Dot  eomprehwid-     Finally  he  found  wordii  to  my: 

"So  that's  what  that  Adanw  boy  is  puuintf  in  yovr 
Why  do  you  want  to  bother  with  Biieh  nonscnaeT" 

Bat  thi?  irirl  stopped  him:  "Tom.  it's  not  nos 
Thoy  do  work  and  ilii;  and  grind  down  there  in  a  way 
We  up  here  know  nothintr  abnul.  It's  r«al — this — this  i 
alile  unfair  way  ihinirs  are  done  in  the  world,  O  my 
my  dear,  it '%  beeause  I  love  you  no.  it 's  beeause  1  knoi 
irtinl  love  really  is  that  it  hurts  to  n» — "  Ue  IM 
Aire  in  bis  hands  rareminitly.  and  trwd  to  put  an  : 
IrademrsB  into  hts  voice  that  his  alTection  might 
iharpncss  of  his  words. 

"Well,  it's  Domense  I  tell  yoa!    Look  hen,  Imi 
there  Is  a  God,  he's  put  thorc  da>!08  and  ignorant  fm 
down  there  to  work;  just  as  he's  nut  the  AMi  in  tte 
be  nnjrht,  and  the  bnsts  of  the  ^cld  to  be  eaten,  ai 
nnoe  of  my  businem  to  aric  why!     Hy  job  is  nysHI 
self  and  you !     I  refutie  to  bear  burdens  for  prople.     I 
yon  with  all  the  inienaity  of  my  nature — biil  it's  my  m 
— not  human  nature — not  any  ronunon,  soeialixed,  dil 
love;  it's  ituJivirlual  iinil  it's  forever  between  yon  and 
What  do  I  care  for  the  rfwt  of  the  world!     And  if  yon 
me  as  yon  will  »onn-  ifny,  you'll  love  me  m  that  tbejr  4 
set  ynti  nf?  mnoniiiir  almat  other  people's  troublo.    J 
you,  t«tira,  I'm  irnin?  to  make  you  ktve  me  so  70*  4 
think  of  anything  day  or  nipht  but  me — and  what  1 
you!    That's  m>-  ides  of  love!     It's  tndividiia),  ii  ' 
atrieted,  (lualifted  and  absolutely  persona) — and 
you'll  Me  Ihnt!" 

As  he  tripped  down  the  hill  from  the  Neshit 
sprins  ni);hl,  he  wond«-m)  what  Ijiura  Xrahit  m 
she  «[>okp  'if  fSrant  Aiiaran,  and  hix  love  for  the 
baby.  The  idea  that  this  love  bore  any  sort  of  n 
to  the  love  of  oduealnl,  eultivated  people  as  IdoimI  is 
love  that  Laura  and  her  inlended  husband  bore  toward 
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•r.  puzzled  the  young  lawyer.  Being  restless,  he  turned 
bis  homeward  route,  and  walked  under  the  freshly  leaved 
s.  Over  and  over  again  the  foolish  phrases  and  sen- 
n»s  from  Laura  Nesbit  s  love  making,  many  other  nights 
vhich  she  seemed  to  assume  the  unquestioned  truth  of 

hypothesis  of  God,  also  puzzled  him.  Whatever  his 
a  had  tanirht  him,  and  whatever  life  had  taught  him, 
rineed  him  that  God  was  a  polite  word  for  explaining 
s  failure.  Yet,  here  was  a  woman  whose  mind  he  had 
Mpert.  using  the  term  as  a  proved  theorem.  He  looked 
h«  stars,  wheelinp:  about  with  the  monstrous  pulleys  of 
ritation  and  attraction,  and  the  certain  laws  of  motion, 
kom^nt  later  he  looked  southward  in  the  sky  to  that  tlam- 

rairinpr,  splotched  patch  where  the  blue  and  green  and 
Mr  flames  from  the  smelters  and  the  belching  black  smoke 
■  the  factories  hid  the  low-hanging  stars  and  marked 
«erthinfr  hell  of  injustice  and  vice  and  want  and  woe  that 
kQew  was  in  South  Harx'cy,  and  he  held  the  <;lowiiip  ricra- 
^  Muh  in  his  hand  and  lau^hetl  when  he  thought  of  God. 

Fre**  will/'  says  '*Mr.  Left"  in  one  of  hi.s  rather  hazy 
I  un<-onvincin«r  obser\'atiuns,  ''is  of  limited  range.  Man 
PS  two  buttons.  He  must  choost*  the  material  or  the 
ritual— and  when  he  has  chosen  fate  plays  upon  his 
«*  the  i:n>tosque  variation  of  human  destiny.     Hut  when 

H'»th  of  iile  is  finished,  the  pattern  of  the  passintr  ovonts 
J  U*  the  same  in  either  choice,  rirhes  or  poverty,  misery 
powtT,  only  the  color  of  the  cloth  differs:  in  one  pi(»i'i\ 
fever  rich,  the  patteni  is  dral)  witli  <l«^pnir.  tlio  (»;h  r 
til  ftbeeus  in  hnppiiu»ss."  Which  Mr.  V«n  Dorn  in  l.it<T 
.  reading  the  l*s\icholo{fical  Journal,  tnnu*d  Imck  tn  a 
Eld  time,  and  threw  aside  with  a  casual  and  una))prccia- 
,"Uh  hell.**  as  his  only  comment. 


CHAPTER  XII 

IN  HTHICH  WE  LBABN  THAT  LOVB  IS  THE  LEVEB  THAT  : 

THE  WOBLD 

MRS.  NESBIT  tried  to  put  the  Doctor  into  his  Si 
blacks  the  day  of  her  daughter's  wedding,  I 
would  have  none  of  tliem.  He  appeared  on  1 
Street  and  went  his  rounds  among  the  sick  in  his 
clothes  with  his  Panama  hat  and  his  pleated  white  shirt 
did  not  propose  to  have  the  visiting  princes,  politici 
commercial,  who  had  been  summoned  to  honor  the  ooc 
find  him  in  his  suzerainty  without  the  insignia  of  his  [ 
For  it  was  **OId  Linen  Pants/'  not  Dr.  James  Nesbit 
was  the  boss  of  the  northern  district  and  a  meml>er  < 
State's  triumvirate.  So  the  Doctor  in  the  phaeton,  ( 
by  his  amiable,  motherly,  sorrel  mare,  the  Doctor,  whit 
resplen<lent  in  a  suit  that  shiinnierod  in  the  hot  Jun< 
flaxed  around  town,  from  his  office  to  the  hotel,  froi 
hotel  to  the  bank,  from  the  bank  to  South  Harvey, 
part  of  the  day's  work  he  did  the  honors  of  the  town,  sc 
the  woes  of  the  weary,  healed  the  sick,  closed  a  dying 
eyes,  held  a  mother's  hands  away  from  death  as  she  br 
life  into  the  world,  made  a  governor,  paid  his  overdue 
got  a  laborer  w^ork,  gave  a  lift  to  a  fallen  w*oman,  mad 
casual  purchases:  a  councilman  and  a  new  silk  vest, 
cash  in  hand;  lent  a  drunkard's  w*ife  the  money  for  i 
of  flour,  showed  three  Maryland  Satterthwaites  where  i 
for  bass  in  the  Wahoo.  took  four  Schenectady  Van 
out  to  lunch,  and  was  everywhere  at  once  doing  ever>' 
clicking  his  cane,  whistling  gently  or  humming  a  low,  * 
ing  tune,  smiling  for  the  most  part,  keeping  his  own  o 
and  exhibiting  no  more  in  his  face  of  what  was  in  his 
than  the  pink  and  dimpled  back  of  a  six-months'  bal 
To  say  that  the  Doctor  was  everywhere  in  Harvey  is 
act.     He  was  everywhere  except  on  Quality  Hill  in 
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t.    There,  from  the  big,  bulging  house  with  its  towers 
[linareth  aud  bow  wiudows  aud  ieau-tos,  ells  and  addi- 

thi-  Doctor  was  barred.    There  was  chaos,  aud  the 

that  breathed  on  the  face  of  the  waters  was  the 
»y  representative  of  the  Maryland  Satterthwaites,  with 
rimping  pins  bristling  like  miniature  gun  barrels,  aud 
Lhe  look  of  command  upon  her  face,  giving  orders  th  a 
cool  voice  and  then  executing  the  orders  herself  before 
ne  else  could  turn  around.  She  could  call  the  spirits 
the  vasty  deep  of  the  front  hall  or  the  back  porch  and 
came,  or  she  knew  the  reason  why.  With  an  imperial 
of  her  hand  she  sent  her  daughter  off  to  some  social 
meas  of  monkeys  with  all  the  female  Satterthwaites 
Tan  Doms  and  Mrs.  Senators  and  Miss  Governors  and 
II  Congrefwmen,  and  with  the  offices  of  Mrs.  John  Dex- 
Jrs.  Ilerdieker,  the  ladies'  hatter,  and  two  Scnep:am- 
dave>'s,  Mrs.  Nesbit  brought  order  out  of  what  at  one 
k  seemed  without  form  and  void. 
tras  late  in  the  afternoon,  almost  evening,  though  the 
till  was  high  enough  in  the  Iioaveii.s  to  throw  cloud 
ws  upon  the  hills  acroj«  the  valley  when  the  Doctor 
d  his  mare  and  came  edging  into  the  house  from  the 

He  could  hear  the  clamor  of  many  voices;  for  the 
land  Satterthwaites  had  come  home  from  tlie  after- 
s  festivity.  He  slipped  into  his  office-study,  and  as  it 
tuffy  there  he  opened  the  side  door  that  let  out  upon 
*randa.  He  sat  alone  behind  the  vines,  not  wishinjr  to 
lart  of  the  milling  in  the  nnmis.  His  heart  was  heavy. 
linked  and  sighed  and  looked  across  the  valley,  and 
-d  bis  old-fashioned  tune  while  he  tried  to  renioinbor 

the  life  of  the  little  jrirl  who  had  oome  out  of  the 
ry  of  birth  into  his  life  when  Elm  Street  was  a  pair  of 
rs  on  a  barren,  wind-swept  prairie  hill ;  trieil  to  re- 
pr  how  she  had  romped  in  girlhood  under  the  widr  sun- 
in  the  prairie  frrass,  how  her  little  playhouse  had  sat 

the  new  dining-room  now  stood,  how  her  dolls  used 
er  the  narrow  porch  that  grew  into  the  winding,  ser- 
fe   veranda  that   belted  the  hou.se,  how  she   read    his 

how  she  went  about  with  him  on  his  daily  rounds, 
rjw  she  had  suddenlv  bloomed  into  a  womanhood  that 


I 

I 


He 


IN  THK  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 


made  bim  fcrl  nhy  &d(1  abaiUu^d  in  her  prcscacn. 
drrrH  whri*''  il  whm  upon  the  way  that  he  bad  lost 
her  baitiJ :  whi-n?  did  it  dn>p  from  hitut  How  did  t^  i 
tttiEi-nt  that  tie  tiwd  to  hold  ao  ti^btly,  ali|>  intu  i 
hand)  Her  life's  grrM  decision  bad  b»ti  made  wit 
cunautltnic  bim:  when  did  he  loae  her  conlid*-ii<-eT  Sh* 
pme  her  vay  an  iadepeDdent  aoni — fliiwn  like  a  bin!  1 
tbr  cagir,  be  tbouglit.  and  waa  goinK  u  way  that  be  felt  « 
be  a  way  of  pain,  and  probably  Borrow,  yet  he  could  i 
her.  All  th«  experience  of  bis  life  woa  worlbleaa  la 
Ail  that  be  kiiew  of  men,  all  that  be  feared  of  ber  M 
were  aa  ebaff  in  the  acales  for  her. 

The  Doctor,  ihe  bom,  the  friend,  the  man.  withdm  1 
hia  roitMrionanett  aa  be  aat  behind  the  vines  and  be  bei 
tb«  inipenonal,  uiiivenal  father,  woMilerinn  at  the  nyi 
of  life.  As  be  sat  innsinfr.  be  heard  a  step  bebiod  his, 
■tw  bia  daniihler  iromioR  acmes  the  porirh  In  grmt 
"Father,"  she  snid,  "I  ha^T  juM  thin  tialf  boiir  that's  ( 
onnt.  I've  planned  for  it  all  day.  Mother  hoa  pnM 
to  keep  e^i-rj-  one  away." 

The  father's  jaw  bcipan  to  tremble  and  bis  cheroU* 
to  wrinkle  in  an  emotional  packer.     He  put  the  giri's 
•bout  bin  neck,  and  rubbed  ber  hand  ujhiu  his  check. 
the  father  wid  softly: 

"1  never  fdt  poor  before  until  Uiix  minute."  The 
looked  itKinirintcly  at  bim  and  was  about  to  protest, 
■topped  bvr:  "Money  wouldn't  do  you  much  g  ' 
the  money  in  the  world.'' 

"Well,  father,  1  don't  want  money:  we  don't  nccJ 
Bid  the  girL  "Why,  we  have  a  beautiful  home  and  ' 
is  making — " 

"It'll  not  that,  ray  dear— not  thaL"  He  played  wHi 
hand  a  moueut  longer.  "1  feel  that  t  ouftht  to  gtvi 
snmethinic  belter  than  money;  my— my — well,  my  tm 
lire — what  they  eall  philompby  of  life.  It's  tb«  we 
lalitPH  of  fifty  yean  of  livini;."  lie  fumliird  in  hia  n 
tor  b'm  pipe.     "Let  me  smoke,  ami  matlw  1  ran  talk.' 

"Laura — girl>~"  lie  puffed  bflHlifnlly  ■»  ■  P«oaiv 
beiran   affain:      'There's   a   lot    of    liidianii — real   eon 

he  mndud.  "abont  your  fiuher.  aad  I  jtMtHi 
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ean't  talk  under  pressure."  lie  caressed  the  girl's 
and  pulled  at  bis  pipe  as  one  giving  birth  to  a  system 
ikiiiophy.  Yet  he  was  dumb  as  he  sat  before  the  warm 
of  the  passing  torch  of  life  which  was  shining  from  his 
hter  a  face.  Finally  he  burst  forth,  piping  impatience 
i  own  embarrassment. 

tell  you,  daughter,  it's  just  naturally  hell  to  be  pore." 
jprl  saw  his  twitching  mouth  and  tlie  impotence  of  his 
miug  eyes ;  but  before  she  could  protest  he  checked  her. 
•ore I  Tore!*'  he  repeated  hopelessly.  **Why,  if  we 
k  million.  I  would  still  be  just  common,  ornery,  doless 
folkfi — tongue-tied  and  helpless,  and  1  couldn't  ^ivo  you 
n' — nothin!**  he  cried,  **but  just  rubbish!  Yet  there 
o  many  things  I*d  like  to  give  you,  Laura — so  many, 
'  likJugK!**  he  repeated.     '*(jod  Almighty  s  put  a  ter- 

hugtight  inheritance  tax  on  experienee,  prl!*'  lie 
il  a  ('nM)kfd,  tearful  little  smile — lookeil  up  into  her  eyes 
isrlike  wistfulness  as  he  continued:  "'Td  like  to  irive 
f^D*^  of  mine — some  of  the  wisdom  I  've  pot  one  way  and 
jt-r — but.  Ij<ird,  Lord,"  he  wailed,  **1  ean't.  The  divine 
Mtance  tax  bars  me."  He  patted  her  with  one  hand, 
nj?  his  sm(»Klering  pipe  in  the  other.  Then  he  shrihed 
II  the  imjiotenee  of  his  pain:  '*1  just  must  pive  you 
I^ura:  Whatever  comes  and  whatever  proes — and  lots 
•i  tbinf?s  will  come  aiul  lots  of  sad  tliinirs  will  ^o.  too, 
Eiat  matter — always  remember  this:  Happiness  is  from 
^•art  out — not  from  the  world  in  I  Do  you  underst^md. 
— iio  you  ? ' ' 

«  eirl  smile<i  and  petted  him,  but  he  saw  that  he  hadn't 
c-d  her  cimsciousneiss.  He  i)ntTed  at  a  d(*ad  pipe  a 
trnt.  then  he  crieil  as  he  Ix'at  his  hands  topcthtT  in 
UT:  "I  suppose  it's  no  use.  It's  no  use.  lint  you 
it  least  n*meniber  these  words,  Laura,  and  some  time 
Deaning  will  get  to  you.  Always  earry  yo\ir  happiness 
T  your  Uinnet!  Its  the  only  thinjr  1  can  give  yi»u — 
if  all  my  store!'* 
ie  girl  put  her  arm  about  him  and  pressed  elo8i»ly  to 

and  they  rose,  as  she  said:  "Why.  fatlier — 1  under- 
li.  of  course  I  understand.  I>on't  you  set*  1  under- 
d.  father  r* 


Miti 


118  IN  THE  UEAKT  OF  A  KOOL 

Sbv  spokr  eagrrly  aiul  cUsped  her  arms  tighter  about  I 
ptulio'  I'ttlc  hgure.     They  Htoocl  quietly  a  nutment, 
father  louked  carni'Hlly,  dog-wiw,   up  intu  lirr  face,  i 
tryiu^  by   hiii   very   gaze  Ui   Iraiifimit   bin   lovinf   ' 
Then,  as  he  found  voice;     "No,  Laura,  probably  youll 
fifty  years  to  untlerstand ;  but  luok  over  on  the  hill  I 
the  vallry  at   Die  moving   cloud  stiadowH.     Tfacy  are 
ahailuwH — not  realities.     They  are  juNt  unrealitien  tliatp 
the  nral— just  trailing  anchors  of  the  nun!"     He  1 
'  Med  hiK  pipe  and  hii*  hand  eame  up  from  hit  pocket  i 
llo  the  dixtant  shadows  and  piped:     "TroabI 

'  e  hoKl  of  clouda  that  cov^r  life — are  0 

'  be  lot  bitt  voice  drop  gently  bk  be  sighed:  * 

ton  of  the  sun;  Laura,  ihey  only  prove — JasI  piw 

She  did  not  let  him  (intsh,  but  bent  to  Iush  bin  an 
eould  fe<.'l  tbo  shudder  of  a  wuothered  sob  mek  bia  M 
touched  bia  check. 

Then  he  smilin)  at  her  and  chirped:     "Junt  T 
ids*.     JuDt  pore,  dumb  Kendiany!     Hi,  bo!     No 
be  a  good  girl!     And  here's  a  jim-erack  your  daddjr 
you!" 

From  his  pocket  he  drew  out  a  little  package,  aod 
ghtd  a  aparkliug  jewel  iu  bia  hands.  He  saw  a  fla 
pleauin*  uti  ber  face.  Hut  bia  heart  was  full,  and  h«  ti 
away  bia  head  as  be  handed  the  gift  to  her.  Her  eya 
opoo  the  sparkling  jewel,  aa  he  led  her  into  the  Ikwk, 
ing  witfa  a  great  uigb:     "Come  on,  my  dear — let 'a  go  li 

At  nine  o'clock  that  night,  the  great  foundry  of  a  I 
with  iu  half  a  acore  of  chimneys,  marking  iu  various  C[ 
of  growth,  literally  waa  atutTed  with  smilax,  fema,  i 
orange  bbMaoma,  and  daisy  chains.  In  the  maxcs  of  ' 
aialea  of  verdure,  a  labyrinth  of  Van  l)«rns  and  !~ 
Ifawaites  and  xHaiting  stntcsinen  with  highly 
womankind  wa.s  packtil  securely,  <jwl^{^■  ilmihertoii, 
waa  bom  a  drum  major,  wearing  all  of  bin  glittering  b 
I  of  a  long  line  of  iiecrct  wx'ietiea,  moved  ah  though  tbc  « 
I  humanily  were  fluid.  lie  had  presided  at  too  many  fan 
not  (o  knuw  the  vaxt  imfiortanee  of  keeping  the  brida'l 
from  the  grw>m*8  kin,  and  when  he  saw  ihat  tlH7 
ushered  into  the  wedding  supper,  in  due  form  i     ' 
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frith  the  fine  abandon  of  a  grand  duke  lording  it  over 
palace.  Senators,  Supreme  Court  justices,  proud 
hwaites,    haughty    Van    Doms,    Congressmen,    gov- 

local  gentry,  were  packed  neatly  but  iirmly  in  their 

boxaa 

M  fiamilies  of  Harvey — Captain  Morton  and  his  little 
he  Kollanders,  Ahab  Wright  with  his  flaring  side- 
ra,   his  white   necktie   and  his  shadow   of  a  wife; 

Calvin  and  his  daughter  in  pigtails,  Mrs.  Calvin  hav- 
itten  Mrs.  Nesbit  that  it  seemed  that  she  just  never 

to  go  anywhere  and  be  anybody,  having  said  as  much 
>re  to  Mr.  Calvin  with  emphasis;  Mrs.  Hrotherton, 

of  George,  beaming  with  pride  at  her  son's  part; 
iig  Kyle  Perry  and  his  hatchet-faced  son,  the 
ea  all  starched  for  the  occasion,  Daniel  Sands,  a 
r  pro  tern,  with  a  broadening  interest  in  school 
s.  Mrs.  Herdicker,  the  ladies'  hatter,  classifying  the 
hwaites  and  the  Van  Dorns  according  to  the  millinery 
r  womenkind;  Morty  Sands  wearing  the  first  white 
»t  exhibited  in  Harvey  and  making  violent  eyes  at  a 
er  of  the  railroad  aristocracy — either  a  general  man- 
daughter  or  a  general  superintendent's,  and  for  the 

her  Mrs.  Nesbit  couldn't  say;  for  she  had  not  the 

opinion  in  the  world  of  the  railroad  aristocracy,  but 
lem,  president,  first,  second  and  third  vice,  general 
ers,  ticket  and  passenger  agents,  and  superintendents, 
rt  of  social  job-lot  because  they  came  in  private  cars. 
e  Doctor  desired  them,  to  add  to  his  trophies  of  the 
n, — Henry  Fenn,  wearing  soberly  the  suit  in  whioh 
reared  when  he  rode  the  skyrocket,  and  forming  part 
bridal  chorus,  stationed  in  the  cigar-l)ox  of  a  sewing- 
m  the  second  floor  to  sing,  **0h.  Day  So  l>ear/*  us 
ppy  couple  came  down  the  stairs — the  old  families  of 
y  were  all  invited  to  the  wedding.  And  the  old  and 
!w  and  most  of  the  intermediary  families  of  no  par- 
r  caste  or  standing,  came  to  the  reception  after  the 
M17.  But  because  she  had  the  best  voice  in  town, 
iret  Mtiller  sang  **0h.  Promise  Me,"  in  a  remote  bed- 
-to  give  the  effect  of  distant  music,  low  and  sweet,  and 
that  long  was  over,  and  after  Henry  Fenn*s  great 
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pride  had  beta  fairly  Bated,  Mu-garet  HitUer  ndiig! 
the  fpicHU  and  knew  more  of  the  niun»  and  atatioil 
vixitinfi;  nubittly  from  the  Ktate  houte  and  railroa 
than  an;  otber  persua  pivsent  And  such  is  tbt  pi 
of  the  male  8ei  that  tlierc  were  more  "by  Qcafff* 
more  "L<(mk — look,  looks."  aiid  more  faint  wbut 
more  "Teh — tch  tcbs."  and  more  nudeinfi  and 
uaoHR  the  men  when  Margaret  appeami  than  « 
bride  herwlf,  pink  and  white  and  beautiful,  canw  d 
ataira.  Even  the  eyes  of  the  groom,  as  be  Hood  bl 
bride,  tjill.  .VDTithful.  struni;,  and  handsome  oa  a  a 
dare  tii  be  ami  earn  an  hnuext  livinfr,  even  his  ey 
tines  fmiiid  thcmselrm  titrnying  toward  the  5gure  i 
of  the  beautiful  f;irl  whtira  he  bail  snanrvly  DOtiei 
she  workeii  in  the  raart  hoiwe.  but  this  UtMj  be  aai< 
Itroom,  that  when  his  eyes  did  wander,  he  pulled  tfa 
with  an  alrooat  irritated  jerk,  and  seemed  det«rmia« 
them  Dpon  th«  irirl  by  hia  ibdc. 

Am  far  the  weddioc  eercauuij  itself— it  waa  lilu  d 
The  women  looked  antUaot,  and  the  men — tba  fn 
bride's  father,  the  vroomcmen.  and  even  Bev.  John 
had  a  mri  of  captured  look  and  went  throanh  the  • 
tboosb  they  wiKhvd  that  marriaftoa  whii-h  are  i 
Baann  were  celebrated  there  also.  Uui  after  th< 
waa  aetually  oceonpliabed,  after  the  bride  and  gr 
been  properiy  eontfratolated,  after  the  multitude  1 
fed  in  aerried  nuikx  aecordiag  lo  social  pnwedni' 
the  band  on  the  lawn  outside  had  serenaded  tb 
couple,  and  after  farther  inU-rminahle  handshaking 
ffratulation*.  frum  thoNe  outkide,  aft«r  the  Ion?  Ut 
rited  iruehts  bad  tiled  pai>t  the  impoNiiiff  viata  c 
diiAeK,  rutlery,  butter  diahca  and  cake  plalea, 
aroand  the  walls  of  three  bedrotmta, — to  aay  BOtfail 
elaborate  wax  re(>rcaratation  of  nentiiv  eopida  btl 
card  of  the  Beltrian  Society  from  the  ^a«  warln  I 
accurdios  I0  the  eart),  to  "kUle.  Lille 'n  en  Penae";  1 
carriaKe.  bedecked  and  b^izciml  with  rice  and  al 
ribboiu,  that  was  aupposed  to  bear  awa>-  the  bl 
ffroom,  bad  gsue  amid  the  ahoutinn  and  the  tnma 
popolaet!,  and  aftar  tbo  pliaatgn  and  tbe  soml  a 
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^  tiken  the  bride  and  groom  from  the  bam  to  the 
lUtion,  after  the  fiddle  and  the  baasoon  and  the 
id  the  tinkling  cymbal  at  Morty  Sands 's  dance  had 
ind  torn  the  sleep  of  those  pale  souls  who  would 
1  such  a  night  in  Harvey,  Grant  Adams  and  his  fa- 
cing Jasper  to  trip  whatever  fantastic  toes  he  might 
the  opera  house,  drove  down  the  hill  through  the 
the  furnaces,  the  creaking  of  the  oil  derricks  and 
1  of  the  straw  paper  mill  through  the  heart  of  South 

made  little  talk  as  they  rode.  Their  way  led  them 
the  street  which  is  shaded  and  ashamed  by  day,  and 
lows  and  flaunts  itself  by  night.  Al'eii  and  women, 
^  drinking,  carousing,  rioted  through  the  street,  in 
of  doors  that  spilled  puddles  of  yellow  light  on  the 
lewalks  and  dirt  streets;  screaming  laughter,  hoarse 
?  stench  of  liquor,  the  muffled  noises  of  gambling, 
)f  electric  lights  and  the  flash  of  glimmering  reflec- 
>m  bar  mirrors  rasped  their  senses  and  kept  the 
nd  son  silent  as  they  rode.  When  they  had  passed 
slumbering  tenements,  the  father  spoke:  '"Well, 
•  it  is — the  two  kinds  of  playing,  and  here  we  have 
y  call  the  bad  people  playing.  The  Van  Doms  and 
erthwaites  will  tell  you  that  vice  is  the  rei'rentioii 
iK»r.  And  it's  more  or  less  true."  Tlie  elder  man 
1  his  beard  and  faced  the  stars:  ^'It*s  a  devilish 
Character  makes  happiness;  Tvc  got  that  down 
it  what  makes  character!  Why  is  vice  the  rocroa- 
he  poort  Why  do  we  re<Tuit  most  of  our  bad  boys 
f>f  our  waywanl  girls  from  thow  neiirhborhoods  in 
y  where  the  poor  liveT  Why  does  tho  «'lerk  on  $1- 
iptown  crowd  into  Doctor  Jim's  wedding  i>arty,  and 
«  blower  at  $4  a  day  down  horo  oniwii  into  'Hitr 
nd  'Joe's  Place'  and  the  *(V(»s<*ont'?  Is  poverty 
)>■  vice:  or  is  vice  a  symptom  of  povi»rty?  And 
R  the  clerk's  wife  move  in  *()ur  host  oirclos'  and  t!n» 
wife,  with  exactly  the  same  nioney  to  spend,  live 
social  darkness?*' 

asked    myself   that    question    lots   of   times."   ox- 
the  youth.    "*!   can't  make   it   work  out  on  f^\\>' 


in  IN  THE  HEART  OK  A  FOOIi 

theory.  But  I  Id)  yoa.  father,"  the  )K>n  clinchi^d  tl 
that  was  free  from  tlie  tinea,  and  shook  it,  "jt'i 
some  way,  Komchow,  it's  wrong,  wuy  down  at  the 
tfaingx — I  don't  know  how  uor  why — but  a«  wire  M 
I'JI  try  to  find  out." 

The  elang  of  an  engine  bell  in  the  South  Harvey 
yards  drowned  the  boh 'a  answer.  The  two  were  i 
the  track  and  turning  the  corner  that  led  In  thi 
Harvey  Btalion.  The  midnight  train  wan  about  di 
the  butrgy  came  near  Ihr  little  gray  box  of  a  station 
called,  "Adamt — Adams,"  and  a  woman'*  voic^ 
Grant," 

"Why,"  exclaimed  the  father,  "it's  the  bappy 
Grant  stopped  the  hon»c  and  climbed  out  over  the  i 
body  of  little  Keiiyou.  "In  a  moment,"  replied 
Then  he  rame  to  a  shadow  andcr  the  station  eave 
tlie  yoanir  people  hiding.  "Adams,  you  can  help 
Via  Dora.  "We  slipped  off  in  the  Doctor's  pha^tofl 
jm^^Anfl  tlie  Ruyiug  crowd  and  we  have  tried  to 
tlMHIfr  dlfe>tlM  'phone,  and  in  some  way  they  doo't 
Iks  hanB  ia  tied  over  by  the  lumber  yard  there.  \ 
take  it  home  with  you  to-night,  and  deliver  it  to  tba 
in  the  morning — whatever — "     But  Unuit  cut  id: 

"Why,  of  eounw.  Glad  to  have  the  chance."  ] 
awkwaid  and  ill  at  caae,  and  r«i>ealed,  "Why,  of 
anything. ' '  But  Van  Dom  interjected :  ' '  You 
Riand.  I'll  pay  for  it-~"  tinint  Adama  sUred  i 
"Why — why — no — "  atammered  Grant  in  eoafu«ioi 
Van  l>oni  thrust  a  five-tlnllar  bill  upon  him.  lie  ' 
return  it.  but  the  bride  and  groom  ran  to  the  train, 
the  young  man  alone  and  hurt  in  his  heart.  Thi 
from  the  baggy  saw  what  bad  happened.  In  a  fow  I 
they  were  Icailing  the  Doctor's  liorae  bchitid  tbe 
hnmy'  "I  didn't  want  their  money,"  etolainwd 
"1  wanted  thrir— thrir — " 

"Vim  wantetl  their  friendahip.  Grant — that's 
wanted."  raid  the  father. 

"And  he  wanted  a  hired  man,"  cried  Grant. 
Urad   man,   and   ab« — why,  didn't   she   uu< 
rw  1  would  twTc  carried  the  old  bone  on  ny 
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iro,  if  8he*d  let  me,  just  to  hear  her  laugh  once, 
r/*  the  son's  voice  was  bitter  as  he  spoke,  ''why  didn't 
identand — why  did  she  side  with  him!" 
father  smiled.  ''Perhaps,  on  your  wedding  trip, 
your  wife  will  agree  with  you  too,  son." 
hey  rode  home  in  silence,  the  young  man  asked  him- 
er  and  over  again,  what  lines  divided  the  world  into 
:  why  manual  toil  shuts  off  the  toilers  from  those  who 
:he  world  otherwise.  Youth  is  sensitive;  often  it  is 
fnmtive,  and  Grant  Adams  saw  or  thought  he  saw  in 
le  byplay  of  Tom  Van  Dom  the  caste  prod  of  society 
^  labor  back  into  its  place. 

tB,"  said  the  bride  as  they  watched  Grant  Adams  un- 
he  horse  by  the  lumber  yard,  "why  did  you  force  that 
on  Grant — he  would  have  much  preferred  to  have 
and  when  he  said  good-by." 

's  not  my  kind  of  folks,  Laura,"  replied  Van  Dom. 
w  you  like  him.  But  that  five  will  do  him  lots  more 
ban  my  shaking  his  hand,  and  if  that  youth  wasn't 
id  as  Lucifer  he*d  rather  have  five  dollars  than  any 
band.  I  would — if  it  comes  to  that." 
I,  Tom,"  answered  the  girl,  "that  wasn't  pride,  that 
If-respect." 

\h  my  dear,"  he  squeezed  her  gloved  hand  and  in 
rkness  put  his  arm  about  her,  "let's  not  worry 
lim.  All  I  know  is  that  I  wanted  to  square  it  with 
r  taking  care  of  the  horse  and  five  dollars  won't  hurt 
^respect.  And,"  said  the  bridegroom  as  he  pressed 
de  very  close  to  his  heart,  "what  is  it  to  us t  We 
\th  other,  so  what  do  we  care — what  is  all  the  world 

he  midnight  train  whistled  out  of  South  Harvey 
Adjuna  sitting  on  a  bedside  was  fondly  unbuttoning 
body  from  its  clothes,  ready  to  hear  a  sleepy  child's 
ly  its  evening  prayers.  In  his  heart  there  flamed  the 
•  the  child  that  was  beckoning  him  into  love  for  every 
t  thing.  And  as  Laura  Van  Dom,  bride  of  Thomas 
name«  heard  the  whistle,  her  being  was  flooded  with 
ligfa  and  marvelous,  washing  in  from  the  infinite  love 
iTCS  the  universe  and  carrying  her  soul  in  aspvtviia 
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thrillK  of  joy  out  to  ride  upon  the  inytiteriotu  cunrntt  tfel 
ve  know  are  uot  of  ourselves,  and  so  have  called  divme.  J 

In  tlic  mortiiti)):,  in  the  early  gray  of  morning,  -^U 
Qrant  Adams  rose  to  make  the  tire  for  breakfast,  be  fofl 
his  father,  sitting  by  the  kitchen  table,  half  clad  aa  bcH 
risen  from  a  rettllexR  bed.  Scrawled  sheets  of  white  pM 
lay  around  him  on  the  floor  and  the  table.     He  aaid  wl| 

"Sfae  ean't  come,  Urant — she  can't  eome.  1  dreamefl 
her  last  nii^ht ;  it  was  all  so  real — just  as  she  was  whew 
were  young,  and  I  thought — I  was  sure  she  waa  near."  ■ 
sighed  aa  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair.  "But  tb^'ve  loth! 
for  herbal!  of  thcni  have  looked  for  her.  Sbe  knom  l\ 
calling — but  she  can't  come."  The  father  fanibled  U 
papers,  rubbed  his  gray  beard,  and  shut  his  fine  eyttJ 
be  shook  bis  head,  and  whispered:  "What  bokb  hH 
what  keeps  lierT     They  all  come  but  her."  ^m 

"What'N  this,  fatherT'  asked  Grant,  as  a  ptgt  ekm 
written  in  a  fine  hand  fluttered  to  the  floor. 

"Oh.  nothing— much — ju.sl  Mr.  Left  bringing  me  aoa 
message  from  Victor  Hugo.     It  isn't  much." 

But  the  Eminent  Authority  who  put  it  into  the  PruoM 
ings  of  the  Psychological  Society  laid  more  store  t^  it  H 
be  did  by  the  .scraps  and  incoherent  bitx  of  jarsoo  w9 
pictured  the  old  man's  lonely  grief.  They  are  out  J 
aerved  for  un,  hut  in  tbe  Proceedings,  ou  page  1125,  we  H 
this  from  Mr.  [jcft :  1 

"Tbe  vice  of  the  poor  is  crass  and  palpable.     It  carrd 

I  quick  and  deadly  corrective  poison,     iiul  the  vicen  of^ 

I  well-to-do  are  none  the  less  deadly.     To  dine  in  comfort  M 

'  know  your  brother  h>  atarving;  to  sleep  in  peace  and  km 

that  he  is  wronged  and  oppre^Mcd  by  laws  that  we  sa]]et)aa,t 

gather  one's  family  in  irontentment  aniuod  a  beartb,  vM 

the  poor  dwell  in  a  habitat  of  vice  that  killa  their  aoola,  tofl 

without  hleeiling  hearts  for  the  wrong  on  tbia  eartb— tllM 

tbe  vice  of  the  welMo-do.     And  so  it  shall  come  to  pM^ 

wlien  tlie  day  of  reckoning  appears  it  shall   be  a  day  i 

wrath.     For  when  God  gives  the  poor  the  strength  to  ril 

(and  they  are  waxing  stronger  every  hour),  ifaey  will  ma 

not  a  brother's  hand  but  a  glutton 'a— the  hard,  dead  bn 

of  M  hmrd,  dead  aoal.    Then  wWV  Vhft  tvowu  v'Mr  and  tl 
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;  ^irell-to-do,  each  crippled  by  his  own  vices,  the  blind 
^  the  blindy  fall  to  in  a  merciless  conflict,  mad  and 
i^less,  bom  of  a  sad,  unnecessary  hate  that  shall  ter- 
the  earth,  unless  Qod  sends  us  another  miracle  of  love 
tirist  or  some  vast  chastening  scourge  of  war,  to  turn 
iie  fmtefol  blow.'' 


CHAPTER  XIU 

IN   WHICH   WE  OBSERVE  THE  INTERIOB  OF  A   DESERTS) 

AN  empty,  lonely  house  was  that  on  Quality  ! 
Elm  Street  after  the  daughter's  marriage, 
not  that  the  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Nesbit  did  not  84 
daughter  often ;  but  whether  she  came  every  day  or  1 
week  or  every  week,  always  she  came  as  a  visitor, 
may  have  two  homes.  And  the  daughter  of  the  b( 
Nesbit  had  her  own  home — a  home  wherein  she  was  s 
to  bind  her  husband  to  a  domesticity  which  in  itself  ( 
interest  him.  But  with  her  added  charm  to  it,  she  b 
that  she  could  lure  him  into  an  acceptance  of  her  i» 
marriage.  So  with  all  her  powers  she  fell  to  her  task, 
seiously  or  unconsciously,  directly  or  by  indireetic 
always  with  the  joy  of  adventure  in  her  heart,  whetht 
books  or  with  music  or  with  comradeship,  she  was  b 
henwlf  to  the  business  of  wifchcxxl,  so  that  her  owi 
filled  her  life  and  the  .\csbit  home  was  lonely;  so  lorn 
it  that  by  way  of  solace  and  diversion,  Mrs.  Nesbit  1 
the  woodwork  <lown.stairs  **done  over'*  in  quarter-San 
with  elaborate  rarvinp?.  Ferocious  parjroyles,  highly 
dolphin.s,  improper,  pot-bcllitHl  little  cupids,  and  me 
without  a  shred  of  character,  seemed  about  to  pour 
from  banister,  alcove,  lK)okca-se.  cozy  corner  and  china 
(•eorge  Hrothcrtofi  prctcnde<l  to  find  resemblances 
effigies  to  people  about  llarvcy,  and  to  the  town's  < 
delight  he  bejran  to  name  the  tigun*s  after  their  frien< 
always  s^hiti^l  the  figures  intimately,  as  Maggie,  or 
or  the  ('a|)tain,  or  John  Hollander,  or  Lady  Iler 
But  thn)uph  the  wooden  menagerie  in  the  big  hoi 
I><H'tr>r  whistlecl  and  hinnmetl  and  .smoked  and  ehi 
more  or  less  dn»arily.  To  him  the  Japanese  scree 
huge  blue  vases,  the  ponderous  high-backed  chain 
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th  meaningless  carvings,  the  mantels  full  of  jars  and  pots 
d  fUtuettes,  brought  no  comfort.  He  was  forever  putting 
\  cane  over  his  arm  and  clicking  down  the  street  to  the 
u  Dom  home;  but  he  felt  in  spite  of  all  his  daughter's 
orts  to  welcome  him — and  perhaps  because  of  them — that 
was  a  stranger  there.  So  slowly  and  rather  impercep- 
ly  to  him,  certainly  without  any  conscious  desire  for  it, 
roodnesB  for  Kenyon  Adams  sprang  up  in  the  Doctor's 
irt  For  it  was  exceedingly  soft  in  spots  and  those  spots 
re  near  his  home.  He  was  domestic  and  he  was  fond  of 
■e  joys.  So  when  Mrs.  Nesbit  put  aside  the  encyclo- 
dia.  from  which  she  was  getting  the  awful  truth  about 
ibylonian  Art  for  her  paper  to  be  read  before  the 
iskespeare  Club,  and  going  to  the  piano,  brought  from 
e  bottom  of  a  pile  of  yellow  music  a  tattered  sheet,  played 
Oiopin  nocturne  in  a  rolling  and  rather  grand  style  that 
Hmg  women  affected  before  the  Civil  War,  t!ie  Doctor's  joy 
as  scarcely  less  keen  than  the  child's.  Then  came  rare 
RMJons  when  Laura,  being  there  for  the  night  while  her 
inband  was  away  on  business,  would  play  melodies  that 
it  the  child's  heart  to  the  quick  and  brought  tears  of  joy 
•kii  big  eyes.  It  seemed  to  him  at  those  times  as  if  Heaven 
Wf  were  opened  for  him,  and  for  days  the  melodies  she 
ihyed  would  come  ringing  through  his  heart.  Often  he 
MbM  sit  absorbed  at  the  piano  when  he  should  have  been 
pictieiDg  his  lesson,  picking  out  those  melodies  and  trying 
tik  a  poignant  yearning  for  perfection  to  find  their  proper 
kroMDies.  But  at  such  times  after  he  had  frittered  away 
ifaw  minutes,  Mrs.  Nesbit  would  call  down  to  him,  ''You, 
IttToo,*'  and  he  would  sigh  and  take  up  his  scales  and 
i  Mi  ind  arpeggios. 
Kenyon  was  developing  into  a  shy,  lovely  child  of  few 
■a;  he  seemed  to  love  to  listen  to  every  continuous 
creaking  gate,  a  waterdrip  from  the  oaves,  a  whis- 
wind — a  humming  wire.  Sometimes  the  Doctor  would 
Kenyon  long  minutes,  as  the  child  li.stoned  to  the  tire's 
bvmmiiir  in  the  grate,  and  would  wonder  what  the  little 
ttwr  made  of  it  all.  But  above  ever>'thinp  else  about  the 
fUdthe  Doctor  was  interested  in  watching  hi.s  eyes  develop 
Mo  the  great,  liquid,  soulful  orbs  that  marked  his  motU^t. 
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To  the  Doetor  the  rwemblauce  wu  ratiior  weird, 
could  aee  no  other  point  in  the  child's  hody  or  Blind  or 
wbereoD  Mnrgwt  Miiller  had  left  a  token.  Tbo  V 
liked  to  diiH!U»  Kenyon  with  his  mfc  tnnu  the  stUMl| 
of  ancestry.  He  took  a  aort  of  fiendiHb  delight — if  o 
imagine  s  ftend  nith  n  seraphic  fnee  and  dancinft  biM 
and  •  mouth  that  loved  to  pucker  in  ■  pensive  wk' 
in  Hn.  Nesbit's  never  failing  stumble  over  the  t 

Anjr  crentng  he  woald  lay  aiiide  his  Browning— etw 
knotty  paaMgo  wherein  the  Doctor  was  wont  to  take  I 
pieaaure.  and  revert  to  type  thns: 

"  Vea.  I  guen  there's  something  in  blood  as  you  aay! 
ebild  abowi  it!    Hut  where  do  you  rappnsr  he  mia  1 

rf"  His  wife  would  answer  enerpetieally,  '*Th«y  i 
Amoa's  and  they  ecrtsinly  arv  not  mnch  like  Mil 
Tet  tboae  eyes  show  that  Romewhere  in  the  line  tfaeiv 
fine  blood  and  biiih  breeding  " 

And  the  Doelor,  remembering  the  kraut -peddling  ] 
who  need  to  live  bnck  in  Indiana,  and  who  was  Ken] 
rrcetirnindfather,  would  shake  a  wiwe  head  and  I 

"Them  eyes  is  certainly  a  throwback  to  the  i 
my  dear — a  sure  and  certain  throw-back!" 

And  while  Mrs.  N'enbJl  was  climbing  the  Randi  fanilj 
tram  Haiy  Adams  back  to  certain  Irish  Siandses  of  thf 
aigbtcenth  eentary,  the  Doetor  would  flit  back  to  "tia 
am,"  to  be  awakened  from  its  vpell  by:  "Only  tin 
havt  aoeh  eym !  They  are  the  mark  of  the  Celt  all  on 
world!  But  it's  curioiu  that  neither  Mary  tior  DankI 
those  eyeal" 

"It's  certainly  curious  like,"  squeaked  the  Doetor 
nbly — "eertainiy  enrious  like,  as  the  treetoad  said  1  ' 
cnuldn't  holler  tip  a  rain.  Rut  it  only  proves  that  I 
always  tHIsI  lledelia,  there's  re«lly  nothing  w>  tra«  i 
world  as  blood ! ' ' 

And  Mrs  NrMbit  would  ask  him  a  moment  later  «l 
eonid    find    m>   amnsint;   in    "Paracelsits"!     She  i 
never  had  found  anylhinit  but  h'-sdachM  in  it. 

Yet  there  came  a  time  when  the  pudgy  little  s 
tW  Doetor  did  not  shake  in  merrimenL    For  b«  al 
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Men  of  blood  to  solve.  Tom  Van  Dom  was^  after  all, 
biKmi  Van  Dom  baby ! 

)m  erening  in  the  late  winter  as  the  Doctor  was  trudging 
mtnm  a  belated  ealU  he  saw  the  light  in  Brotherton's 
riov  marking  a  yellow  bar  across  the  dark  street  As  he 
ffcd  in  for  a  word  with  Mr.  Brotherton  about  the  coming 
■I  dty  election,  he  saw  quickly  that  the  laugh  was  in 
■  w^  on  Tom  Van  Dom,  who  rose  rather  guiltily  and 
ried  out  of  the  shop. 

Sttgin  on  George!''  exclaimed  Captain  Morton;  then 
imd  the  Doctor *s  gay,  inquiring  stare:  '^ Henry  bet 
nte  a  box  of  Perfectos  Tom  wouldn't  be  a  year  from  his 
dinf  asking  'what's  her  name'  when  the  boys  were  dis- 
iof  ioiiie  girl  or  other,  and  they've  laid  for  Tom  ever 
tind  got  him  to-night,  ehf " 

be  Captain  laughed,  and  then  remembering  the  Doc- 
\  rdatranship  with  the  Van  Doms,  colored  and  tried  to 
This  blunder  with:    ''Just  boys,  you  know,  Doc — ^just 

le  Doctor  grinned  and  piped  back,  "Oh,  yes — ^yes — 
-I  know,  l)oys  will  be  dogs!" 

ddlinfff  home  that  night  the  Doctor  passed  the  Van 
I  bouse.  He  saw  through  the  window  the  young  couple 
fir  living-room.  The  doctor  had  a  feeling  that  he  could 
^  the  emotions  of  his  daughter's  heart.  It  was  as  though 
>uW  see  luT  trying  in  vain  to  fasten  the  steel  grippers 
er  soul  into  the  heart  and  life  of  the  man  she  loved. 
'  and  over  the  father  asked  himself  if  in  Tom  Van 
i*H  heart  was  any  essential  loyalty  upon  which  the  hooks 
bnnds  of  the  friendship  and  fellowship  of  a  home  could 
n  aiMi  hold.  The  father  could  see  the  handsome  young 
of  Van  Dorn  in  the  gas  light,  aflame  with  the  joy  of  her 
mif,  but  Dr.  Neshit  realized  that  it  was  a  pa^ssing  tiame 
at  in  the  core  of  the  husband  was  nothing  to  which  a 
mifrfat  anchor  her  life;  and  as  the  Doctor  clicked  his 
on  the  sidewalk  vigorously  he  whispered  to  himself: 
lb— pet h — nothing  in  his  heart  but  peth." 
day  came  when  the  parents  stood  watching  their  daugh- 
tt  she  went  down  the  street  through  the  dusk,  after  she 
loaed  them  both  and  told  them,  and  after  they  had  all 
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nid  they  were  very  happy  over  it.  But  wIm 
of  sight  (he  hamla  of  the  parents  net  and  t 
fear  in  Bedclia  Nesbit's  face  for  tlic  Hrst  tim 
■poke  of  the  fear.  It  took  ita  place  by  the  vagnS'fe 
in  their  facarta,  and  two  spectral  Hcntiuels  stood  gul 
their  speech. 

Tbiis  their  talk  came  to  be  of  those  things  whid 
mote  from  tbeir  faearta.  It  was  Mrs.  Nesbit's  habit 
the  paper  and  rrpcat  the  iifWK  tu  the  Doctor,  who  h 
her  with  a  book,  lie  jabbed  in  comments;  she 
them.  Thus:  "I  kpc  Grant  A'loms  has  been  bum 
oarpcnter  for  all  the  Walioo  Fuel  Companies  ni) 
properties."  To  which  the  Doctor  replied:  "(in 
dear,  is  an  unusual  younp  man.  He'll  have  tan  regg 
under  him — and  I  claim  that's  fine  for  a  boy  in  hi 
ties — with  no  better  nhow  in  life  than  Grant  has  bad. 
Mrs.  Nnbit  had  in  general  a  low  opinion  of  the  DocU 
mates  of  men.  She  held  that  no  man  who  came  from 
and  was  fooled  by  men  who  wore  cotton  in  Uteir  t 
wvre  addicted  to  chilblains,  could  be  trusted  in  ap] 
humanity. 

So  she  answered.  "Vcs,"  dryly.  It  was  her  nuta 
he  began  to  bextow  knighthiMxl  upon  common  clay  ti 
him  with  some  new  and  irrelevant  subject.  "Ilerc'i 
in  the  Timti  this  morning  I  fancy  you  didn't  raadL 
deaeribing  the  bride's  dress  and  her  beauty,  it  aayi 
the  bride  is  a  daughter  of  the  late  H.  M.  Von  UOll 
was  an  exile  from  his  nati%'e  land  and  gave  up  a  larg 
and  a  title  because  of  hix  participation  in  the  rrvolt 
'4S.  Min  Miillcr  might  properly  be  called  the  C 
Von  Miiller,  if  nhe  chose  to  claim  her  rightful  title  I 
is  there  to  that!" 

The  Doctor  threw  back  his  head  and  chuckled: 

"Pennsylvania  Dutch  for  three  gciieratiiins — I  k] 
Bennan  Muller's  father — before  I  came  West — wbeo 
to  sell  kraut  and  che^xie  around  Vinoennes  before  I 
tnd  Herman's  grnndfaihcr  came  from   PcnnsylTWi 

"I    tlioniiht   Ml,"    sniffed    Mm.    Nenbit.     And    U 
■dded:     "Doctor,  that  girl  is  a  minx." 
,  "Tes,  my  dear,'*  chirped  the  Doctor.     "Yes,aba^i 
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s  isa't  the  open  season  for  minxes,  so  we  must  let  her 
nd/'  he  added  after  a  pause,  during  which  he  read 
dding  notice  carefully,  ''she  may  put  a  brace  under 
— the  blessed  Lord  knows  Henry  will  need  something, 
he*8  done  mighty  well  for  a  year — only  twice  in 
!n  months.  Poor  fellow — poor  fellow!"  mused  the 
.  Mrs.  Nesbit  blinked  at  her  husband  for  a  minute 
ttering  indignation.  Then  she  exclaimed:  ''Brace 
Uenry!"  And  to  make  it  more  emphatic,  repeated 
then  exploded:  "The  cat's  foot — brace  for  Henry, 
— that  piece!" 

Mrs.  Nesbit  stalked  out  of  the  room,  brought  back  a 
Iress — a  very  minute  dress — she  was  making  and  sat 
I  almost  imperceptibly  while  her  husband  read. 
i\  after  a  calming  interval,  she  said  in  a  more  amiable 
'Doctor  Nesbit,  if  youVe  cut  up  all  the  women  you 
:o  have  dissected  in  medical  school,  you  know  precious 
ihtmt  what's  in  them,  if  you  get  fooled  in  that  Mar- 
jroman." 

ic  only  kind  we  ever  cut  up,"  returned  the  Doctor 
mild,  conciliatory  treble,  "were  perfect — all  Satter- 
«." 

I  when  the  Doctor  fell  back  to  his  book,  Mrs.  Nesbit 
some  time  rejecting  upon  the  virtues  of  her  liege  lord 
ondering  how  such  a  paragon  ever  came  from  so  corn- 
State  as  Indiana,  where  so  far  as  any  one  ever  knew 
was  never  a  family  in  the  whole  commonwealth,  and 
itire  population  as  she  understood  it  carried  potatoes 
ir  pockets  to  keep  away  rheumatism, 
evening  wore  away  and  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Nesbit  were 
by  the  ashes  in  the  smoldering  fire  in  the  grate, 
were  about  to  go  up  stairs  when  the  Doctor,  who  had 
[•joking  absent-mindedly  into  the  embers,  began  medi- 
'  tloud  about  local  politics  while  his  wife  sewed.  His 
ition  concerned  a  certain  trade  between  the  city  and 
1  Sands  wherein  the  city  parted  with  its  stock  in 
/s  public  utilities  with  a  face  value  of  something  like 
ion  dollars.  The  stocks  were  to  jro  to  Mr.  Sands,  while 
ity  receivetl  therefor  a  ten-aere  tract  east  of  town  on 
^ihoo,  called  Sands  Park.    After  bursting  into  iVv^ 
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Doctor's  political  noctunie  rattier  suddenly  uid  i 
will)  bcr  feminine  duiapprov&l.  Mm.  Nesbit  sat  rHcldas, 
liually  tihe  exclaimed:    "tiuod  Lord,  Jim  Neiibit,  T 
w*8  a  man." 

"I've  long  suspected  it,  my  dear,"  piped  ber  huabi 

"Ob,  it  inn't  ihat^uot  yuur  politics,"  retorlnl  Ht% 
bit.  "tlioogii  tliat  madn  mo  tbink  of  it.     Do  you  I 
else  old  Dan  Sands  is  doiuifT" 

The  Doctor  bent  over  the  fire,  atirred  it  up  U 
"Well,  not  in  partitrular. '' 

"I'iiilanderiiin,"  MiilTed  Mrs,  Nesbit. 

"Ajiint"  returned  the  (Jootor. 

"No,"  snapped  Mra.  Nwhii — "as  umiall" 

Tbo  Doetor  had  nn  opinion  to  expren;  on«  of  IIm  j 
•peelem  was  engaging  his  attention  at  the  momenL 
entty  his  wiTe  put  down  her  pa|»er  and  sat  aa  one  i 
with  an  impulse.     The  specter  on  her  side  of  the  be 
trying  to  ketrp  her  lips  ffenli^.    Th«-y  '>'<(  while  tbe  i 
clock  tickfd  otT  live  minutes. 

"What  arc  yon  Ihinkingt"  the  Diirtor  aitk«'d. 

"I'm  thinking  of  Dan  ^uds,"  replied  the  n-ife  i 
emotion  in  her  voiee. 

The  foot  lap  of  Mr*.  Nesbit  became  andiUcL  Sh 
ber  bead  with  some  furee  and  exelaimed :  "O  •Tim,  « 
I  like  to  have  that  man — just  for  one  day." 

"I've  noticed,"  eut  in  the  Dot'tor.  "regarding  aad 
■ittona  from  the  gentler  nex.  that  tbe  Lord  generallj 
p«n  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb  " 

■"The  shorn  lamb — the  Hhorn  lamb,"  retorted  Mtm.  I 
"Tbe  abom  tom-eat!  I'd  like  to  shear  him."  Wbe 
die  ruse  and  patting  out  the  ligfal  led  the  Dovtur  I 
stairt. 

Both  knew  that  the  spectral  sentineU  bad  uaed  I 
Sands  and  hia  amoura  only  oa  a  neal  upon  their  lips. 

The  parents  maid  sprnk  in  parabin  atwiut  mn] 
felt  or  faneied  twcaiue  there  wan  no  little  that  wi 
atkd  mfaatantial  for  Ibem  to  »ee.  Of  all  the  inntituliaii 
baa  made — the  slate,  the  churrh.  hta  eommcn-y.  his 
tb«  bone  it  by  far  tfae  most  ■piritiial.  \tn  sueecMM  i 
CkOarw  art  aavvr  material.    Thty  are  oenr  evldeoeed 
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f  worldly  goods.  Only  in  the  hearts  of  those  who 
in  a  home,  or  of  those  to  whom  it  is  dear,  do  its  tri- 
and  its  defeats  register  themselyes.  But  in  Tom  Van 
I  philosophy  of  life  small  spaee  was  left  for  things 
ipirit  sJone,  to  register.  He  was  trying  with  all  his 
to  build  a  home  upon  material  things.  So  above  all 
[t  his  home  around  a  beautiful  woman.  Then  he  lav- 
upon  her  and  about  the  houne  wherein  she  dwelled, 
ful  objects.  He  was  proud  of  their  cost.  Their  value 
ars  and  cents  gave  these  objects  their  chief  value  in 
ance  sheet  of  gain  or  less  in  footing  up  his  account 
Ls  home.  And  because  what  he  had  was  expensive,  he 
it  Possibly  because  he  had  bought  his  wife's  devo- 
t  some  material  sacrifice  to  his  own  natural  indina- 
oward  the  feminine  world,  he  listed  her  high  in  the 
)f  the  home ;  and  so  in  the  only  way  he  could  love,  he 
ler  jealously.  She  and  the  rugs  and  pictures  and  fur- 
— all  were  dear  to  him,  as  chattels  which  he  had 
and  paid  for  and  could  brag  about.     And  because  he 

0  well  bred  to  brag,  the  repression  of  that  natural 
t  he  added  to  the  cost  of  the  items  listed, — rugs,  pic- 
wrife.  furniture,  house,  trees,  lot,  and  blue  grass  lawn, 
'n  toward  the  end  of  the  first  year  of  his  marriage,  he 
that  actually  he  could  turn  his  head  and  follow  with 
•s  a  pretty  petticoat  going  down  Market  Street,  and 
poI  his  wife;  when  he  found  he  could  pry  open  the 
f  Miss  Mauling  at  the  office  again  with  his  old  ogle, 
ill  have  the  l>eautiful  love  which  he  had  bought  with 
niah  its  value  dropped. 

his  wife,  who  felt  in  her  soul  her  value  passing  in 
art  she  loved,  strove  to  find  her  fault  and  to  correct  it. 
her  de>'otion  manifested  itself  more  plainly.  Daily 
ed  more  singly  to  the  purpo.se  of  her  soul.  And  daily 
w  that  purpose  becoming  a  vain  pursuit. 
vardly  the  home  was  unchanged  as  this  tragedy  was 

1  within  the  two  hearts.  The  same  scenery  surrounded 
avers.  The  same  voices  spoke,  in  the  same  tones,  the 
rords  of  endearment,  and  the  same  hours  brought  the 
routine  as  the  days  passed.  Yet  the  home  was  slowly 
g  into  failure.    And  the  specters  that  sealed  the  U^^ 


184 


IN  THE  HEABT  OF  A  FOOL 


of  the  parents  who  stood  hy  and  mutely  watched  the  ii 
dramA  unfold,  watched  it  unfold  and  translate  itself 
life  without  words,  without  deeds,  without  superficial  in 
or  ^in^liitig  of  any  kind — the  specters  passed  the  sad  i 
from  heart  to  heart  in  those  mysterious  silences  whc 
souls  in  this  world  learn  their  surest  truths. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

WBICH  OUR  HERO  STROLLS  OUT  WITH  THE  DEVIL  TO  LOOK 

AT  THE  HIGH  MOUNTAIN 


HE  soup  had  come  and  gone;  great  platters  of  fried 
chicken  had  disappeared,  with  incidental  spinach  and 
new  peas  and  potatoea  A  bowl  of  lettuce  splashed 
t  French  dressing  had  been  mowed  down  as  the  grass, 
the  goodly  company  was  surveying  something  less  than 
icre  of  strawberry  shortcake  at  the  close  of  a  rather 
fious  dinner — a  spring  dinner,  to  be  exact.  Rhoda  Hol- 
ier waft  reciting  with  enthusiasm  an  elaborate  and  impos- 
i*  travesty  of  a  recipe  for  strawberry  shortcake,  which 
ha«i  read  somewhere,  when  the  Doctor,  in  his  nankeens, 
nrs;  bis  bands  on  the  table  cloth  as  one  who  was  about 
df^hver  an  oracle,  ran  his  merry  eyes  down  the  table, 
spring  up  the  Adamses  and  Mortons  and  Mayor  Brother- 
^  and  Morty  Sands;  fastened  his  glance  upon  the  Van 
boms  and  cut  in  on  the  interminable  shortcake  recipe  rather 
fefethlt^sly  thus  in  his  gay  falsetto: 

*T«>m,    here — thinks    he's    pretty    smart.     And    Georfje 
|l^:herton.  Mayor  of  all  the  Harveys,  thinks  he  is  a  pretty 
tth  article;  and  the  Honorable  Lady  Satterthwaite  here, 
'«  ffr>t  a  Maryland  notion  that  she  has  second  si<rht  into 
•ioings  of  her  prince  consort."     He  chuckle<l  and  grinned 
he  beamed  at  his  daughter:     **And  there  is  the  princoss 
rial — she  thinks  she*s  mighty  knolledgeous  about   hor 
Vr—hut/*  he  cocked  his  head  on  one  side,  enjoyinp:  the 
he  was  creating  as  he  paused,  drawling  his  words, 
I'm  just  f?oing  to  show  you  how  I've  got   'em  all  fooled/' 
He  pulled  from  his  pocket  a  long,  official  envelope,  pulled 
the  envelope  an  official  document,  and  also  a  letter. 
'aid  the  official  document  down  before  him  and  opened 
iftter. 
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"Kind  o'  eeema  to  be  signed  by  the  Govenur  «l  i 
Stat^"  he  drolled:  "And  Kems  like  the  mora  I  iMhrf 
Idle  surer  I  am  it's  addressed  to  Tom  Van  Ooni.  I*a1 
much  of  an  Hocutioiiii^t  and  never  could  read  at  lisht,  k 

eome  from  Eeudiany,  and  1  guess  Rhody  here,  ^e'a  ki 

tfooutionaT7  and  I'll  jest  about  kA  btr  to  read  it  ta 
Udies  and  gentlemen ! "     lie  haiidctl  Mr».  Hollander  tbel 
ttr  and  puwd  tbn  aeslod  document  to  his  aon-in-law. 

Mn.  Kollander  read  aloud : 

**I  take  plosfiure  in  banding  you  thmncb  the  VindM 
Senator  James  Ne«bit  your  ap^wintment  lo  liil  the  vai 
ill  your  jndicial  district  created  to-day  by  the  ratignati 
Jodge  Arbiicklc  of  your  district  to  fill  a  vaeoni.*}'  in  I 
Supreme  Court  of  this  State  creatwl  tfaere  by  the  m' 
tton  of  Justice  Worrell." 

Looking  over  hiit  wife's  shoulder  and  wring  the  si 
eanee  of  the  letter.  John  Kollandrr  thrtFW  back  his  hmi 
began  singing  in  his  roaring  voice.  "For  we'll  raUjr  ■ 
tlw  flag,  bovs.  we'll  rally  once  again,  shouting  the  b«t^«  i 
of  fraedora."  and   the  company  at   the  table  ctappcd 
hands.     And  while  George  Broiherton  was  b4>llowing.  '*Vi 
— aajfl"   Judge   Thomas    Van    Dom    kiiwd   his   wife  i 
bsaned  his  satisfarlion  upon  the  company. 

When  the  commntiuD  bad  aubsHled  the  elmeUiiif  U 
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jht  on  another  and  here's  Tom's  commission  and  three 
and  a  railroad  all  made  happy ! "    He  threw  back  his 

^ and  laughed  silently  as  he  finished,  ''and  all  the  jus- 

^Mes  concurring  I"  After  the  hubbub  of  congratulations 
Bid  passed  and  the  guests  had  moved  into  the  parlor  of  the 
Herint  home,  the  little  Doctor,  standing  among  them,  regaled 
limself  thus : 

''Politics  is  jobs.  Jobs  is  friends.  Friends  is  polities. 
The  reason  why  the  reformers  don't  get  anywhere  is  that 
th^  have  no  friends  in  politics.  They  regard  the  people  as 
iticky  and  smelly  and  low.  Bedelia  has  that  notion.  But 
I  love  'em!    Love  'em  and  vote  'em!" 

Amos  Adams  opened  his  mouth  to  protest,  but  the  Doctor 
vaved  him  into  silence.  "I  know  your  idear,  Amos!  But 
when  the  folks  get  tired  of  politics  that  is  jobs  and  want 
politics  that  is  principles,  I'll  open  as  fine  a  line  of  prin- 
dples  as  ever  was  shown  in  this  market !" 

After  the  company  had  gone,  Mrs.  Nesbit  faced  her  hus- 
band with  a  peremptory:  "Well — ^will  you  tell  me  why, 
Jim  Nesbit?"    And  he  sighed  and  dropped  into  a  chair. 

"To  save  his  self-respect!  Self-respect  grows  on  what 
it  feeds  on,  my  dear,  and  I  thought  maybe  if  he  was  a 
judge" — he  looked  into  the  anxious  eyes  of  his  wife  and 
vent  on — ^"that  might  hold  him!"  He  rested  his  head  on 
a  hand  and  drew  in  a  deep  breath.  ***  Vanity,  vanity,' 
laith  the  Preacher — 'all  is  vanity !'  And  I  thought  I'd  hitch 
it  to  something  that  might  pull  him  out  of  the  swamp  1 
And  I  happen^  to  know  that  he  had  a  sneaking  notion  of 
nnning  for  Judge  this  fall,  so  I  thought  I'd  slip  up  and 
kip  hhn." 

He  sighed  again  and  his  tone  changed.  "I  did  it  pri- 
Barily  for  Laura,"  he  said  wearily,  and:  "Mother,  we 
Bigfat  as  well  face  it. ' ' 

Urs.  Nesbit  looked  intently  at  her  husband  in  understand- 
ing silence  and  asked:    "Is  it  any  one  in  particular,  Jim — " 

He  hesitated,  then  exclaimed :  ' '  Oh,  I  may  be  wrong,  but 
Kmehow  I  don't  like  the  air — the  way  that  Mauling  girl 
MBomeB  authority  at  the  office.  Why,  she's  made  me  wait 
k  the  outer  office  twice  now — for  nothing  except  to  show 
ttatshecouldl" 
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"Yes,  Jim — but  what  gotxl  will  tliw  judgeship  dot 
will  it  solve  snythingl"  pcreistod  the  wife.  Tbe  Doctor 
bis  xigh  precede  hin  worda:  "Th«  ollicc  will  make  bia 
ize  Uiat  the  eyv»  of  the  conununtty  are  on  hiui,  thai  be  » 
B  way  a  marked  man.  And  tlicu  \hc  place  will  keep  I 
bu«y  and  npur  on  hiti  amhiliou.  Aud  theae  tfaiu|»  ifcl 
help." 

lie  loukiHl  leiuU-rly  iiitu  the  worried  face  of  his  wifli 
smiiinl.  "I'erliapa  we're  both  wrong.  We  dou*t  In 
Tom's  youtiK  and — "  lie  ended  the  sentence  in  a  "H 
bo — ho— huml*'  and  yawned  and  roiie,  leading  Ibe  wi^ 
stain. 

^ln  the  Van  l>orn  home  a  young  wife  waa  trying  lo  dl 
ftemelf  in  the  new  relatiou  to  the  community  in  wbid 
•vening's  news  had  plnt-ed  her.  8he  had  no  idea  of  dinm 
tbe  judgfKhip  from  her  life.  She  felt  that  tnarriacv  «l 
hll  parlDepihip  and  that  the  judgeship  meant  mueh  to  I 
She  realiwd  that  as  a  judge's  wife  hrr  life  and  her  datk 
and  lUie  was  eager  always  lo  ac((uire  new  duliet) — woal4 
different  from  hfr  life  and  her  dii'ieK  as  a  lawyer's  wtf< 
a  doetor'a  wife  or  a  morcbsnt's  wife,  for  exanplft. 
Lsnra  Van  Doni  wax  in  the  wife  busineM  with  a  conm 
ardor,  and  the  whole  universe  was  related  to  her  viftl 
To  her  marriage  wait  the  development  of  a  two-pbast 
with  but  one  will.  As  the  young  couple  entered  Ibtir  b 
Um>  wife  waft  saying: 

"Turn,  ian't  it  tine  to  think  of  the  good  you  can  i 
tbne  poor  folk  in  the  Valley  don't  really  get  jottllr*. 
tbej're  your  frienda.    They  bIwaj-h  help  ymi  and 
tbe  eleetion,  and   now  you   can   see   that   they  1uit« 
rights.    Ob.  I'm  M>  glad — ro  glad  father  did  it.    That 
his  way  to  show  them  bow  be  really  lovea  tbera." 

The  huKband  smiled,  a  boshandly  sod  superior  smOs, 
aaid  alMenlly.  "Ob,  well,  I  presume  they  don't  gel  ■ 
out  of  tbe  courta,  but  they  abould  learn  to  keep  away  I 
litigation.  It*s  a  rieh  nnn'a  game  anyway!"  lie 
thinking  of  the  steps  before  him  which  might  lead  bfm  ' 
higher  court  and  still  higher.  His  arabtlioti  vanlted  a 
apoke.  "Laura.  Father  .lim  wouldn't  mind  havinfi  a- 
ID-law  oa  tbe  United  States  Supreme  Court,  uid  I  bri 
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ean  work  together  and  make  it  in  twenty  years  more!" 

As  the  young  wife  saw  the  glow  of  ambition  in  his  fine, 

le  face  she  stifled  the  altruistic  yearnings,  which  she 

come  to  feel  made  her  husband  uncomfortable,  and 

him  as  he  gazed  into  the  crystal  ball  of  the  future 

saw  its  glistening  chimera. 

Perhaps  the  preceding  dialogue  wherein  Dr.  James  Nes- 
%k,  his  wife,  his  daughter  and  his  son-in-law  have  spoken 
■mj  indicate  that  politics  as  the  Doctor  played  it  was  an 
nceedingly  personal  chess  game.  We  see  him  here  blithely 
likmg  from  the  people  of  his  state,  their  rights  to  justice 
nd  trading  those  rights  cheerfully  for  his  personal  happi- 
■OB  as  it  was  represented  in  the  possible  reformation  of  his 
Inigfater's  husband.  He  thought  it  would  work — ^this  curi- 
ns  bartering  of  public  rights  for  private  ends.  He  could 
aot  see  that  a  man  who  could  accept  a  judgeship  as  it  had 
flome  to  Tom  Van  Dom,  in  the  nature  of  things  could  not 
tike  out  an  essential  self-respect  which  he  had  forfeited 
»lien  he  took  the  place.  The  Doctor  was  as  blind  as  Tom 
Van  Dom,  as  blind  as  his  times.  Qovernment  was  a  per- 
iQoal  matter  in  that  day ;  public  place  was  a  personal  per- 
fBisite. 

As  for  the  reformation  of  Tom  Van  Dorn,  for  which  all 
ftis  juggling  with  sacred  things  was  done,  he  had  no  idea 
fluit  his  moral  regeneration  w&s  concerned  in  the  deal,  and 
ioever  in  all  the  years  of  his  service  did  the  vaguest  hint 
^eome  to  him  that  the  outrage  of  justice  had  been  accom- 
plished for  his  own  soul's  good. 

The  next  morning  Tom  Van  Dom  read  of  his  appoint- 
ment as  Judge  in  the  morning  papers,  and  he  pranced  twice 
tte  length  of  Market  Street,  up  one  side  and  down  the 
0ther,  to  let  the  populace  congratulate  him.  Then  with  a 
ftt  box  of  candy  he  went  to  his  office,  where  he  gave  the 
ctndy  and  certain  other  tokens  of  esteem  to  Miss  Mauling, 
ifid  at  noon  after  the  partnership  of  Calvin  &  Van  Dom 
kd  been  dissolved,  with  the  understanding  that  the  young 
Judge  was  to  keep  his  law  books  in  Calvin's  office,  and  was 
to  have  a  private  office  there — for  certain  intangible  con- 
ftderations.  Then  after  the  business  with  Joseph  Calvin  was 
eoQcluded,  the  young  Judge  in  his  private  office  with  his 
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hands  aoder  bis  ooftt-taiLt  preened  before  lAim 
Utlked  froui  &  slumelaw  Moui  u£  liU  i^n«d  fur 
(Ttri  before  bini  gBve  him  what  he  could  uol  get 
abji'L't  adoraliou.  ani:riliiMi].  utiabashi>d,  unnstn 

The  youiiif  nutu  whom  the  luiwly  ijualttiol  Jiid|te 
hcrili-d  fks  L-uurt  tiifiioprapber  waa  a  amMjr  unen 
ratlier  mciliMliL-al.  old  maid  of  n  person,  and  Tf 
Dom  cuuld  uot  opexi  hw  soul  to  this  jrootb,  k  be  w 
to  »Umy  back  to  (he  offices  of  Jowph  Calvin  to  < 
UMiructioDii  to  juries,  and  to  look  over  tha  booka  in 
Ubnuy  in  makintc  up  his  deciaiona.  The  iiffice  eane 
known  a*  the  Judp-'s  Chambers  and  the  town  cocked 
•lid  Diapicious  eye  at  the  jounf;  JudjR.  Mr.  Calvin 'i 
tiee  doubled  and  treblrd  and  Alias  Mauling  lost  mnl 
witfa  tba  oobilitT  and  protry.  And  ai  the  stmuiMr  dM 
Dr.  James  Nesbit  began  to  see  that  vanity  does  not 
Mlf-mpect. 

Wken  the  yoanff  Jndge  announcnl  hix  eandldwjr  ft 
tkHi  to  Ml  out  the  two  yean'  uneipired  term  of  bia 
ecMor,  no  one  oppoNfd  Van  Dom  in  his  partjr  aunt 
but  tJ»  Doctor  had  little  likintf  for  the  younu  mui 
macy  in  the  oflic-e  of  Jowph  Calvin  and  less  likinff  I 
aeandal  of  that  inlimsiry  whieh  aruae  when  the  rich  li 
in  the  Judire'H  r>iurt  crowdfvl  into  Calvin's  uflice  far  c 
Tha  Doctor  woiiclerrd  if  he  was  squeanuHh  about 
ten,  merely  beomiHe  it  waa  hi*  own  aon-in-law  who 
■nd>jfipt  of  thr  diw|uirttiig  fptMip  connected  witb 
pracii(%  ill  Van  Horn's  court.  Then  there  waa  tlM 
matter,  I'be  Doctor  could  notiee  tliat  the  town 
its  amile—not  a  mslicious  nor  oonderanintc  naile, 
erant,  amuwd  smile  about  Van  Dom  and  the  ~~ 
and  the  U>rior  diiln't  like  that.  It  cut  deeply 
Dnetor's  heart  that  «>  the  town's  stoile  broad 
daiighlar's  face  was  ptrowing  pervi-ptlbly  more  sarioiH 
jaf  she  had  shown  when  fint  she  told  him  of  the 
miming  did  not  illamiuo  Iter  fscr';  and  her  laufbta 
■iwr  failinff  well  of  c»>ety — wast  in  uime  way  beio|ri 
The  Doctor  dpli'mnnrd  tn  tnlk  with  Tom  on  the  Oood 
Order  and  to  talk  man-wise — without  fsdinf  of 
vithoat  guiles 
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So  one  autumn  afternoon  when  the  Doctor  heard  the 
light,  firm  step  of  the  young  man  in  the  common  hallway 
t^t  led  to  their  offices  over  the  Traders'  Bank,  the  Doctor 
toned  himself  up  to  the  meeting  and  cheerily  called  through 
his  open  door: 

"Tom — Tom,  you  young  scoundrel — come  in  here  and  let's 
talk  it  all  over." 

The  young  man  slipped  a  package  into  his  pocket,  and 
came  lightly  into  the  office.     He  waved  his  hand  gayly  and 
called:     **Well — well,  pater  familias,  what's  on  your  chest 
to-day?"     His  slim  figure  was  clad  in  gray — a  gray  suit, 
gray  shirt,  gray  tie,  gray  shoes  and  a  crimson  rose  bud  in 
his  coat  lax>el.     As  he  slid  into  a  chair  and  cross(*d  his  lean 
legs  the  Doctor  looked  him  over.     The  young  Jiidfre's  cor- 
roding pride  in  his  job  was  written  smartly  all  over  hijs 
face  and  figure.     "The  fairest  of  ten  thousand,  the  bright 
and  morning  star,  Tom,"  piped  the  Doctor.     Then  added 
briskly,  **I  want  to  talk  to  you  ^bout  Joe  Calvin."    The 
young  man  lifted  a  surprised  eyebrow.     The  Doctor  pushed 
ahead  as  he  pulled  the  county  bar  docket  from  his  desk  and 
pointed  to  it     "Joe  Calvin's  business  has  increased  nearly 
fifty  per  cent,  in  less  than  six  months!    And  he  has  the 
mouey  side  of  eighty  per  cent,  of  the  eases  in  your  court!" 
"Well — "  replied  Van  Dorn  in  the  mushy  drawl  that  he 
used  with  juries,  "that's  enough!     Joe  oouldirt  ask  more." 
Then  he  added,  eying  the  Doctor  closely,  **Th()Uf2:h  I  can't 
say  that  what  you  tell  me  startles  me  with  its  suddenness." 
"  That's  just  my  point,"  cried  the  Doctor  in  his  high, 
shrill  voice.     "That's  just  my  point,  Thomas,"  he  repeated, 
*'and  here's  where  I  come  in.     I  got  you  this  job.     I  am 
standing  for  you  before  the  district  and  L  am  standing  for 
you  now  for  this  election."     The  Doctor  wajriied  his  head 
at  tlie  young  man  as  he  said,  "But  the  truth  is,  Tom,  I  had 
some  trouble  getting  you  the  solid  dek'jratiou/ ' 
"Ahf"  questioned  the  suave  youjij^  Judjro. 
"Yes,   Tom — my   own   delegation,"   replied    the   Doctor. 
"You  see,  Tom,  there  is  a  lot  of  me.     There  is  the  one  they 
eall  Doc  Jim;  then  there's  Mrs.  Nesbit's  husband  and  there's 
your  father-in-law,  and  then  there's  Old  Linen  Panta.     The 
old  man  was  for  you  from  the  jump.     Doc  Jim  was  for  you 
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aad  Mrs.  Nesbit's  husb&nd  was  wiUUiK  to  go  wHll 
jority  of  the  delegation,  tliougb  he  wasn't  strong 
But  I'll  tell  you.  Tom,"  piped  the  Doctor,  "I  did 
devil  of  s  time  ironing  out  the  troubles  of  your  I 
law." 

The  Doctor  leaned  forward  and  pointed  a  fat,  ate 
at  bis  son-in-law.  "Tom,'*  the  Doctor's  voice  m 
and  steely,  "I  don't  like  your  didos  with  Violet  M 
The  face  above  the  crimmu  flower  did  not  tlinch. 

"1  don't  suppose  you're  making  love  to  her. 
have  no  busineu  fooling  around  Joo  Calvin's  offltw 
eral  principles.  Kwp  oul.  and  ke«'p  awaj-  ftw 
And  tliea  the  Doctor's  patii^nce  slipped  and  hia  to 
"What  do  you  want  to  give  Iut  the  household  1 
Pay  'em  yountelf  or  let  Laura  wnd  her  checks!'*  ' 
tor's  tones  were  harsh,  and  with  the  amiable  cast  ofl 
bis  graying  blond  pompadour  buir  seemed  to  brii 
tautly.  The  effect  gave  the  Doctor  a  tightiug  tm 
barked,  "You  can't  afford  it.  You  must  stop  it. 
way  to  do.     I  didn't  think  it  of  you,  Tom!" 

After  Van  Dom  had  touched  his  black  wing  of 
eoft  mustache  and  the  crimson  flower  on  his  coAt 
himself  well  in  hand  and  had  planned  hia  dttt 
counter  attacks.     He  Mpnke  Koftly: 

"Now,  Father  Jim — I'm  not — "  he  put  a  touch 
ing  in  the  "n»t."  "going  to  give  up  the  Maul 
When  I'm  elccte<l  next  month,  I'm  going  to  make 
court  stenographer!"  He  looked  the  Doctor  stju 
Uw  fare  and  paut»ed  for  the  explosion  which  can 
excited,  piping  cry: 

"Why.  ToBi,  are  you  eraz>' !  Take  her  all  over  1 
counties  of  this  district  with  youT  Why,  boy- 
Judge  Van  Doni  continued  evenly;  "I  don't  lit 
stenographer.  Men  make  me  nenious  and  self-e 
and  I  can 't  give  a  man  the  ttest  tliat  'a  in  me.  And  I 
ta  give  my  best  to  this  job — in  jiutice  to  roywi 
Violet  Mauling  knows  my  ways.  She  doesn't  inteq 
self  between  me  and  ny  idca«,  so  I  am  going  to  i 
court  stt-nographer  next  month  right  after  tha  elec 

When  the  Doctor  dmr  in  a  breath  to  apeak,  V 
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a  hand,  checked  the  elder  man  and  said  blandly  and 
ly,  *'Andy  Father  Jim,  I'm  going  to  be  elected — 
id  rare  of  election." 

doctor  thought  he  saw  a  glint  of  sheer  malicious  im- 
)  in  Van  Dom's  smile  as  he  finished  speakingid 
anyway y  pater,  we  mustn't  quarrel  right  now — 
this  time,  Laura — ** 

*re  a  sly  dog,  now,  ain't  you !  Ain't  you  a  sly  dog?" 
the  Doctor  in  sputtering  rage.  Then  the  blaze  in 
>  faded  and  he  cried  in  despair:  ^'Tom,  Tom,  isn't 
ly  way  I  can  put  the  fear  of  God  into  you  t ' ' 
l>om  realized  that  he  had  won  the  contest.  So  he 
to  strike  again. 

tor  Jim,  I'm  afraid  you  can't  jar  me  much  with 
*  of  God.  You  have  a  God  that  sneaks  in  the  back 
matter  as  a  kind  of  a  divine  immanence  that  makes 
rrefls  and  Joe  Calvin  in  there  has  a  God  with  whia- 

0  sits  on  a  throne  and  runs  a  sort  of  police  court; 
s  as  impossible  as  the  other.  I  have  no  God  at  all," 
t  swelled  magnificently,  ''and  here's  what  happens": 
as  talking  against  time  and  the  Doctor  realized  it. 

scorn  was  crusting  over  his  anger  and  he  listened 
oung  Judge  amused  himself:  *'l*ve  defended  gam- 
id  thugs — and  crooks,  some  rich,  some  poor,  mostly 
d  mostly  guilty.  And  Joe  has  been  free  attorney 
law  and  order  league  and  has  given  the  church  free 
nd  entertained  preachers  when  he  wasn  *t  hiding  out 
s  wife.  And  he's  gone  to  conference  and  been  a 
and  given  to  the  Lord  all  his  life.    And  now  that 

1  business  for  him  to  have  me  elected,  can  he  get  a 
t  of  all  his  God-and-morality  crowd!    Not  a  vote. 

I  have  to  do  is  to  wiggle  my  finger  and  the  whole 
1  thugs  and  blacklegs  and  hoodlums  and  rich  and 
ic  up  for  me — no  matter  how  pious  I  talk.  I  tell 
ther  Jim — there's  nothing  in  your  God  theory.  It 
work,    ^fy  job  is  to  get  the  best  out  of  myself  pos- 

But  this  was  harking  back  to  Violet  Mauling  and 
ig  Judge  smiled  with  bland  impertinence  as  he  ftn- 
The  fittest  survive,  my  dear  pater,  and  I  propose  to 
—to  keep  fit — and  survive!" 


uwu  the  D|j 
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The  Doctor's  anger  cooled,  but  tlie  p«tn  still 
heart,  the  paiii  that  came  as  he  saw  clearly  and 
hU  daughter's  hfe  was  hound  to  the  futile  ti 
bricks  williuut  atraw.     Ucep  in  his  aoul  he  ki 
guiah  before  her  and   its  vain,  loiitiDual   rouiii 
hope*.     As  the  young  Judge  strulUMl  up  atnl  duwu 
tor's  office,  the  father  in  thv  elder  man  dominated  hia 
R  kind   of  contcmptuouH   pity  Mi/«d   him.     I'ily  a% 
rage,  and  tlie  Doctor  could  not  even  Rputter  at  hi* 
law.     "Fit  and  survive"  kept  repeating  themiKlves  i 
Dr.  Ncabil's  mind,  and  it  was  from  a  sad,  hurt  hMn._ 
b«  ^mke  olmoet  kindly:     "Toiu — Tom,  my   boy, 
too  sure  of  yourself.     Vou  may  keep  fit  and  you  bm^ 
Tire — bat  Tom,  Tom — "  the  Doctor  looked  steikdily  isl 
bold,  blaok  eyes  before  him  and  fancied   they  wen  '■ 
held  cooKiousty  from  dropping  and  shifting  as  the  Q 
cried:     "For   God's   sake,   Tom,   don't   let   up!     Kee 
fisfating,  son,  Ood  or  no  tiod — you  'vc  got  a  devil 
fighting  him!*' 

The  olive  checks  flushed  for  a  fleeting  second.  Via  1 
hugged  an  irritated  little  laugh.  "Well,"  he  said,  I 
ing  to  Uie  door,  "be  over  lo-nigbit — or  shall  we  mamn 
Anything  good  for  dinnirrt" 

A  minale  Uter  he  came  swiniring  into  his  own  olRee. 
palled  a  paekoge  from  his  puekot.  "Violet,"  be  aaid,  | 
op  to  her  writing  deKk  and  half  sitting  a(H}n  it,  at  bl 
the  package  before  her,  "here's  the  candy." 

He  piekeil  up  her  little  nmnd  drak  mirror,  imilad  al 
in  it,  and  placed  rather  idly  about  the  desk  for  ■  fai 
niument  before  going  to  his  own  desk.  Tic  sat  lookiiig 
the  street,  folding  a  Hheel  of  blank  paper.  When  it  tM 
a  wnd  he  snapped  it  at  ihe  yining  woman.  It  hit  her  r 
beantiful  neck  and  disappeared  into  her  s(iuare-cut  b 

"Get  it  out  for  you  if  yon  want  itT"  He  laughed 
ously. 

The  girl  flailml  cgttick  eyes  at  him.  and  mid.  "Oh,  I 
know,"  aiKl  wrnt  mi  wit!»  her  work.     He  tiegan  to 
in  a  few  minutes  laid  hia  book  dovm. 

"How'd  .vou  like  to  be  a  court  ateuograj>her t " 
kept  on  writing.     "Iloneat  now  I  m»in  it     If  I 
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01  and  get  this  job  for  the  two  years  of  unexpired 
foa'U  Ik  court  stenographer — pajH  fifteen  hundred  a 
'  The  girl  glanced  quickly  at  him  again,  with  fire 
*  eyes,  then  looked  conspicuously  down  at  the  key- 
of  the  writing  machine. 

!Ouldn*t  leave  home/'  she  said  finally*  as  she  pulled  out 
t  of  paper.    *'It  wouldn't  be  the  thing--do  you  think 

put  his  feet  on  the  desk,  showing  his  ankles  of  pride, 

igering  his  mustache,  smiling  a  oquinty  smile  with  his 

mie,  b^ady  eyes  as  he  said:    ''Oh,  Fd  take  care  of 

You  aren't  afraid  of  me,  are  yout" 

y  both  laughed.    And  the  girl  came  over  with  a  sheet 

ler.    ''Here  is  that  Midland  Valley  letter.    Will  vou 

;  nowt" 

managed  to  touch  her  hand  as  she  handed  him  the 

and  again  to  touch  her  bare  forearm  an  he  handed  it 

tter  signing  it.     For  which  he  got  two  darts  from  her 

lient  came  in.  Joseph  Calvin  hurried  in  and  out.  a 
little  rat  of  a  man  who  alwaji*  wore  shiny  clothes 
^igiri'd  at  the  knees  and  elbows.  (Jeorge  Hrotherton 
A  in  thronjrh  the  office  on  city  business,  an*l  so  tl»e 
«>on  wore  away.  At  the  end  of  the  day,  Thomas  Van 
and  Miwi  Mauling  locked  up  the  office  and  went  down 
\\\  and  the  stairs  to  the  street  together.  He  released 
HI  as  they  came  to  the  street,  and  tipped  his  hat  as  she 
•^1  the  corner  for  home.  He  saw  the  wlnte-cla<l  l)oi*- 
jd?ing  up  the  low  incline  that  led  to  Kim  Street. 

Ncsbit  WJI8  askin<r  the  question,  \Vho  are  the  lit? 
«h<ju]d  survive?  His  fingers  had  been  pindied  in  the 
>f  the  young  .fudge's  philosophy  and  the  Doctor  was 
ering  much  that  might  be  behind  the  door.     He  woi?- 

if  it  was  the  rich  and  the  powerful  who  should  .sur- 

Or  he  thought  perhaps  it  is  those  who  pive  them- 
for  others.     There  was  Captain  Morton  with  his  one 

prjttering  up  and  down  the  town  talking  all  kinds  of 
•r,  and  all  kinds  of  rebuffs  that  he  might  keep  the 
n  K^.'hfKjl  and  make  them  ready  to  serve  s(H'iety:  yet 
ing  to  Tom  s  standards  of  success  the  Captain  was 
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unfit ;  and  there  was  George  Brotherton,  ignorant,  bat  V 
foolJKhly  bliud,  of  a  tender  heart,  yet  compared  with  t 
who   used   bis   ignoraaee   and   played   upon   bis   blindi 
(and   the  Doctor   winced   at  bin  part   in   that  game)  ] 
Brotherton   was  cast   axidc  among  the   world's  unfit;  I 
so  was  Henry  Fenn.  tighting  with  hiK  devil  like  a  mldi 
and   HO   was  Dick   Bowman   going   into  the   mines  for  I 
family,  sacrificing  light  and  air  ami  the  joy  of  a  free  fi 
that  the  wife  and  children  might  be  clad,  housed  and  fli 
and  that  they  might  enjoy  something  of  the  cotnforu  a 
tlio  great  civilisation  which  bis  toil  was  helping  to  boA 
up  around  them;  yet  in  his  grime  Dick  was  accounted  ■ 
peedingly   unfit.     Dick   only    had   a   number  "on   the  «il 
panvH  hooks  and  hiR  number  corresponded  to  a  abart  I 
stock  and  it  was  the  business  of  the  share  of  stock  to  | 
an  much  out  of  Diek  and  give  him  back  ati  little,  and  to  tf 
BN  much  from  society  in  passing  for  coal  as  it  could,  i 
being  without  smii  or  eonsoienoe  or  feeling  of  any  i 
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f  would  have  been  somewhere  else,  to  be  sare ;  not  Mr. 
hifluelf y  for  he  was  bui^  ¥rith  his  web^  and  eonscienee 
aeh  weba  as  his  endways,  and  Daniel  would  have  none 
It.  And  the  servants  who  had  reared  the  youth  had 
Mcicnce  to  give  him ;  for  it  was  made  definite  and  cer- 
n  that  home  that  they  were  paid  for  what  they  did,  so 
lid  what  they  were  paid  for,  and  bestowing  consciences 
jroong  gentlemen  is  no  part  of  the  duty  of  the  ^'help" 
one  like  that. 

for  hia  daaghter,  Anne,  again  one  of  God's  miracles 
rrooght.  There  she  was  growing  in  the  dead  atmos- 
of  that  home — where  she  had  known  two  mothers  be- 
be  waa  ten  and  she  saw  with  a  child 's  shrewd  eyes  that 
er  waa  coming.  Yet  in  some  subsoil  of  the  life  about 
le  roots  of  her  life  were  finding  a  moral  sense.  Her 
eyes  were  questioning  so  curiously  the  old  man  who 
'ed  her  that  he  felt  uncomfortable  when  she  was  near 
Yet  for  all  the  money  he  had  won  and  all  that  money 
lade  him,  he  was  reckoned  among  the  fit.  Then  there 
16  fit  Mr.  Van  Dom  and  the  fit  Mr.  Calvin.  Mr.  Calvin 
miased  a  Sunday  in  church,  gave  his  tithe,  and  revered 
w.  He  adjusted  his  halo  and  sang  feelingly  in  prayer 
ig  about  his  cross  and  hoped  ultimately  for  his  crown 
I  and  complete  payment  and  return,  the  same  being  the 
and  just  equivalent  for  said  hereinbefore  named  cross 
vesaid,  and  Mr.  Calvin  was  counted  among  the  fit,  and 
oetor  smiled  as  he  put  him  in  the  list.  And  Mr.  Van 
had  confessed  that  he  was  among  the  fit  and  his  fitness 
ted  in  getting  everything  that  he  could  without  being 
t 

;  these  reflections  were  vain  and  unprofitable  to  Dr. 
U  and  so  he  turned  himself  to  the  consideration  of  the 
9i  in  hand:  namely,  to  make  his  calling  and  re<*lection 
D  the  State  Senate  that  November.  So  he  went  over 
J  County  behind  his  motherly  sorrel  mare,  visiting  the 
V  telling  them  stories,  prescribing  for  their  ailments, 
their  fried  chicken,  cream  gravy  and  mashed  pota- 
od  putting  to  rout  the  forces  of  the  loathed  opposition 
laintjuned  that  the  Doctor  beat  his  wife,  by  sometimes 
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showing  iwid  wife  as  exhibit  "A"  withoat  oommeol  in  da 
roDDte  parts  of  the  couaty  where  h«r  proud  tHfUnt  <rw  Ml 
known. 

lu  November  be  was  retiloctcd,  and  l\mt  i 
prwciwiun  up  the  unle  of  elms  aod  all  tbe  oeigbbeimi 
ou  tbe  frout  porch,  includiii);  tbe  Van  i>Driu  and  tbs '. 
toiui  and  John  Kollamler  in  biH  blue  aolUier  i-lolhei,  o 
the  flag  inlo  another  nouiily  oflicc.  and  the  Ilvur;  F( 
while  th(?  IWlor  utkln'sxeil  the  iimlliiuiic!  And  tl 
eb<wrinff,  whereupon  ^Ir.  Vau  Uoni,  Judge  pro  I 
Judgi;-dtH:t,  mado  n  KiK-vob  MJlb  vlin|iii'ntrc  and  lira  i 
John  Knllaoder  made  hU  wuU-known  flag  lipecch,  and 
tain  ilorton  gut  notne  comfort  out  of  the  elwtion  of  C 
who  had  stood  where  bullets  were  thickoit  a 
bart-d  hia  breiut  to  tbe  [oe  to  >savK  hii>  country, 
_  the  Doelor  into  tbe  corner,  tihxi  earlj-  applfe 
Im  Mnd*  sorKeant-at-amu  of  Uie  State  Senale  and  wm  | 
iwd  Ihnt  or  Somethiug  Uqually  Good.  Tbe  huagr/  ft 
of  tho  new  Senator  so  loadiKl  him  wilb  nldigatiaoa 
bleaied  night  that  be  again  sold  hiH  soul  to  th«  devil, ' 
in  with  tbo  organization,  got  aJl  the  places  for  all  hmp 
and  being  something  of  an  organizer  himaelf,  d' 
palronan  for  half  the  State. 

Tea  (uyi  later — or  perhaps  it  any  have  beea^  t 
kler,  U  half  psM  live  in  the  evening — tbe  Jui' 
fitting  at  his  deuk,  handsomely  dremed  in  bla  ' 
tbe  dignity  of  his  olViee.     lie  and  his  newly  i .  _ 
■leangrsplter  had  returned  the  hour  before  fnuft  j_ 
ing  county  when  tJiey  bad  been  holding  court.    TW^ 
was  alone,  if  one  excepts  tbe  young  woman  at  the  typi 
deak,  before  wbom  be  was  preening,  sn  though  she  ^ 
oiere  imperaooal  mirror.     During  the  bonr  llie  iw' 
Tiailed  tiw  tailor's  and  had  retumeal  to  bis  offlc*  1 
■ew,  loog-luled  eoat.     Ilia  black  >iU  neck-ecarf  «•■  t 
eotly  new,  his  large,  soft,  bbek  hat^-of  a  type  i 
Toreid  by  italesmen  in  that  da}' — was  cocked  at  ■  M 
augle.  slMwing  the  raven's  wing  of  blaek  hair  upon  L 
forthead.    A  bUek  silk  watcbguard  crowed  hi*  blaokl 
'   es  ihone  below  his  trim  blaek  a  ' 
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t  robbed  his  smooth,  olive  cheek  with  the  yellow  ehiys- 

Bom  upon  his  coat  lapel. 

«v  but  you're  swell/'  said  Miss  Mauling.    ''Tou  look 

•Dough  to  eat." 

igbt  try  a  bite— if  you  feel  that  way  about  it, ' '  replied 

jdflie.    He  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  tried  them 

bis  long  coat  tails,  buttoned  the  coat  and  thrust  one 
between  the  buttons,  put  one  hand  in  a  trousers' 
;  letting  the  other  fall  at  his  side,  put  both  hands 
I  him,  and  posed  for  a  few  minutes  exchanging  more 
i  fervent  glances  with  the  girl.  A  step  sounded  in  the 
ly.  The  man  and  woman  obviously  listened.  It  was  a 
tread :  it  was  coming  to  the  office  door.  The  man  and 
1  slipped  into  Judge  Van  Dom's  private  office.  When 
ter  door  opened,  and  it  was  apparent  that  some  one  was 
i  outer  office.  Miss  Mauling  appeared,  note  book  in 

quite  brisk  and  businesslike  with  a  question  in  her 
iftemoon. 

here's  Van  Domt"  The  visitor  was  tall,  rawboned, 
f  that  physical  cast  known  as  lanky.     Ilis  face  was 

and  his  red  hair  was  untrimmed  at  the  neck  and  ears. 
le  Judge  is  engaged  just  now,'*  smiled  Miss  Mauling. 

you  wait!"     She  was  careful  not  to  ask  him  to  sit. 

Adams  looked  at  the  girl  with  a  fretful  stare.  Ho 
>t  take  off  his  hat,  and  he  shook  his  head  toward  Van 
s  office  door  as  he  said  bnisquely,  **Tell  him  to  come 
It's  important."  The  square  shoulders  of  the  tall 
rave  a  lunge  or  hunch  toward  the  door.  **I  tell  you 
iportant." 

I  Mauling  smiled.  **But  he  can't  come  out  just  now. 
Hisy.     Any  nies.sage  I  can  give  him?'' 

man  was  excited,  and  his  voice  and  manner  sliowed 
nper. 

>w,  look  here — I  have  no  message;  tell  Van  Dorn  I 
bim  quick." 

hat   name,   please  t"   responded   Miss   Mauling,   who 
thmt  the  visitor  knew  she  w*as  playing, 
'ant  Adams — tell  him  it's  his  business  and  not  mine — 


»> 


•ni 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 

But  the  girl  bad  eoiie.     It  was  several   miDntet 
Van   Dorn   moved   gracefully  and   clpfrantly  into 
"Ab,"  he  began.     Grant  glared  at  bim. 

'I'vp  juKt  driven  dovm  from  Nexbit's  with  Kcdtoii, 
[ra.  Nosbit  Raya  to  tell  you  Ijiura's  there — came  vnt 
morning,  and  you're  to  cumc  just  an  ((uick  as  yon  « 
Irieil  (o  gel  you  on  the  'plione,  but  yoii  weren't  hert 
you  undcrslandT  You're  to  comp  <iutck.  and  I've  kit 
horse  out  here  for  you,     Keiiyon  and  1  'II  catcb  a  ear ' 

The  pOM*  with  one  band  in  his  trousers  pocket  i 
other  baoifing  looM-ly  Kuited  the  Judgc-i-Icct  ax  be  ai 
"Is  that  alit"     Then  he  added,  as  hia  eyea  went  tm 
Uue  overallH:     "I  prcwime  Mrn,  Ne«bil  advised  you 
gdbe  reason  for — for.  well — for  hastet" 
E^Urant  saw  Van  Dom's  eyes  wander  to  the  girl'a  far 
proval.     "1  fbail  not  ne<'il  your  horw,  Adaius,"  ^M  ~ 
went  on  without  waiting  for  a  reply  lo  bis  qo< 
again  turning  hi«  eyea  to  the  girl,  he  asked:     "Ai 
thine  I  ean  do  to  repay  your  kindness!" 

"No — "  growled  AdaiiiH,  turning  to  go. 

"8ay,  Adams,"  called  Van  Darn,  rubbiiie  hts 
atill  smiling  at  the  girl,  "you  wouldn't  take  a  el 
•nlieipation  of  the  bappy — " 

Adams  whirled  around.     Iliit  big  jaw  muticles  mi 

lols  before  he  spoke;  his  blue  eyes  wen-  set  and  rag 

It  he  looked  at  the  tluor  an  instant  before  crying: 

"You  go  to  bell!"  And  an  instant  later,  the  tank  fl| 
had  left  the  room,  alatumiiig  the  door  after  him.  Gi 
heard  the  telephone  bell  ringing,  and  beard  the  girl'*  v 
answering  it,  then  he  went  to  the  doctor's  ofiiee.  Aa  be 
writing  the  words  "At  Home"  on  the  state  on  the  door, 
could  bear  Min  Mauling  at  the  telephone. 

"Yes."  and  again,  "Yea."  and  then.  "Is  there  any 
■age,"  and  finally  she  giggled,  "All  right.  111  call  h 
Then  Unwt  stalked  down  the  stairs.  The  receiver  ir«sl 
ing  down.  The  Doctor  at  the  other  end  of  the  wire  i 
bear  a  man  and  a  woman  lauKbing.  Van  Doni  sleppi 
the  instrument  and  said:     "Y'ea,  Doctor." 

Then,  "What — well,  x-ou  don't  nay!" 

And  still  again,  "Yes,  be  was  jnst  here  this  ninnte; 
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I  hull  iMckf    And  before  hanging  np  the  receiver,  he 
'*Why,  of  coarse/ 1*11  come  right  out. 
e  Judge-elect  turned  gracefully  around,  smiling  com- 
ntlyi    **Well,  Violet— it's  your  bet.    It's  a  girl!'' 
e  court  stenographer  poked  a  teasing  forefinger  at  him 
rhittied  it  with  another  in  glee.    Then,  as  if  remember- 
Mnething,  she  asked :    *  ^  How 's  your  wife  t ' ' 
a  Dom  's  face  was  blank  for  an  instant.    * '  By  George— 
1 80.    I  forgot  to  ask. ' '    He  started  to  pick  up  the  tele- 
t  receiver,  but  checked  himself.    He  pulled  his  broad- 
■ed  hat  over  his  eyes,  and  started  for  the  door,  waving 
ly  and  rubbing  his  chin  with  his  flower, 
i  ta,"  he  called  as  he  saw  the  last  of  her  flashing 
through  the  closing  door. 

1  thus  into  a  world  where  only  the  fittest  survive  that 
IdU  Van  Dom, — ^the  child  of  a  mother's  love. 


CHAPTER  XV 

WHSUDN  WE  WELCOME  IN  A  NEW  YEAR  AND  OOmOM 

BER10U8  QUESTION 

THE  jonrney  around  the  son  is  a  long  and  tnnra 
one.  Many  of  as  jolt  off  the  earth  as  we  ride, 
of  us  are  turned  over  and  thrown  into  Strang 
absurd  positions,  and  a  few  of  us  sit  tight  and  edge  al 
little  further  toward  the  soft  seats.  But  as  we  whirl  I 
stations,  returning  ever  and  again  to  the  days  tb 
precious  in  our  lives,  to  the  seasons  that  give  us  greate 
we  measure  our  j?ains,  on  the  long  journey,  in  terms  ol 
we  love.  **A  little  over  a  year  ago  to-night,  my  i 
chirruped  Dr.  Nesbit,  pulling  a  gray  hair  from  his  1 
where  hairs  of  any  kind  were  he<*oming  scarce  enough 
year,  a  month,  and  a  week  and  a  day  ago  to-night  the 
and  the  Ilarvey  bnt-ss  hand  came  out  here  and  they  tr 
up  the  blue  grass  so  that  it  won't  get  back  in  a  dozen 

**\Vell/*  he  mused,  as  the  tire  burned.  *M  pot  Vni  al 
jobs,  I  got  two  or  threi»  good  mediral  laws  pas.sed, 
hope  I  have  miide  some  jK^ople  happy." 

'*Y»'S,  my  dear."  answered  his  wife.  **In  that  yeai 
Lila  has  c<mie  into  short  dresses,  mid  Keiiyon  Adar 
learned  to  play  on  the  piano,  and  is  takitiir  up  the  viol 

**now  time  hits  tlown  since  eh'ction  a  year  ajro.'*  sait 
tain  .Morton  to  his  ass<Mnbled  family  as  they  sat  aroui 
base  burner  smohierin^r  in  tiie  dining-room.  **And  I' 
the  i)atent  window  fastener  int<»  forty  houses  an<1  wdd 
Fenn  the  burglar  alarm  to  go  with  his.*'  And  the  eld« 
Morton  s[)oke  up  and  said: 

**My  l'oikI  land.  I  hopt»  we'll  have  a  new  prinetpal  1 
titnf  next  year.  AnothiT  year  und»*r  that  man  will  kil 
pa.  I  do  wish  youM  run  for  the  school  lM»ard 

And  the  handsome  Miss  .Morttm   addeil.   **My  gw 

l.*»2 
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Morton,  if  I  didn't  have  an3rthing  to  do  but  draw 
:y  dollars  every  mouth  for  yanking  a  lot  of  little  kids 
around  and  teaching  them  the  multiplication  tables,  1 
VQuldu't  say  much.  Why,  we*ve  come  through  algebra 
into  geometr>*  and  half  way  through  Cicero,  while  you've 
ken  fiisaing  with  that  old  principal — and  Mrs.  Ilerdicker  s 
foi  a  new  trimmer,  and  we  girls  down  at  the  shop  have  to 
fot  up  with  her  didoes.    Talk  of  trouble,  gee ! '  * 

** Martha,    you    make    me    weary,"    said    the    youngest 
Xiss   Morton,    eating    an    apple.     ''If    you*d    had    Kcarlet 
and  measles  the  same  year,  and  your  old  dresK  juKt 
and  your  same  old  hat,  you'd  have  something  to 
about.** 
•'Well/'  remarked  His  Honor  the  Mayor  to  Henry  Kenn 
Morty  Sands  as  they  sat  in  the  Amen  Corner  New 
's  eve,  looking  at  the  backs  of  a  shelf  of  late  lK>oks  and 
lieviog  several  shelves  of  standard  sets  with  highly  gilded 
iMks.  "it's  more*n  a  year  since  elotrtion — and  woll,  say — 
Ite  got  all  my  election  bets  paid  now  and  am  out  of  debt 
ifiiD.  and  the  book  store's  gradually  coming  along.     Hy 
aat  year  this  time  I  expect  to  put  four  more  Kholves  of 
ttpyh^ted  books  in  and  cut  down  the  paper  hacks  to  a  Kta(*k 
the  counter.     But  old  Lady  Nicotine  is  .still  the  patron  of 
f  fine  arts — say,  if  it  wasn't  for  the  *bac<'y  littli*  <ieorgir 
HmU  be  so  far  behind  with  his  rent  that  he  would  knock  otV 
Ijear  and  start  over." 

Young  Mr.  Sands  rolled  a  cigarette  and  liglit(*c]   it  and 
■mI:    '*It*s  a  whole  year — and   Pop  h  gone  a   long   time 
Vithout  a  wife;  it'll  be  two  years  next  March  siiw**  th(*  hi*<t 
vent  over  the  hill  who  was  brought  out  to  maki>  a  home 
iir  little  Morty,  and  I  saw  Dad  p<'eking  out  of  thi*  hark 
tindow  as  we  were  standing  waiting  for  th**  hf*«'irs('.  and 
voodered  which  one  of  the  old  girls  present  he'd  pii-k  r»ri. 
Bsi,**  mused  Morty,  **I  guess  it's  Anne's  ey«-s.     Kvi^ry  tinir 
k  edges  around  to  the  subject  of  our  neoil  of  a  motlicr. 
iA&e  turns  her  eyes  on  him  and  he  chanires  tlic  Muhiff*!." 
Ikrtjr  laughed  quietly  and  added:     *'Wh«*n  Anne  ireiK  out 
^ha  'teens  shell  put  father  in  a  monaKtery  !'* 
"Honpymrion's    kind    of    waninp— ^'h,     Il**nry**'    a^k^d 
j  Jidfe  Van  Dom,  who  dropped  in  for  a  magazine  and  hf-arJ 
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the  eonvereatioD  about  the  paastng  of  Ihc  year.  He  ■ 
"I  Be«  yuu'vu  bcoD  cumiiin  iluwn  hrrc  pn-tty  rrgularlj 
thrr«  or  four  nioiithsl"  Henry  looked  up  sadly  mad  t 
bia  bead.  "You  can't  bivuk  ttie  bubit  of  a  doiea  ] 
Anil  1  Rot  to  comini;  bere  back  in  tbe  da}i>  when  0 
ran  a  pool  and  billiard  ball,  and  I  HU[if<0!<c  I'll  come  ni 
die,  anil  iben  (Jeortre  will  bring  biti  wbt-ezy  oM  quai 
around  and  King  over  me,  and  probably  act  as  p«U-b 
too^if  he  duosn'l  read  Uie  burial  aervice  of  tlw  lodi 
addition." 

"Well,  a  year's  a  year."  Raid  tbe  auavv  Judge  Van  1 
"A  year  ago  you  boj-s  were  smoking;  on  mc  aw  the  ne«  j 
of  thi«  judicial  dixlriol.  All  bail  Tlmno  of  Taviilor— " 
amiled  bis  princely  Kiuilc.  tukinit  evury  one  in  with  bia 
bold  cyM,  and  wnv«d  biiiiM'lf  into  the  bliDttvr)-  nipht. 
be  net  Mr.  ('alvin,  who,  ouing  to  b  turn  mattert  had  I 
at  home,  was  juHt  lieginning  nnotber  Iuiik  period  of 
from  the  beartbHtone.  lie  walked  the  night  like  a  l 
aOant  and  grim.  His  thiti  little  nwk,  fuirjwpd  behln 
the  sunken  road  between  bin  arteriea.  wv-i  adorned  bjr 
tufta  of  strmnling  hair,  and  as  h'w  overcoat  i.>>Ilar  waa  r 
and  wrinkled,  be  had  an  appearauce  of  exireiDe  nefleet 
dejection.  "Did  you  realiu-  that  it's  over  a  yvar 
election  I  "said  Van  Dom.  "We  might  aii  well  be^  h 
out  for  next  year,  Joe,"  he  added,  "if  you've  got  oi 
better  to  do.  1  wish  you'd  go  down  the  row  to-ni^rt 
we  the  boya  and  tell  them  I  want  to  talk  to  them  in  the 
ton  daya  or  ao)  a  man  never  can  be  too  early  in  theae  il ' 
and  wmy — if  you  happen  in  the  Company  store  down  I 
«od  Me  Violet  Mauling.  Nlip  her  a  trn  and  charge  it  t 
on  tli«  bookai  I  wonder  how  she 'a  doing—l  haven't  I 
her  for  three  moutha.     Nice  girl,  Violi-t. " 

And  Mra.  Ilerdidwr  hadn't  heard  of  Mian  MauHoi 
some  time,  and  nilting  in  her  little  uilk-c  kocli  of  the  nil] 
atore,  iorling  over  her  old  bills,  Hhc  eame  to  n  bill  badltf 
eamt  with  Mws_M'auling's  name  on  it  The  bill  ealM 
aometliing  like  $75  and  tbe  UiNt  payiiirnt  on  it  had  be«n  t 
nearly  half  a  year  ago.  So  nhc  looked  at  that  bill  ami  a. 
t«n  dollara  to  Mra.  Van  Dam'a  bill  for  tbe  laat  bal 
bought,  and  did  what  ibt  oonid  to  resign  faenrif  to  t 
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justices  of  a  cruel  world.    But  it  had  been  a  good  year  for 

Mrs.    Herdicker.    New   wells   in   new   districts  had   come 

gashing  gas  and  oil  into  Harvey  in  great  geysers  and  the 

work  on  the  new  smelter  was  progressing,  and  the  men  in 

fhe  mines  had  been  kept  steadily  at  work ;  for  Harvey  coal 

was  the  best  in  the  Missouri  Valley.     So  the  ladies  who  are 

no  better  than  they  should  be  and  the  ladies  who  are  much 

better  than  they  should  be,  and  the  ladies  who  will  stand  for 

a  turned  ribbon,  and  a  revived  feather,  and  are  just  about 

what  they  may  be  expected  to  be,  all  came  in  and  spent 

their  money  like  the  princesses  that  they  were.    And  Mrs. 

Herdicker  figured  in  going  over  her  stock  just  which  hat 

die  could  sell  to  Mrs.  Nesbit  as  a  model  hat  from  the  Paris 

exhibit  at  the  World's  Fair,  and  which  one  she  could  put  on 

Mrs.  Fenn  as  a  New  York  sample,  and  as  she  built  her  castles 

the  loss  of  the  $75  to  Miss  Mauling  had  its  compensating 

returns,  jand  she  smiled  and  thought  that  just  a  year  ago 

she  had  offered  that  same  World's  Fair  Model  to  the  wife  of 

the  newly  elected  State  Senator  and  she  must  put  on  a  new 

banch  of  flowers  and  bend  down  the  brim. 

The  Dexters  were  sitting  by  the  stove  in  the  living-room 
with  Amos  Adams;  they  had  come  down  to  the  lonely  little 
home  to  prepare  a  good  dinner  for  the  men.  **A  year  ago 
to^ay,"  said  the  minister  to  the  group  as  he  put  down  the 
newspaper,  **Kenyon  got  his  new  fiddle.'* 

**The  year  has  brought  me  something — I  tell  you,**  Jas- 
per said.  **I've  bought  a  horse  with  my  money  I  earned  as 
page  in  the  State  Senate  and  IVe  got  a  milk  route,  and 
have  all  the  milk  in  the  neighborhood  to  distribute.  That's 
what  the  year  has  done  for  me." 

**Well,"  reflected  the  minister,  ** we've  got  the  mission 

church  in  South  Harvey  on  a  paying  basis,  and  the  pipe 

organ  in  the  home  church  paid  for — that's  some  comfort. 

And  they  do  say,"  his  eyes  twinkled  as  he  looked  at  his 

wife,  **that  the  committee  is  about  to  settle  all  the  choir 

troubles.    That's  pretty  good  for  a  year." 

I      "Another  year,"   sighed   Amos   Adams,   and   the   wind 

!    Mew  through  the  gaunt  branches  of  the  cottonwood  trees  in 

I    the  yard,  and  far  down  in  the  valley  came  the  moaning  as 

of  many  waters,  and  the  wind  played  its  harmonies  in  the 
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woodlot.  The  old  man  repealed  the  words:  "Analfcfl 
.vuar,"  and  asked  himat'If  how  maoy  mor<-  >ean>  lie  wuj 
Itavi'  to  wait  aiid  listen  to  the  sijjhing  of  the  moaning  « 
that  wafihed  aruund  the  world.  And  Keoyon  Aduna, 
flushiH)  and  tousled  and  tired  upon  a  couch  near  hy.  i 
the  waters  in  his  dreaniH  and  they  made  such  music  t 
thin,  little  face  moved  in  ao  eyrie  smile.  j 

"Mag,"  said  a  pale,  nervous  girl  with  dead,  asd  ejttfl 
she  looked  around  at  the  new  furniture  in  the  new  boM 
and  avoided  the  rim  of  soft  tight  that  came  from  the  fU 
trie  under  (he  red  shade,  "did  you  think  I  was  chwferf 
AHk  you  all  those  riueatioua  over  the  'phone— (iIhjiii  who) 
lleurj-  was  to-night,  and  what  you'd  be  doing!"  Th*  bal 
caa  aaid:  "Why,  no,  Violet,  no— I'm  always  glad  lu  fll 
you."  J 

There  was  a  pause,  and  the  girl  exclaimed :  "That" ■  wH 
I  come  out  for.  I  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer.  Mag.  wli 
iu  (Jod's  uume  have  i  donel     Didn't  you  see  me  the  otM 
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tends  around  and  is  silly — ^just  makes  foolish  breaks  to  hear 
^mwAlf  talk — that's  all.  But  what  can  I  dot  He  keeps  me 
in  the  company  store,  and  Heaven  knows  he  doesn't  kill  him- 
■df  paying  me — only  $8  a  week,  as  far  as  that  goes,  and 
flken  he  talks  and  talks  and  talks  about  Judge  Van  Dorn, 
md  snickers  and  drops  his  front  false  teeth — ugh! — and 
drivels.    But,  Mag,  he's  harmless  as  a  baby." 

"Well,"  returned  the  hostess,  ** Henry  says  every  one  is 
talking  about  it,  and  you're  a  common  scandal,  Violet  Maul- 
ing, and  you  ought  to  know  it.  I  can't  hold  you  up,  as  you 
well  know — ^no  one  can." 

Then  there  followed  a  flood  of  tears,  and  after  it  had  sub- 
tided  the  two  women  were  sitting  on  a  couch.  **I  want  to 
tell  you  about  Tom  Van  Dom,  Mag — you  never  understood. 
You  thought  I  used  to  chase  him.  God  knows  I  didn  't,  Mag 
— ^honest,  honest,  honest !  You  knew  as  well  as  anything  all 
•bout  it ;  but  I  never  told  you  how  I  fought  and  fought  and 
all  that  and  how  little  by  little  he  came  closer  and  closer, 
and  no  one  ever  will  know  how  I  cried  and  how  ashamed  I 
was  and  how  I  tried  to  fight  him  off.  That's  the  God's  truth. 
Hag — the  God's  truth  if  you  ever  heard  it." 

The  girl  sobbed  and  hid  her  face.     **Once  when  papa 
died  he  sent  me  a  hundred  dollars  through  Mr.  Brother- 
ton,  and  mamma  thought  it  came  from  the  Lodge;  but  I 
knew  better.     And,  O  Mag,  Mag,  you'll  never  know  how  I 
fdt  to  bury  papa  on  that  kind  of  money.     And  I  saved  for 
nearly  a  year  to  pay  it  back,  and  of  course  I  couldn  't,  for  he 
kept  getting  me  expensive  things  and  I  had  to  get  things  to 
go  with  'em  and  went  in  debt,  and  then  when  I  went  there  in 
the  office  it  was  all  so — so  close  and  I  couldn't  fight,  and  he 
Was  so  powerful — ^you  know  just  how  big  and  strong,  and — 
0  Mag,  Mag,  Mag — you  11  never  know  how  I  trie<l — but  I 
just  couldn't.     Then  he  made  me  court  reporter  and  took 
me  over  the  district."     The  girl  looked  up  into  the  great, 
Soft,  beautiful  eyes  of  Margaret  Fenn,  and  thought  she  saw 
s^pathy  there.     That  was  a  common  mistake;  others  made 
it  in  looking  at  Margaret's  eyes.     The  girl  felt  encouraged. 
She  came  closer  to  her  one-time  friend.    **Mag,"  she  said, 
**tliey  lied  awfully  about  how  I  lost  my  job.     They  said 
Urs.  Van  Dom  made  a  row.    Honest,  Mag,  there's  nothing 
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to  that.  She  uever  even  dreamed  anything 
was — don't  you  know.  She  wasn't  a  bit  jealoiut,  mnd  ill 
nice  hs  she  oan  be  to  me  right  now.  It  was  this  njr.  T( 
know  when  1  sent  mamma  away  lafit  May  for  %  visit,  and  I 
Van  Doms  asked  me  over  there  to  stayt"  Mra.  Vt 
Doddi'd.  "Well,"  continued  Violet,  "one  day  td  ww 
you  know  when  they  were  to'ing  that  bond  case — the 
bonds  and  all — well,  the  Judge  scribbled  a  not«  on  his 
and  handed  it  to  me.  It  said  my  room  door  creaked,  rt 
not  to  shut  it."  She  stopped  and  put  her  head  in  tier  had 
and  rocked  her  bo<iy.  "1  know,  SlaR,  it  was  awful,  but  warn 
way  I  just  couldn't  help  it.  He  ix  ho  strong,  and— M 
know,  Ma^.  how  we  used  to  say  there's  some  men  when  nq 
come  aliout  you  just  make  you  kind  of  Huah  all  over  n 
weak^wcll,  he's  that  way.  And,  anyway,  like  a  foolj 
dropped  that  note  and  one  of  the  jurors — a  farmer  fia 
n  township — picked  it  up  and  took  it  straight  tn  Doa 
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^of  as  make  as  we  jog  around  the  sun,  and  to  show  the 
te  ffider  how  the  proud  ^ir.  Van  Dom  hunts  his  prey 
what  splendid  romances  he  enjoys  and  what  a  fair 
ODan  he  is. 
t  the  old  year  is  restless.    It  has  painted  the  sky  of 

Harvey  with  the  smoke  of  a  score  of  smelter  chimneys; 
burned  in  the  drab  of  the  dejected-looking  houses,  and 

added  a  few  dozen  new  ones  for  the  men  and  their 
s  who  operate  the  smelter. 

eover,  the  old  year  has  run  many  new,  strange  things 
:h  a  little  boy's  eyes  as  he  looks  sadly  into  a  queer 
—a  little,  black-eyed  boy,  while  a  grand  lady  with  a 
ead  sits  on  a  piano  bench  beside  the  child  and  plays 
D  the  grand  music  that  was  fashionable  in  her  grand 
The  passing  year  pressed  into  his  little  heart  all  that 
tsic  told  him — not  of  the  gray  misery  of  South  Harvey, 

the  thousands  who  are  mourning  and  toiling  there, 
stead  the  old  year  has  whispered  to  the  child  the  beau- 
i^'stic  tales  of  great  souls  doing  noble  deeds,  of  heroes 
ied  that  men  might  live  and  love,  of  beauty  and  of 
ny  too  deep  for  any  words  of  his  that  throb  in  him 
ir  depths  in  his  soul  to  high  aspiration.  It  has  all  gone 
h  his  ears;  for  his  eyes  see  little  that  is  beautiful, 
is,  of  course,  the  beauty  of  the  homely  hours  he  spends 
lose  who  love  him  best,  hours  spent  at  school  and  joy- 
II rs  spent  by  the  murmuring  creek,  and  there  is  what 
ind  lady  at  the  piano  thinks  is  a  marvel  of  beauty  in 
late  home  upon  the  hill.  But  the  most  beautiful  thing 
I  an  the  old  year  winds  the  passing  panorama  of  life 
(  eyes  is  the  sunshine  and  prairie  grass.  This  comes 
I  of  a  Sunday  when  he  walks  with  Grant — brother 

out  in  the  fields  far  away  from  South  Harvey — 
the  frosty  breath  of  autumn  has  turned  the  grass  to 
pr  and  pale  heliotrope,  and  the  hills  roll  away  and 
ike  silent  music  and  the  clouds  idling  lazily  over  the 
m  afar  off  cast  dark  shadows  that  drift  in  the  laven- 
L  Now  the  smoke  that  the  old  year  paints  upon  the 
rairie  sky  will  fade  as  the  year  passes,  and  the  great 
■s  may  crumble  and  men  may  plow  over  the  ground 
tb^  stand  so  proudly  even  to-day;  but  the  music  m 


I; 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 


Klove 


I  tte  boy's  heart,  put  there  by  the  passing   vvar,  ud  I 
glory  of  the  suutihiiip  aud  Die  prairie  gram  with  the  ■ 
Urk's  sad  cvt^ning  wing  as  it  quiven  for  a  motnail 
sunset  air, — ^tbest^  have  been  caught  in  the  child's  a 
hAve  paiMed   through  the  Ntruiti;e  alchemy  at  tiod'i  | 
■lyKtery  of  human  genius  into  aii  art  thai  is  tha  li 
i.tiie  race.     For  into  the  mitid  of  that  child — that  «yrit,fi 
I  myeti,  wondering,  silent,  lonely -seeming  fhJld — the  i' 
[  God  wrre  paxNin^f.     When  he  grew  into  bis  man's  « 
eould  give  theiu  voice,  the  winds  of  the  prairie,  I 
tl«.  the  soft  ItipiDg  of  quiet  waters,  the  moving  | 
the  hurricane,  the  idlr  dallinncc  of  tbc  cltnids  i  * 
.  tbadows  combed  tlie  rolling  hills,  and  all  the  < 
Ljove  cry  of  •olilary  prairie  birds,  found  i 
RiBtening  world  beard,  through  bin  musie,  Qod  i 
pBis  children. 

8a  the  year  moved  iiutclcly  on.     lu  tanks  wersj 
It  bail  another  child  to  teach  another  message, 
ft  little  girl  in  the  town — a  small  girl  with  the  Uw 

tthe  world  and  tiny  curls — yellow  curls  that  * 
amnitd  her  motlier'it  lingers  that  you  would  tliug 
■were  not  curbi  nt  oil  but  goldm  dreams  of  < 
for  the  moment  nome  true  and  would  fade  baelcl 
bnd  whence  tbey  came.     And  the  pjnaing  year  fe 
!^  child  at  a  window  while  the  dusk  < 
Vba  quiet  house.     There  she  sat  waiting,  watel 
Unt  the  proiid,  hsndii'jmc  roan  who  eame  at  t 
the  way  leadinit  to  Ihe  threshold,  would  smile  at  I 
was  not  old  enough  to  hoiw  he  would  take  her  in  bis  I 
where  she  could  raddle  and  be  Uived.     So  the  [ 
had  to  take  a  fine  brush  and  paint  upon  the  small,  i 
face  ft  fleeting  shadow,  the  mere  gbost  of  a  sadiie«| 
efttwi  and  went  as  she  watched  and  waited  for  the  f 
lore. 

And  Judge  Thomao  Van  Dom,  the  ptinetiliiN 
sistleiH.  Toun?  Tom  Vsn  Dom  was  deaf  to  the  dM 
that  called  to  him  and  beckoned  bin  to  rest  hit  | 
•noa  upuo  the  winds  that  roam  the  world  and  < 
drmaM  baek  to  gboata,  and  bring  gboaU  of  what  i 
bade  to  osr  dreataa— the  maoiiug  winds  bon  ,j 
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^jmr^  but  they  could  not  take  the  shadows  that  it 
poD  the  child's  tender  heart. 

r,  when  the  old  year  with  all  its  work  lay  down  in  the 
leraUe  company  of  its  predecessors,  and  the  bells  rang 
le  whistles  blew  in  South  Harvey  to  welc<Hne  in  the 
ear,  the  midnight  sky  was  blazoned  with  the  great 
\  trom,  the  smelter  chimneys,  and  the  pumps  in  the  oil 
iept  up  their  dolorous  whining  and  complaining,  like 
dseeta  battening  upon  an  abandoned  world.  In  South 
^  the  lights  of  the  saloons  and  the  side  of  the  dragon 's 
glowed  and  beckoned  men  to  death.  Mon^  tinkled 
le  bars,  and  whispered  as  it  was  crumpled  in  the 
f  the  dragon.    For  money  the  scurrying  human  ants 

along  the  dark,  half-lighted  streets  from  the  ant 
«r  the  mines.  For  money  the  cranes  of  the  pumps 
.  their  monody.  For  money  the  half -naked  men  toiled 
r  death  in  the  fumes  of  the  smelter.  So  the  New 
bells  rang  a  pean  of  welcome  to  the  money  that  the 
ear  would  bring  with  its  toll  of  death. 
aey/'  clanged  the  church  bells  in  the  town  on  the  hilL 
r  makes  wealth  and  since  we  have  banished  our  kings 
ned  our  priests,  money  is  the  only  thing  in  our  mate- 
rid  that  will  bring  power  and  power  brings  pleasure 
asnre  brings  death." 

1  death?  and  death?  and  death?"  tolled  the  church 
at  glad  New  Tear,  and  then  ceased  in  circling  waves 
id  that  enveloped  the  world,  still  inquiring — **and 
and  death?"  fainter  and  fainter  until  dawn. 
little  boy  who  heard  the  bells  may  have  heard  their 
re  question;  for  in  the  morning  twilight,  sitting  in  his 
»wn  on  his  high  chair  looking  into  the  cheerful  mouth 

glowing  kitchen  stove,  while  the  elders  prepared 
ist.  the  child  who  had  been  silent  for  a  long  time 
lis  face  and  asked : 

mt — what  is  death?"  The  youth  at  his  task  an- 
by  telling  about  the  buried  seed  and  the  quickening 

The  child  listened  and  shook  his  head. 
her,"  he  a^ked,  addressing  the  old  man,  who  was 
r  his  chilled  hands  over  the  fire,  **what  is  death?" 
I  man  spoke,  slowly.     He  ran  his  fingers  through  hi& 
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beard  and  then  addrearing  the  yonth  who  had  apoken  r 
than  the  child,  replied : 

''Death!  Death!"  and  looked  pnaled,  aa  if  aean 
for  hia  worda.  '^Death  is  the  low  archway  in  the  joii 
of  life,  where  we  all — high  and  low,  weak  and  atrang, 
and  rich,  muat  bow  into  the  doat,  remove  our  earChlj 
pinga,  wealth  and  power  and  pleaaure,  before  we  riae  t 
npon  the  next  atage  of  our  journey  into  wider  Tiatae 
greener  fidda." 

The  child  nodded  hia  head  aa  one  who  haa  joat  appv 
and  approved  a  univerae,  replying  aagely,  ''Oh/'  tlMB  i 
a  moment  he  added:    "'Yes."    And  aaid  no  more. 

Bot  when  the  aan  waa  up,  and  the  wheela  aeraped  m 
gravel  walk  before  the  Adama  home,  and  the  ailveiyt  i 
tiona  lan^  of  a  young  mother  waked  the  eehoei  d 
home,  aa  she  bundled  up  Kenyon  for  hia  daily  joamagi 
old  man  and  the  young  man  heard  the  child  aak:  **A 
Laura — ^what  is  death?"  The  woman  with  her  own 
near  in  the  very  midst  of  life,  only  laughed  and  laa 
again,  and  Kenyon  laughed  and  Lila  laughed  and  the 
laughed. 


CHAPTEE  XVI 

OULNT    ADAMS    IS    SOLD    INTO    BONDAGE    AND    MABOARET    FENN 

RECEIVES  A  SHOCK 

PERHAPS  the  sound  of  their  laughter  drowned  the 
mournful  voices  of  the  bells  in  Grant  Adams's  heart. 
But  the  bells  of  the  New  Year  left  within  him  some 
Itirring  of  their  eternal  question.    For  as  the  light  of  day 
iQiffed  out,  Grant  in  a  cage  full  of  miners,  with  Dick  Bow- 
Bian  and  one  of  his  boys  standing  beside  him,  going  down  to 
the  second  level  of  the  mine,  asked  himself  the  question  that 
kad  puzzled  him :    Why  did  not  these  men  get  as  much  out  #• 
of  life  as  their  fellows  on  the  same  pay  in  the  town  who  work 
in  stores  and  oflSces?    He  could  see  no  particular  diflFerence 
in  the  intelligence  of  the  men  in  Harvey  and  the  workers  in 
South  Harvey;  yet  there  they  were  in  poorer  clothes,  with 
faces  not  so  quick,  clearly  not  so  well  kept  from  a  purely 
animal  standpoint,   and   even   if  they   were   sturdier   and 
physically  more  powerful,  yet  to  the  young  man  working 
with  them  in  the  mine,  it  seemed  that  they  were  a  different 
sort  from  the  white-handed,  keen-faced,  smooth-shaven,  well- 
groomed  clerks  of  Market  Street,  and  that  the  clerks  were 
getting  the  better  of  life.     And  Grant  cried  in  his  heart: 
*'Why— why— why?'' 

Then  Dick  Bowman  said:  **Red — penny  for  your 
thoughts?*'  The  men  near  by  turned  to  Grant  and  he  said: 
"Hello,  Dick—"  Then  to  the  boy:  ''Well,  Mugs,  how 
are  you?"  He  spoke  to  the  others,  Casper  and  Barney  and 
Evans  and  Hugh  and  Bill  and  Dan  and  Tom  and  Lew  and 
Gfomer  and  Mike  and  Dick — excepting  Casper  Herdicker, 
mostly  Welsh  and  Irish,  and  they  passed  around  some  more 
or  less  ribald  greetings.  Then  they  all  stepped  upon  the 
soft  ground  and  stood  in  the  light  of  the  fL\ckm\i%  ofA. 
torches  that  bung  suspended  from  timbers. 
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Stretching  down  long  avenues  these  flickerinir  tord 
blocked  out  the  alleys  of  the  mine  in  either  direction  fn 
the  room,  perhaps  fifty  by  forty  feet,  six  or  seven  feet  hil 
where  they  weri*  staiidiiig.  A  car  of  coal  drawn  by  forhi 
mules  and  pushed  by  a  «rrinnin^  boy,  came  creaking  aroui 
a  distant  corner,  and  drew  nc^ircr  to  the  cage.  A  sn-onr  i 
men  ending  their  shift  were  coming  into  the  passagev^ 
from  each  end,  sluitlliiig  along,  tired  and  silent.  They  ■ 
the  men  going  to  work  with  a  nod  or  a  word  and  in  a  ■ 
nient  the  room  at  the  main  bottom  was  empty  and  silfli 
save  for  the  groaning  car  and  tlic  various  language  spokl 
by  the  grinning  boy  to  the  unhappy  mule,  (jraiit  Adfll 
turned  off  the  main  passage  to  an  air  course,  where  from 
fans  above  cold  air  was  rushing  along  a  narrow 
Si'areely  lighted  runway  about  six  IVet  wide  and  lower 
the  main  passage.  Down  this  pas.sage  the  new  mule 
was  buil(linL^  <intnt  went  to  his  work,  and  .ii:>r  out-side 
barn.  snniTfd  a  >pultering  torch  that  was  drippinj/  bui 
oil  into  ti  MiKiIt  oily  |)U(li!lf  on  th'*  damp  tloiir.  Tiie 
was  cold.  Three  nii-n  ucri*  witii  liini  and  ho  waN  directil 
them,  whilf  ht*  wnrkrti  hriNlJy  with  tiiem.  Oi-e^Lsitinallj 
left  the  liiirn  to  tiveiNn-  the  carpenters  wlio  were  timberil 
Up  a  n»u  sliaft  in  a  Inw.r  h*vel  that  was  nnt  yet  rrndy 
op»'rati'»n.  Kil'ty  miners  and  carpenters  were  Wnrkini; 
the  tliij'd  It'Vfj.  eleariii;;  ;t\\ay  paNsaiTt's.  making  shaft  oi 
ings.  put:iiiu'  in  tiiiii>er>.  rimstruetin^j  air  enurNfs  and  gettil 
ihr  \*'\r\  ready  t'«»r  r-'al  w^rk  <  »:i  the  seeniid  level,  m 
little  nM»ni-.  <»iT  tin-  \t*ui:.  ylnnmx  pa^^aL'fN  ligiiteil  with 
flaring  tnri'l^'N  hanLNii;.'  I'roiii  th«-  damp  tindiers  that  stri-tr] 
auay  intu  |..m'/  NistaN  wImt.-jm  th--  tnri-lies  at  the  vtitW  of 
pa-vsitL'*-  LriminM'nil  likf  iirr:Ii'-s.  hh-m  wvvo  workinir-two 
<ln'il  iin-ri  |M"jLNnL^  miA  *]i'jj:\i'.\:  and  prying  and  Nwealing 
talkiiiL'  i'»  lh«-ir  "iuifhli-  s.**  ih,.  W.Sh  jn  miemsvllabli-s 
the  Iri-h  in  a  niniUNinn  nf  I'Mi^mi'-s.  Tin*  ears  oame 
^.'linir  .il«'n:r  th**  pas>au*«'wa\  -  i-niptv  and  wetit  bai-k  h 
and  LT'aniri!^.  <  *»'<'asiunany  •)  .-  pipiii:.'  Viii.*i«  nf  a  l»ov 
the  ntf I.iMclinly  hriiv  nf  a  iiiuh-  )  r«'k<-  the  d«'ep  sileiuv  of 
plai 


ri' 


Knr  "  tiihl  Tr.i\«lrd  sImuIv  thrnUL'li  th."  j:lunMi.  as  thad 
tlif  ?«»r'h's  sjippi'il  It  up  auil  hurneii  it  nut   in  faint,  tiv 
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lif^t  to  eonfiiae  the  men  who  BCHnetimes  came  plodding 
the  gaUeries  to  and  from  the  main  bottom.    At  nine 

k  Orant  Adams  had  been  twice  over  the  mine,  on  the 
levels  and  had  thirty  men  hammering  away  for  dear 
He  sent  a  car  of  lumber  down  to  the  mule  bam,  while 

out  to  the  third  level  to  direct  the  division  of  an  air 
into  an  emergency  escape.  On  one  side  of  this  air 
the  air  came  down  and  there  was  a  temporary  hoist 

ke  men  on  the  third  level  and  on  the  other  side  a  wooden 

ray  was  to  be  built  up  seventy  feet  toward  the  second 

ten  o'clock  Orant  came  back  to  the  second  level  by  the 
in  the  air  shaft  and  as  he  started  down  the  low  air 
^  branehing  off  from  the  main  passage  and  leading  to 
pw  mule  bam,  he  smelled  burning  pine;  and  hurrying 
d  a  comer  saw  that  the  boy  who  dumped  the  pine 
B  for  the  mule  bam  had  not  taken  the  boards  into  the 
nor  even  entirely  to  the  bam,  but  had  dumped  them 
passage  to  the  windward  of  the  barn,  under  the  leaky 
and  Grant  could  see  down  the  air  course  the  ends  of 
lards  burning  brightly. 

»  men  working  in  the  bam  could  not  smell  the  fire,  for 
ind  that  rushed  down  the  air  course  was  carrying  the 
and  fumes  away  from  them.  Grant  ran  down  the 
J  toward  the  fire,  which  was  fanned  by  the  rushing  air, 
to  the  lumber,  which  was  not  all  afire,  jumped  through 
imes,  slapping  the  little  blazes  on  his  clothes  with  his 
\  he  came  out,  and  ran  into  the  barn  calling  to  the  men 
p  him  put  out  the  fire.  They  spent  two  or  three  min- 
rrin/  to  attach  the  hose  to  the  water  plug  there,  but 
-me  did  not  fit  the  plug;  then  they  tried  to  turn  the 
to  get  water  in  their  dinner  pails  and  found  that  the 
had  rusted  and  would  not  turn.  While  they  worked 
V  grew.  It  was  impossible  to  send  a  man  back  through 
Grant  aent  a  man  speeding  around  the  air  course,  to 
wrench  from  the  pump  room  or  from  some  one  in  the 
bottom  to  turn  on  the  water.  In  the  meantime  he  and 
her  two  men  worked  furiously  to  extingruish  the  fire  by 
ting  it  with  their  coats  and  aprons,  but  always  the 
\  beat  tbem  back.    Helplessly  they  saw  it  eating  alon^ 
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the  mine  timbers  far  down  the  vacant  paaaage.    litt 
devils  of  flamp  that  winked  maliciouxlj-  two  1 
•way.  and   went  out.   thes  Bpranft  up  again,  then  I 
atoadily.     Grant  aiit)  the  two  mvn  tuirK^  frantically  i 
burning  boards,  tryintr  to  drag  ihem  out  of  the  i 
into  tJic  barn,  but  only  here  and  there  could  an  «n(l  bv  p 
up,  and  it  took  five  minutes  to  gel  half  a  doxen  i 
boarda  into  the  bani.     While  they  Mniincled  with  the  e 
boards  the  flames  down  the  pawu^  kept  glowini^  t 
and  brighter.     The  men  were  eonxi'juus  that  the  f 
playinj;  around  the  second  torch  below  the  t 
they  realizi'il  that  the  man  they  wnt  for  1 
nearly  half  a  mile  to  f;o  and  come  by  the  rooi 
tJiey  asked  one  anoUier  if  he  wajt  making  t 

Men  befTan  poking  their  heads  into  the  eourse  aa 
"Need  any  help  down  there."  and  Grant  cried, 
to  the  pump  in  the  main  balcony  vrith  yniir  bin 
pet  wBier"     The  man  twnt  for  ;l  ' 

the  Irniit  paaaaice.     Uraat  yelled. 

"Hurry — hurry,  man!"  Hr' 
the  fire  seemed  to  be  troing  faKin 
bear  nen  calling  and  felt  that  then.'  mils  v<'iiru>.ji'ii 
end  of  the  air  eoutve  where  it  turned  into  the  main  p 
ahead  of  the  flames.  A  second  torch  csploded,  Be«t 
the  6re  far  down  the  course.  The  man,  bn-ulh)e>a  a 
bausted,  ran  up  with  the  wrench.  Tbeu  tbey  felt  the  i 
the  air  courac  stop  movinc  They  loiiketl  at  one  i 
"Yea,"  aaid  ihe  man  with  the  wreucli.  *'i  told  'en  i 
vene  the  fana  and  whefi  we  got  the  water  turned  ob 
bold  the  fire  from  going  to  the  other  end  of  the  | 
lie  nid  this  between  ga»p«  a»  he  tuiqml  at  the  water 
with  Ihe  wrench,  lie  bit  it  a  vicious  blow  and  1' 
broke. 

The  fan  had  reversed.  The  air  waa  rushing  bade,  b 
the  flames  to  the  bam.  They  beat  the  Are  mjidly  mi 
coals,  but  in  two  minutes  the  roaring  air  had  broa 
flamea  upon  them.  The  loone  timbi-r  and  sliavinM' 
bam  were  beginning  to  l)laz«  and  the  men  ran  fnr  tM 
down  Ihe  air  oourae.  As  tbey  ran  for  the  soutb  ] 
the  smoke  followed  then  and  tbey  felt  it  in  their  «; 
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p.  The  lights  behind  them  were  dimmed,  and  those  in 
At  grew  dim.  They  reached  the  passage  in  a  cloud  of 
ike,  but  it  was  going  up  the  air  shaft  and  did  not  fill  the 
Mge.  **Mugs,"  yelled  Grant  to  a  boy  driving  an  ore  car, 
in  down  this  passage  and  tell  the  men  there *s  a  tire — 
ere  s  your  father  t" 

*He*s  up  yon  way,"  called  the  boy,  pointing  in  the  oppo- 
e  direction  as  he  ran.  ''Tou  tell  him."  The  fire  was 
iriiig  down  the  air  course  behind  them,  and  Grant  and  the 
tt  men  knew  that  in  a  few  minutes  the  reverse  air  would 
ueking  the  flames  up  the  air  shaft,  cutting  off  the  emer- 
tey  escape  for  the  men  on  the  first  and  second  levels. 
irant  knew  that  the  emergency  escape  was  not  completed 

the  third  level,  but  he  knew  that  they  were  using  the 

ehate  for  a  temporary  hoist  for  the  men  from  the  third 

1  and  that  the  main  shaft  was  not  running  to  the  third 

! 

Run  down  this  passage,  Bill/'  called  Grant.    ''Get  all 

e  fellows.     Evans,  you  call  the  first  level;  I'll  skin  down 

rope  to  the  men  below."  In  an  instant,  as  the  men 
I  flying  on  their  errands,  his  red  head  disappeared  down 
rope  into  the  darkness.  At  the  bottom  of  the  hoist  in 
third  level  Grant  found  forty  or  fifty  men  at  work. 
f  were  startled  to  see  him  come  down  without  waiting 
the  bucket  to  go  up  and  he  called  breathlessly  as  his 

touched  the  earth:  ''Boys,  there's  a  fire  above  on  the 
;  level — I  don't  know  how  bad  it  is;  but  it  looks  bad  to 

They  may  get  it  out  with  a  hose  from  the  main  bottom 

they've  got  hose  there  that  will  reach  any  place." 
Let  s  go  up,"  cried  one  of  the  men.    As  they  started 
ird  him,  Grant  threw  up  his  hand. 
Hold  on  now,  boys — bold  on.    The  fans  will  be  blowing 
I  fire  down  this  air  shaft  in  a  few  minutes.     How  far  up 
tyou  got  the  ladders  t"  he  asked. 
wme  one  answered:    "Still  twelve  feet  shy."    There  was 
sramble  for  the  buckets,  but  no  one  offered  to  man  the 
Ha/m  and  hoist  them  up  the  air  shaft.     Grant  was  only 
arpeoters'   boss.     The   men    around   the    buckets   were 
wn.    But  he  called:    ''Get  out  of  there,  Hughey  and 
fr— none  of  that.    We  must  make  that  ladder  first — 
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get  some  timbers — put  the  mogi  three  feet  apart,  i 
quick." 

Ue  [wirited  at  the  timbers  to  be  used  for  tbv 
stepped  to  the  windlsiiH  and  cried: 

"tlfre,  Juhnnie — yuu  frot  no  familj — fret  bold 
windlaiM  with  me.  Keady  now— family  men  fint— 9 
— ynu,  EdwaitiH — you,  l.*wellyn," 

Then  be  bent  to  the  wheel  and  the  men  io  thi 
started  up  the  shaft.     The  others  pounded  at  ibt 
and  thoae  who  eould  find  no  work  i^Ianibered  up  tl 
tli«  bottom  of  the  pap  that  Hcparnted  tbem  from 
level.     As  the  men  in  the  buckets  were  nearly  op 
ond  level,  where  iho  hoist  stopped.  Grant  beard  01 
eall:     "Hurry,  hurry — here  she  cornea,"  and  a  M 
a  hot.  smoky  wind  Ktnu'k  his  face  and  be  knew  tlM 
tamed  again  and  soon  would  be  blowing  fire 
coarse. 

Tbe  men  had  the  ladder  almotit  finished.  The  m 
oa  tfaa  Btaim  smellcd  the  smoke  and  began  yti 
bneket  reached  tbe  top  and  was  started  down.  Oi 
ap  tbe  air  shaft  and  saw  the  firo — little  fliekeita 
luting  up  tbe  abaft  near  tho  second  level.  Tfa«  al 
down  was  smoky  and  tilled  with  sparks.  The  li 
Twidy  and  tbe  men  mwlc  a  ruHh  with  it  up  tbe 
Most  of  tbeir  lamps  wvre  put  out  and  it  was  dl 
stairway.  The  men  were  utteriiiR  hysterical,  faol 
as  ibey  msbed  upward  in  Ihcir  panic.  The  laddi 
against  tbe  sides  of  the  chamber  knocked  the  men 
feet  aiMl  there  was  tumbling  and  swearing  and  trip] 
afnggling. 

Grant  grabbed  the  ladder  from  the  men  and  held 
bis  head,  and  called  nut : 

"You   men   go  up   there  in   order.     Youll 
ladder  till  you  straighten  up." 

The  entergvoey  passage  was  filling  with 
were  coughing  and  gasping. 

Up  and  down  the  stairs  men  called: 

"Brace  up.  that's  right." 

"Red's  rigbL" 

"Well  all  go  if  we  don't  stratghten  ap.' 
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In  a  moment  there  was  some  semblance  of  order,  and 
Grant  wormed  his  way  to  the  top  holding  the  ladder  above 
him.  He  put  one  end  of  it  on  a  landing  and  nailed  the  foot 
of  the  ladder  to  the  landing  floor.  Then  he  stood  on  the 
landing,  a  great,  powerful  man  with  blazing  eyes,  and  called 
lown:  ''Now  come;  one  at  a  time^  and  if  any  man  crowds 
['11  kill  him.  Come  on — one  at  a  time."  One  came  and 
vent  up;  when  he  was  on  the  third  rung  of  the  ladder, 
3rant  let  another  man  pass  up,  and  so  three  men  were  on 
iie  ladder. 

As  the  top  man  raised  the  trapdoor  above,  Grant  and 
ikose  upon  the  ladder  could  see  the  flames  and  a  great  gust 
>f  smoke  poured  down.  The  man  at  the  top  hesitated.  On 
Jie  other  side  of  the  partition  in  the  air  chute  the  smoke 
was  pouring  and  the  fire  was  circling  the  top  of  the  emer- 
^ncy  escape  through  which  the  men  must  pass. 

**Go  ahead  or  jump  down,"  yelled  Grant. 

Those  on  the  ladder  and  on  the  landing  who  could  see  up 
•Tied: 

*  *  Quick,  for  God 's  sake !    Hurry ! ' ' 

And  in  another  second  the  first  man  had  scrambled 
through  the  hole,  letting  the  trapdoor  fall  upon  the  head  of 
the  scrambling  man  just  under  him.  He  fell,  but  Grant 
eaught  him,  and  shoved  him  into  the  next  turn  upon  the 
ladder. 

After  that  they  learned  to  lift  their  hands  up  and  catch 
the  trapdoor,  but  they  could  see  the  flames  burning  the 
timbers  and  dropping  sparks  and  blowing  smoke  down  the 
emergency  shaft.  Ten  men  went  up;  the  fire  in  the  flume 
along  the  stairs  below  them  was  beginning  to  whip  through 
the  board  partition.  The  fan  was  pumping  the  third  level 
full  of  smoke;  it  was  carried  out  of  the  stairway  by  the 
current.  But  the  men  were  calling  below.  Little  Ira  Dooley 
tried  to  go  around  Grant  ahead  of  his  turn  at  the  ladder. 
The  cheater  felt  the  big  man's  hand  catch  him  and  hold 
him.  The  men  below  saw  Grant  hit  the  cheater  upon  the 
point  of  the  jaw  and  throw  him  half  conscious  under 
the  ladder.  The  men  climbed  steadily  up.  Twenty-five 
went  through  the  trap-door  into  the  unknown  hell  raging 
above.    Again  and  again  the  ladder  emptied  i\.?^^\l,  %a  \)cifc 
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flaton  in  the  shaft  grew  longer,  and  the  circle  of  In 
grew  broadiT.  Tlic  iui.-ii  ]iiUMi-d  through  tJie  Irapdoi 
scorching  clotiics. 

Tbr  ladder  vas  lUlitig  for  the  last  time.     The  laxl  ni 
on  the  tinit  i^iig.     (iritiil  n'ached  under  the  lailder, 
DooToy  about  the  waiNt  and  sturtn)  up  wiUi  bim.     ' 
ladder  Oooley  regained  eoiisciuuMuewi,  uud  liraiit  Ao« 
ahead  and  saw  l>ooley  alip  ihrouuli  the  trapdoor 
Htiip  ill  the  HiDOke  aiid  fire  and  slaud  holding  up  the  tli 
Uraut.     The  two  men  Kiniled   through   the  mnoke,  i 
l^rant  eame  thmtigb  with  his  clotbcs  allrc,  be  uitl 
liMiked  ijuiekly  nboiit  them.     Their  lights  were  oal ;  I 
burning  timliem  above  gave  them   their  direetiooK. 
heailed  down  the  south  pawcage.  but  even  an  tlicy  enl 
the  SameK  liarred  them  there.     Then  they  turned  to 
the  passage,  and  eould  hear  men  calling  and  yelling  tai 
in   the   dark   alley.     The   torebea    were   gone-     Par 
through   the  stifling  smoke   that  swirled  about   tbt- 
Umbers  overhead,  tbey  could  nee  the  flickering  ligfala 
nuiniug.    They  started  to  follow  the  lamps.    Daoli 
was  a  little  wan,  slowly  dropped  back.     Grant  eai^ 
hand  and  dragged  bim.    Soon  they  came  up  lo  tb« 
who  paused  to  give  then  lighta.     Then  (hey  all  «ta 
nin  again,  hoping  (o  come  out  of  that  pai^ave  into  thi 
bottom   by  the  uaiu  shuft  in  another  quarter  of 
Occasionally  a  man  would  begin  to  lag,  but  MSte  om 
stupped  lo  give  him  a  band.     Ouec  (Irant  pasacd  ti 
Tom  Williams  and   Kvaii  Davia,  leaning  against  ■ 
iMvia  fagged.  Williams  fanning  Itia  companion  with  h 

Krom  Nome  cro»  pamaire  a  group  of  men  who  wad 
tba  MeoiKl  level  c«rae  ruling  to  them.  They  bad  no 
■nd  wvrc  loit.  Down  the  paKHage  they  all  ran  togellM 
at  the  end  they  saw  wmcthing  elutlering  it  up.  Tbi 
ing  aeenied  lo  be  eloaed.  The  frtinl  mnn  tumbled 
a  down  men  fell  over  him.  Three  score  men  were  tl 
there^  HtniggUng  in  a  pile  of  pipen  and  refuse  timi 
all  but  lillcd  the  paauge  into  the  main  bottom.  Fiv 
utea  wera  lost  thera.  Then  by  twos  they  rrawled  ii 
main  bottom.  There  men  were  working  with  hoa«, 
to  put  out  the  fir«  in  the  air  course  leading  lo  tkt 
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stables.  They  did  not  realize  that  the  other  end  of  the 
mine  was  in  flames. 

Coal  was  still  going  up  in  the  cages.  The  men  in  the  east 
and  west  passages  were  still  at  work.  Smoke  thickened  the 
air.  The  entrance  to  the  air  course  was  charred,  and  puffing 
smoke.  The  fans  relaxed  for  a  moment  upon  a  signal  to 
cease  until  the  course  was  explored.  A  hose  was  playing  in 
the  course,  but  no  man  had  ventured  down  it.  When  Grant 
came  out  he  called  to  the  men  with  the  cage  boss :  ' '  Where 's 
Kinnehan — where 's  the  pit  boss?*'  No  one  knew.  Some 
little  boys — trimmers  and  drivers — were  begging  to  go  up 
with  the  coal.    Finally  the  cage  boss  let  them  ride  up. 

While  they  were  wrangling,  Grant  said:  **Lookee  here — 
thLs  is  a  real  fire,  men ;  stop  spitting  on  that  air  course  with 
the  hose  and  go  turn  out  the  men." 

The  men  from  the  third  level  were  clamoring  at  the  cage 
boss  to  go  up. 

Grant  stopped  them:  **Xow,  here — let's  divide  off,  five 
in  a  squad  and  go  after  the  men  on  this  level,  and  five  in 
a  squad  go  up  to  the  next  level  and  call  the  men  out 
there.  There's  time  if  we  hurry  to  save  the  whole  shift." 
He  tolled  them  off  and  they  went  down  the  glimmering 
passages,  that  were  beginning  to  grow  dim  with  smoke.  As 
he  left  the  main  bottom  he  saw  by  his  watch  under  a  torch 
that  it  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock.  He  ran  with  his  squad 
down  the  passage,  calling  out  the  men  from  their  little 
rooms.  Three  hundred  yards  down  the  smoke  grew  denser. 
And  he  met  men  coming  along  the  passage. 

"Are  they  all  out  back  of  you?"  he  called  to  the  men  as 
they  passed.  **Yes,"  they  cried,  **  except  the  last  three  or 
four  rooms." 

Grant  and  his  men  pushed  forward  to  these  rooms.  As 
they  went  they  stumbled  over  an  unconscious  form  in  the 
passage.  The  men  behind  Grant — Dooley,  Ilogan,  Casper 
Herdieker,  Williams,  Davis,  Chopini — joined  him.  Their 
work  was  done.  They  had  been  in  all  the  rooms.  They 
picked  up  the  limp  form,  and  staggered  slowly  back  down 
the  passage.  The  smoke  gripped  Grant  about  the  belly  like 
a  vise.  He  could  not  breathe.  lie  stopped,  then  crawled  a 
few  feet,  then  leaned  against  a  timber.    FinaWy  \i^  to^^  vdxA 
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Icame  upon  the  xwsying  groap  with  tbe  uiie< 

I  AiM>th«r   man    wiu   down,   and    ihrre 

f  two. 

Tb«  mnoke  k^pt  rolling  along  behind  tbem.  It  I 
tb«  iimsfngt  abcad  of  thvm.  Most  of  tlie  ligbti  tlw  a 
riird  wrrt-  out  (Irani  lent  a  hand,  aud  tl»e  nraying 
Bion  crawliil  under  the  smoke.  The}-  went  ao  idowiy 
e  man.  then  two  on  thrir  haiidit  and  kntt*.  thra  tlirw 
caught  up  with  Utpni  and  they  vp.n  loo  exhausteil  to  <3 
smscli-iM  mati  with  thtm.  At  a  puddle  in  th«^  wi 
•ouaed  the  facp  of  the  pnwtraUNl  niati  tn  the  water. 
revived  him.  Thry  eonld  bear  and  feel  another  t 
the  pawage  railing  fecbtj'  for  help,  (iraiil  and  Cbi 
■peaking  differrnt  lanenages.  understood  the  unirena 
of  dtUmw,  and  toei'lher  (Trawle<]  in  the  dark  attd  fdt 
way  to  tlip  fechlc  voice.  Cfaopini  reaehed  the  vaiee 
Grant  could  JUHI  diHtirifcuiiUi  in  the  darknesM  the  poV 
movement  of  the  Italian,  with  his  head  upon  the  grou 
a  nnaing  dng'it  aa  he  vronncd  under  the  falirn  body  i 
it  on  hia  bock  and  bellied  over  to  the  grnu|>  that  waa  i 
moving  down  the  paaaage  toward  the  gtimmcring  light 
they  pamed  the  rooms  vacated  by  die  mincra,  i 
thej  put  their  heada  in  and  got  refroshinir  air,  for  tlw  I 
iBOved  in  a  rIow,  murky  current  down  the  paaaagi 
not  baek  into  the  rooms  at  tint. 

Qrant  and  Chopini  crawled  on  all  fours  intn  a  i 
found  the  nir  frefth      They  roue,  holding  eai-li  other'*  I 
They  leaned  t<>)rrther  against  the  dark  walls  and  bi 
■lowly,  ami  finally  their  diapbragma  seemed  to  be  i 
■Dd  they  breathed  more  deeply.     By  a  bnnd  dgw 
■greed  to  start  out.     At  the  door  they  eroui^bed  and  e^H 
A  few  yarda  farther  they  found  the  little  group  of 
men   feebly  puidiing  on.     Seven  were  tr>-ing  to 
Further  down  the  paaaaga  tbvy  could  hear  tbe 
of  the  men  in  the  Bain  bottom,  aa  they  came  bui 
tbe  other  ninwaya.  and  far  baek  up  ttw  dark  . 
them  they  eoiikl  hear  the  roar  of  flanit*.     Tbry 
they  were  trapped,     behind  tbem  was  the  tire. 
was  the  long,  imposaihle  atreteb  to  the  main  botti 
mr.r.l:**  ihlokening  aud  falling  lower  every  oecoad. 
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vas  the  smoke  that  the  light  ahead  winked  out.  Death 
oucjd  before  them  and  beliiiid  them. 

"Buyii — "  gasped  Uraut,  **m  here — ^let*s  get  in  one  of 
thciH*  rooms  and  wall  it  up." 

The  seven  looked  at  him  and  he  crawled  to  a  room ;  stick* 
iDg  his  head  in  he  found  it  murky,  lie  tried  ariothi*r.  The 
third  room  was  fresh  and  cool,  and  he  ealle<l  the  men  in. 

Then  all  nine  dragged  one  after  another  of  tlie  limp  bodies 
into  the  room  and  they  began  wulling  the  door  into  the  pas* 
age.  There  were  two  lights  on  a  do/A'n  caps.  Ciraiit  put  out 
one  lamp  and  they  worked  by  the  glimmer  of  a  single  lamp. 
Gradually,  but  with  a  speed — slow  as  it  had  to  ho — insi)ired 
by  deadly  termr,  the  wall  went  up.  Tliey  daubed  it  with 
mud  that  seemed  to  refresh  itself  from  a  pool  that  was 
htiiiuwed  in  the  floor.  After  what  seemed  an  ki\:v  oi'  swiftly 
aceurate  work,  the  wall  was  waist  hi(;li;  the  smoki*  bellied  in, 
ill  a  gust,  and  was  suddeidy  su(*kod  out  ity  an  air  iMirreiit, 
Aud  the  men  at  the  wall  tapping  sonu'  spring'  of  unknown 
euergy  bent  frantically  to  tiu'ir  task.  Tinco  of  tin'  six  men 
Wore  eominir  to  litV.  They  tried  tn  rise  arid  lielp.  Two 
crawled  fum^'ard,  and  patted  the  muil  in  the  bottom  ere  vices. 
The  nerce  race  willi  death  called  out  every  man's  reserves 
of  bcKly  and  soul. 

Then,  when  the  wall  was  breiLst  Iiigli.  some  one  heanl  u 
choking  cry  in  the  pa.ssage.  Grant  was  in  the  rear  uf  the 
room,  wrestling  with  a  great  rock,  and  did  imt  hear  the  cry; 
but  C/biipini  was  over  the  wall,  and  Doo|i*y  follnwed  him,  and 
Evans  followed  him  in  an  instant.  They  disappeared  down 
the  passage,  and  when  Grant  returned,  carrying;  the  hii^e 
rock  to  the  speeding  work  at  the  wall,  he  heard  a  voice  out- 
side eal  1 : 

'•We've  got  'em." 

And  then,  after  a  silence,  as  the  workmen  hurried  with 
the  wall,  there  eame  a  call  for  Iicl[).  WiiliaiiiN  and  Uennis 
Hogan  followed  (irant  throu;;h  the  hoi'-  now  iiearinL'  tlii* 
rDff>f  of  the  rofmi,  out  into  tiie  pas.>au'c.  Tiic  air  was  seoreh- 
intr  Some  current  was  niovinL;  ii  r;ii>idi\  T)it>  sei'iMid 
party  eame  upon  the  tirst  stru^^^rline  \v<  .lUly  wlih  Divk  How- 
man  and  his  son.  Father  anil  son  weri*  nni  •nsi-jnii*;  an<.i 
one   of   the   rescuing   party   had    fainteil.     AuMin    the    vise 
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gripped  GrantH  abdomen,  aud  he  put  bis  faee  opoo 
damp  curtti  untl  panted.     Slowly  ttie  three  mm  in  tbd  d 
n«M  Itellied  aloug  uulil  they  felt  the  wail,  Xhen  ia  *n  af 
of  eflTurt  rallied  IheitiKOlvcs  arid  their  burdeu      I'p  the 
they  eliml>eil  to  tlieir  kiieiii,  to  their  feet,  and  mirt  tbe  hi 
of  Ibone  iii!>ide  who  took  the  burdeu  from  them.     On«,  II 
throe  whilTii  of  ilenii  air  aa  they  siuek  their  hewlk  io 
la.  anil  they  were  curie— aiid  Biiother  two  tueo  btm 
n  followed  them.    They  came  ujKin  the  fitvt  partjr  w 
ibcir  gasping,  faiiiliiif;  course  back  to  the  wmll,  1 
r  load,  rollinff  a  man  before  them.     And  thvy  all  pi 
•fid  tufiffed  and  puxhed  and  some  leaned  heavily  upoo  aC 
and  all  looked  death  s<|iiarely  in  ihe  face  and  no  nimn  wl 
pcred.     The  panie  wa-t  pme;  the  divine  opark  that  rati 
tvcry  human  sout  was  buniitig.  aud  life  navi  litlb-  aud 
Ib  their  eye«,  compared  with  the  ehanee  they  had  to  jift 
tor  others. 

KlickN  of  tire  were  swirlinK  down  the  paaaaxe,  and 
roar  of  the  tlameit  came  nearer  and  (irant  fancied  ba  a 
hear  the  crackle  of  it.  (.'hnpiai  was  ou  biH  knew  dnlrl 
at  Ihe  rn-vii-eif  in  rbe  wall;  lloRan  and  Dooley  dog  1 
tbeir  liai>ds  inin  the  ehiuks,  then  four  men  were  00  f 
feet,  with  Ihe  burden,  and  in  the  blackness,  handi  wl 
the  wall  reached  out  and  took  the  man  from  IhoM  oM 
The  handx  reaehiil  nut  and  felt  other  hands  ami  pulled  t 
Vp,  and  live,  nix  men  stood  upon  their  feet  and  wvir  pol 
rieramblintc  and  trembling  and  reeling,  into  the  rooiE.  ' 
'1lUekne«  outtiide  l>e<>«me  a  lurid  glare.  The  fllekeringll 
inaide  tihowed  them  that  one  man  was  outHJde.  Qrant  Ad 
stood  faiut  uikI  Irembtinf!,  lentiing  aiiHinxt  a  wall  of 
room;  the  room  and  tiio  men  whirled  atioul  him  and  bt| 
aick  at  the  ntomneh.  Hut  with  a  powerful  elTort  ba  g 
wd  him«elf,  and  lunged  to  the  bote  in  the  risins  wall. 

trying  to  pull  himself  up  when  Dooley  pulled  bin  dt 
iWid  went  through  the  hole  lilie  a  eat.  lloffan 
Dooley  and  Evnna  fallowed  lloinin.  "Here  he  ia,  rifkt 
^  botlnffl,"  called  Ilogan,  am)  in  an  injctant  the  f«rt 
i(!lap«r  llerdicker,  then  the  Kprawling  lec".  then  th*  " 
■nd  then  the  head  with  th«  eln««l  eyes  and  gaping 
came  in.  and  then  three  meo  alowly  fdlowed  him. 
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revived  by  the  water  from  the  puddle  under  him,  stood  and 
saw  the  last  man — Dennis  Ilogan — crawl  in.  Then  Grant, 
seeing  Hogan's  coat  was  afire,  looked  out  and  saw  flames 
dancing  aiong  the  timbers,  and  a  spark  with  a  gust  of  smoke 
was  sucked  into  the  room  by  some  eddy  of  the  current  out- 
side. In  a  last  spurt  of  terrible  effort  the  hole  in  the  wall 
was  closed  and  plastered  with  mud  and  the  men  were  sealed 
in  their  tomb. 

It  was  but  a  matter  of  minutes  before  the  furnace  was 
nging  outside.  The  men  in  the  room  could  hear  it  crackle 
and  roar,  and  the  mud  in  the  chinks  steamed.  The  men 
daubed  the  chinks  again  and  again. 

As  the  fire  roared  outside,  the  men  within  the  room  fan- 
cied— and  perhaps  it  was  the  sheer  horror  of  their  situation 
that  prompted  their  fancy — that  they  could  hear  the  screams 
of  men  and  mules  down  the  passage  toward  the  main  bottom. 
After  an  hour,  when  the  roar  ceased,  they  were  in  a  great 
silence.  And  as  the  day  grew  old  and  the  silence  grew  deep 
and  the  immediate  danger  past,  they  began  to  wait.  As 
they  waited  they  talked.  At  times  they  heard  a  roaring  and 
a  crash  and  they  knew  that  the  timbers  having  burned 
awiy,  the  passages  and  courses  were  caving  in.  By  their 
watches  they  knew  that  the  night  was  upon  them.  And  they 
sat  talking  nervously  through  the  night,  fearing  to  sleep, 
dreading  what  each  moment  might  bring.  Lamp  after  lamp 
bamed  out  in  turn.  And  still  they  sat  and  talked.  Here 
one  would  drowse — there  another  lose  consciousness  and  sink 
to  the  ground,  but  always  men  were  talking.  The  talk  never 
ceased.  They  were  ashamed  to  talk  of  women  while  they 
were  facing  death,  so  they  kept  upon  the  only  other  subjects 
that  will  hold  men  long — God  and  politics.  The  talk  droned 
on  into  morning,  through  the  forenoon,  into  the  night,  past 
midnight,  with  the  thread  taken  from  one  man  sinking  to 
sleep  by  another  waking  up,  but  it  never  stopped.  The 
water  that  seeped  into  the  puddle  on  the  floor  moistened 
their  lips  as  they  talked.  There  was  no  food  save  in  two 
lunch  buckets  that  had  been  left  in  the  room  by  fleeing 
miners,  and  thus  went  the  first  day. 

The  second  day  the  Welsh  tried  to  sing — perhaps  to  stop 
the  continual  talk  of  the  Irish.     Then  the  ItaWau  ^«Xi^  ^j^xsi'^- 


IN  THK  UEART  OK  A  KOOL 

[  tbiag.  Camper  Htrdicker  Hang  the  "Muwillaiiir"  and 
1  clapped  tiieir  bauds,  iii  the  twilifrbt  of  Uie  lut  llid 
JDg  lamp  that  they  had.  Aftvr  that  Uront  <^led  the  i 
at  liniai  aiid  tbi«o  »hu  wen-  a^akc  felt  nl  thoac  who  t 
aaierp  and  amiwi^red  for  them,  and  «  secood  day  won 
k  third. 

Ily  the  fpclintr  of  the  »lein  of  Grant  Adanu'n  nteh  a 
wouad  it.  he  judged  that  they  had  lived  nearly  fbor  i 
In  tho  lomb.  Little  Mutrs  Itowtnan  wbk  cTyiiip  for  food. 
bia  father  waa  trj-inR  to  comfort  him.  by  (civiiiir  hira  hwi 
leather  to  cbcw.  Oihrn  rolled  ami  moaned  in  their  a' 
and  the  talk  grew  utiiftaLile  and  flighty. 

Soue  one  said,  "Hear  thatT"  and  there  waa  rilence^ 
DO  one  beard  an^-thing.    Again  the  talk  beffan  and  < 
unevenly  along. 

"Say.  liaien."  some  one  riie  called  beside  the  fin 
who  bad  heard  the  sound. 

Again  they  liatcnod,  and  becanw  they  were  nrrvoai 
baps  two  or  three  men  fancied  they  heard  uomrthin(C> 
one  aaid  it  was  the  roar  of  the  Arc.  another  raid  it  wai 
■oond  of  eome  one  calling,  and  the  third  said  it  wm 
eraah  of  a  rock  in  eome  distant  pasHageKay  The  tall 
sot  riiK  again  for  a  time,  bot  finally  it  rtne  wearily,  | 
laaled  with  afhA.     Then  two  men  cried: 

"Uear  il!    There  it  is  again!" 

And  brealhlem  ihey  all  nl,  for  a  Recond.  Then  1 
heard  a  voice  ealling,  "Hello — belloT"  And  tfaejr  tri 
chew. 

Hut  the  voice  dk)  not  aoand  again,  and  a  lone  time  p 
Grant  tried  to  count  tlie  minuie«  a;<  they  ticked  off  i 
wateh,  but  his  mind  would  not  remain  tixed  upon  the  t 
ing.  ao  be  lont  (rai'k  of  the  time  after  Ihnfr  minatea 
piiiMs].     And  Niill  the  tirof><dragi;e<),  the  wateh  kept  t'  ' 

Then  they  henrd  th«  sonnd  again,  clearer;  and  i 
called.     Then  Diek  llouman  took  nti  a  pick,  railed: 

"Walch  out.  away  from  the  wail,  I'm  going  le  i 
bole." 

Ue  stmek  the  wall  and  strueh  it  again  and  afaia,  a 
Budfl  a  hale  and  tbry  eried  tbroogh  it : 

"Hallo— heUo—    We're  here."    And  tbey  all  tried 
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the  hole  and  jabber  throngh  it.  Then  they  conld 
arrying  feet  and  voices  calling,  and  confusion.  The 
lUed,  and  cried  and  sobbed  and  cheered  through  the 
nd  thai  they  saw  the  gleam  of  a  lantern.  Then  the 
iimbled  and  they  climbed  into  the  passage.  But  they 
who  had  heard  the  falling  timbers  and  the  crashing 
for  days,  that  they  were  not  free. 

rescuers  led  the  imprisoned  miners  down  the  dark 
e;  Grant  Adams  was  the  last  man  to  leave  the  prison. 

turned  an  angle  of  the  passage,  a  great  rock  fell 
ig  before  him,  and  a  head  of  dirt  caught  him  and 
id  him  under.  His  legs  and  body  were  pinioned. 
I  Hogan  in  front  heard  the  crash,  saw  Grant  fall,  and 
iMiek  for  a  moment,  as  another  huge  rock  slid  slowly 
ind  came  to  rest  above  the  prostrate  man.  For  a  sec- 
o  one  moved.  Then  one  man — Ira  Dooley — slowly 
:oward  Grant  and  began  digging  with  his  hands  at  the 
tnind  Grant's  legs.  Then  Casper  Herdicker  and  Cho- 
ime  to  help.  As  they  stood  at  Grant's  head,  quick  as 
1.  the  rock  fell  and  the  two  men  standing  at  Grant's 
rere  crushed  like  worms.  The  roof  of  the  passage  was 
ig  wickedly,  and  in  the  flickering  light  of  the  lanterns 
?ould  see  the  .walls  shudder.  Then  Dick  Bowman 
<1  out.  Tie  brought  a  shovel  from  a  room  opening  on 
ssage.  and  Evan  Davis  and  Tom  Williams  and  Jamey 
?rson  with  shovels  began  working  over  (Jrant.  who  lay 
and  frightened,  watching  the  squirmincr  wall  above 
uwiug  the  dropping  dirt  from  his  faeo  as  it  fell, 
ngs,  come  here/'  called  Dick  Bowman.  "Take  that 
."  commanded  the  father,  **and  hold  it  over  Grant's 
o  keep  the  dirt   from  smothering  him."    T\w   l»oy 

in  terror  at  the  roof  dropping  dirt  and  ready  to  faU. 
le  father  glared  at  the  son.  and  he  obeyed.     No  one 

but  four  men  worked — all  that  could  stand  about  him. 
Aug  out  his  body;  they  release<l  his  l(»«rs,  they  fn»ed 
ft.  and  when  he  wa.s  free  they  helped  him  up  and  hur- 
im  down  the  passage  which  ho  had  traversed  four  days 
Before  they  turned  into  the  main  bottom  room,  he  was 
rith  the  stench.     And  as  he  tuniH   into  that   room, 

the  cage  landed,  he  saw  by  the  lantern  lijrhts  and  by 
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tlio  llaring  torches  held  by  a  doaen  mea,  »  frwt  e 
tioQ  of  the  dead — some  piled  upon  others  ^<^Oi 
of  prayor,  some  shielding  iheir  cumrwles  in  dcfttlt, 
deeiiig  aiid  stricken  proae  upon  the  floor,  Bome  sittiiif; 
ing  the  foe  in  Uie  fuee.  Men  were  workiug  witli  the  b 
trying  to  sort  them  into  a  kind  of  order;  but  the  1 
just  begun. 

Tht«  weaken<-d  men,  led  by  their  rescuem,  picked 
way  tJirough  the  corpses  and  went  to  the  top  IQ  •  ■ 
Far  down  in  the  iHxatt,  the  daylight  cut  tbem  L 
kuife.  And  as  they  mounted  higher  and  higber, 
could  hear  the  murmur  of  voices  above  tbem.  uid  < 
could  hear  the  soba  of  women  and  ehtldren  loBff  \ 
reaehed  the  lop.  The  word  that  men  had  been  m 
passed  out  of  the  xhaft  houiie  before  they  could  get  oat  q 
cage,  and  a  grcnt  Khotit  went  up. 

The  men  walked  out  of  the  Hhaft  hou)«e  and  saw  all  i 
tliem,  u[>on  dat  cam,  upon  the  dump  near  the  ahaft, 
buildings  around  the  KJiaft  house,  a  ifreat  crowd  of  ebo 
men  and  women,  pale,  drawn,  dreadful  faeea,  illumiiM 
eager  eyes.  (Jrant  lifted  his  eyes  lo  the  erowd.  There 
carriage  be«idc  Henry  Fenn,  (Irant  aaw  Margaret  alarii 
him.  and  saw  her  turn  pale  and  alide  down  into  her  h 
anns,  an  »lio  reeognizt'd  Orant'))  faee  among  ihnae  wba 
come  out  of  death.  Then  he  naw  hla  father  and  little  1 
jon  in  the  erowd  and  he  daitheil  through  the  thick  of '. 
them.  There  be  held  the  boy  high  in  the  air,  and  cried  ■ 
little  arms  clung  about  bin  neck. 

The  great  hoarso  whiatlw  roared  and  the  ahrill  i 
wliixtlea  screamed  and  the  ear  bella  elangt-d  aifl  the  ek 
beib  rang.  But  they  did  not  roar  and  seream  and  peal 
toll  for  money  and  wealth  and  power,  Uil  for  life  that 
rvtumrd.  Ax  for  tlie  nnny  of  the  dead  below,  for  all  I 
tnrturc,  for  all  their  ajiony  and  the  miitery  they  left  I 
for  auciety  to  heal  or  help  or  neglect—the  army  of  the  i 
had  ilH  requiem  that  Nrw  Vear*n  eve,  when  the  bdh 
whiNtlm  and  Rimnii  clamored  for  money  that  brings  «fl 
and  wealth  lliat  brings  power,  and  power  that  brings  f 
ure;.  and  pleasure  that  brings  death — and  deatlitx 
dMthI  ^ 
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town  had  met  death.  Bat  no  one  even  in  that  place 
iming  could  answer  the  question  that  the  child  heard 
bells.  And  yet  that  divine  spark  of  heroism  that 
unseen  in  every  heart  however  high,  however  low — 
lust  be  the  faltering,  uncertain  light  which  points  us 
truth  across  the  veil  through  the  mists  made  by  our 
I  tears. 

1  thus  a  New  Year  in  Harvey  began  its  long  trip 
I  the  sun,  with  its  sorrows  and  its  joys,  with  its  merry 
Dime  and  its  mutes  mourning  upon  the  hearse,  with  its 
i  of  cares  and  compensations  and  its  sad  ironies.  So 
get  on  and  ride  and  enjoy  the  journey. 


CHAPTBB  XVn 

A  OHAPRB  WHICH  INTBODUCB  801UB 

WHEN  Grant  Adams  had  told  and  retoU  U 
to  the  reporten  and  had  eaten  what  Dr. 
would  let  him  eat,  it  was  late  in  tibe  afli 
He  lay  down  to  sleep  with  the  son  still  shining  tfum 
shutters  in  his  low-ceiled,  west  bed  room.  Thim 
nii^t  his  father  sat  or  slept  fitfully  beside  him  end 
the  morning  sun  was  higrh,  and  still  the  young  man  sk 
the  father  guarded  him,  and  would  let  no  one  eali 
house.  At  noon  Grant  rose  and  dressed.  He  ss^ 
Dezters  coming  down  the  road  and  he  went  to  the  d 
welcome  them.  It  seemed  at  first  that  the  stupor  of 
was  not  entirely  out  of  his  brain.  He  was  silent  an 
to  be  primed  for  details  of  his  adventure.  He  sat  do 
eat,  but  when  his  meal  was  half  finished,  there  came  ba 
out  of  his  soul  a  flame  of  emotion,  and  he  put  down  hii 
tumod  half  around  from  the  table,  grasped  the  edges 
board  with  both  hands  and  cried  as  a  fanatic  who 
vision : 

''Oh,  those  men, — ^thoae  men — those  wonderful,  bei 
souls  of  men  I  saw! — those  strong,  fearless.  Godlike  a 
there  in  the  mine,  I  mean.  Kvan  Davis,  Dick  Bowma 
McCann,  Jamey  McPherson,  Casper  Herdicker,  Chopu 
of  them;  yes,  Dennis  Ilogan,  drunk  as  he  is  son 
and  Ira  Dooley,  who's  been  in  jail  for  hold-ups — I 
care  which  one — those  wonderful  men,  who  risked  thei 
for  others,  and  Casper  Herdicker  and  Chopini,  wh 
their  lives  there  under  the  rock  for  me.  My  God,  my  < 
His  voice  thrilled  with  emotion,  and  his  arms  treml 
his  hands  gripped  the  table.  Those  who  heard  him  d 
stop  him,  for  they  felt  that  from  some  uncovered  spi 
his  being  a  section  of  personality  was  gushing  fort 
never  had  seen  day.    lie  turned  quietly  to  the  won 
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took  him  from  his  chair  and  hogged  him  6kmt\j  to  A 
.  broad  cheat  and  stroked  the  boyish  head  as  the  man's 
yea  tilled  with  tears.  Grant  sat  for  a  mcmient  looking 
!  floor,  then  roughed  his  red  mane  with  his  fingers  and 
k>wly  and  more  quietly,  but  contentiously : 
know  what  you  don't  Imow  with  all  your  religion,  Mr. 
r;  I  know  what  the  Holy  Ghost  is  now.  I  have  seen 
'he  Holy  Ghost  is  that  divine  spark  in  every  human 
-however  life  has  smudged  it  over  by  dreumstanoe— 
iaes  and  envelopes  a  human  creature  in  a  flame  of  sao- 
1  love  for  his  kind  and  makes  him  joy  to  die  to  save 
L  That's  the  Holy  Ghost — that's  what  is  immortal." 
denehed  his  great  hickory  fist  and  hit  the  table  and 
hk  face  again,  crying:  ''I  saw  Dennis  Hogan  ^^dk 
I>eath  smiling  that  Irish  smile.  I  saw  him  standing 
I  ton  of  loose  dirt  hanging  over  him  while  he  was  dig- 
ue out!  I  saw  Evan  Davis — ^little,  bow-legged  Evan 
—go  out  into  the  smoke  alone — alone,  Mr.  Dexter,  and 
my  Evan  is  a  coward — ^he  went  out  alone  and  brought 
Casper  Herdicker*s  limp  body  hugged  to  his  little 
I  breast  like  a  gorilla's — and  saved  a  man.  I  saw  Dick 
tan  do  more — when  the  dirt  was  dropping  from  the 
og,  working  roof  into  my  mouth  and  eyes,  and  might 
pume  down  in  a  slide — I  lay  there  and  watched  Dick 
Qg  to  save  me  and  I  heard  him  order  his  son  to  hold 
vcl  over  my  face — his  own  boy."  Grant  shuddered 
rew  the  child  closer  to  him,  and  looked  at  the  group 
bim  with  wet  eyes.  ''Ira  Dooley  and  Tom  Williams 
hMt  little  Italian  went  on  their  bellies,  half  dead 
the  smoke,  out  into  death  and  brought  home  three 
to  safety,  and  would  have  died  without  batting  an 
ill  three  to  save  one  lost  man  in  that  passage."  He 
the  table  again  with  his  fist  and  cried  wildly:  ''I 
ou  that's  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  know  those  men  may 
imes  trick  the  company  if  they  can.  I  know  Ira 
f  spends  lots  of  good  money  on  'the  row';  I  know 
lambles  off  everything  he  can  get  his  hands  on,  and 
he  little  Dago  probably  would  have  stuck  a  knife  in  an 
'  over  a  quarter.  But  that  doesn't  count." 
young  man*s  voice  rose  again.    "That  is  circum- 
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stADce;  mQch  of  it  is  Burrotuidtngs,  either  of  birtli  of- 
danined  place  where  we  are  living.  If  tbvy  cheat  tl 
p&ny,  it  is  boctiuso  the  compiuiy  d«res  them  to  chi 
cheats  them  badly.  If  lliey  steal,  it  in  becaiue  th4 
been  taii^fat  to  ileal  by  tbv  example  of  big,  auccesiful 
I've  had  time  to  t)iiiik  it  all  out. 

'"KntlitT — father!"  cried  iJraiit.  as  a  new  wave  of' 
surged  in  from  the  oiitt-r  I)nuriie  of  hix  soal,  "you  « 
Dick  Buwuiaii  itold  nut  the  lawn  and  look  munef  tm 
for  the  llarvcy  Improveiiieiit  bond  steal.  But  wfai 
(lidt  That  uax  merely  oircumfilanee.  I>ick  ia  a  ttti 
who  haa  had  to  fi^ht  for  money-  all  his  life — pM 
money  to  feed  hix  hungry  children.  And  hen  eatu 
portunity  to  get  hold  of— what  wa«  itt — a  hmxlfl 
lars — "  AmriR  Adamn  nodde<l.  "Well,  (hen,  a  I 
dollan.  and  it  would  Imy  so  much,  and  leading  citixfi 
and  told  him  it  was  all  riirht — men  we  have  edueat 
our  taxes  and  our  ''urplus  money  in  tinivirrftilies  and  < 
And  we  haven't  educated  Diek;  we've  juat  laugfat 
tight — to  fiffhl  for  money,  and  to  think  money  wilt  di 
thing  in  Ooda  beautiful  world.  So  Diek  took  it.  T 
the  Diek  thai  man  and  Ilar^vy  and  .Xmrrifa  made, 
bat  1  saw  the  Dick  that  (tod  madel"  He  stopped  ai 
out  paaaiuaately.  "And  mme  day,  liomr  day  all  tbi 
mnal  btaw  Ibis  man — thia  iprat-aouled,  oommon  Amc 
that  Qod  made!" 

Urant'a  voice  waa  low,  but  a  thouund  tmpulscii  at 
semw  hia  fealurea  for  voire  and  hin  eyes  were  inflail 
aa  he  gaxm)  at  the  curly,  brown  hair  of  the  child  in  ~ 
playing  with  ihe  bnttons  on  his  coat. 

The  minister  looked  at  hia  wife,     i^e  waa  wel-fai 
•tremble,  and  had  her  handa  orer  her  eyca.     Anoa 
old,  frank  face  was  trntibled.     The  sou  turned  apoa 
oried: 

"Father— you're  right  when  you  say  eharaetn'ma 
pineaa.  Hut  what  do  ynii  call  it — aurroundingn — wl 
live  and  how  yon  live  and  what  you  rio  for  a  livii 
mratl  That's  it.  that's  the  wonl— environment  baa 
lota  to  do  with  character.  Let  the  ei^mpany  reduer 
dcoda  by  rivuiff  the  men  a  chance  at  decent  living  eoi 
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decent  houses  and  decent  streets,  and  you'll  have  another 

of  attitude  toward  the  company.    Quit  cheating  them  at 

store,  and  you  11  have  more  honesty  in  the  mines;  quit 

g  sour  beer  and  whiskey  on  the  sawdust  in  front  of 

saloons  to  coax  men  in  who  have  an  appetite,  and  you'll 

iYe  less  drinking — but,  of  course.  Sands  will  have  less 

h  vents.    Let  the  company  obey  the  law — the  company  run  by 

'WKtn  who  are  pointed  out  as  examples,  and  there'll  be  less 

i  liKwlessness  among  the  men  when  trouble  comes.    Why,  Mr. 

r  Dexter,  do  you  know  as  we  sat  down  there  in  the  dark,  we 

^-«Rinted  up  five  laws  which  the  company  broke,  any  one  of 

r-'lAich  would  have  prevented  the  fire,  and  would  have  saved 

;  flinety  lives.    Trash  in  the  passage  leading  to  the  main  shaft 

t  delayed  notifying  the  men  five  minutes — ^that's  against  the 

kw.    Torches  leaking  in  the  passageway  where  there  should 

L  kive  been  electric  lights — that's  against  the  law.    Boys — 

t  Itttle  ten-year-olds  working  down  there — cheap,  cheap!"  he 

:  cried,  ''and  dumping  that  pine  lumber  under  a  dripping 

r  torch— that's  against  the  law.    Having  no  fire  drill,  and 

^  nisty  water  plugs  and  hose  that  doesn't  reach — ^that's  against 

;  the  law.    A  pine  partition  in  an  air-chute  using  it  as  a  shaft 

—that's  against  the  law.     Yet  when  trouble  comes  and  these 

men  burn  and  kill  and  plunder — we'll  put  the  miners  in  jail, 

and  maybe  hang  them,  for  doing  as  they  are  taught  a  thou- 

Mmd  times  a  week  by  the  company — risking  life  for  their 

own  gain!" 

Orant  Adams  rose.  He  ran  his  great,  strong,  copper- 
freckled  hands  through  his  fiery  hair  and  stood  with  face 
transfigured,  as  the  face  of  one  staring  at  some  phantasm. 
**0h,  those  men — ^they  risked  their  lives — Chopini  and  Cas- 
per Herdicker  gave  their  lives  for  me.  Father,"  he  cried, 
**I  am  bought  with  a  price.  These  men  risked  all  and  pave 
•U  for  me.  I  am  theirs.  I  have  no  other  right  to  live  except 
as  I  serve  them."  He  drew  a  deep  breath;  set  his  jaw  and 
ipoke  with  all  the  force  he  could  put  into  a  quiet  voice:  **I 
am  dedicated  to  men — ^to  those  great-souled,  brave,  kind  men 
iriiom  God  has  sent  here  for  man  to  dwarf  and  ruin.  They 
lave  bou^t  me.  I  am  theirs." 
The  minister  put  the  question  in  their  minds : 
"What  are  you  ^roin^  to  do,  Grant  T" 
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The  fervor  that  bad  been  dyiog  down  retunied  to  Und 

■ '  My  job, ' '  he  crit-d,  "  is  so  big  I  liou  't  knovr  whrrc  to  till 
\  hold,     llttt  I'm  uut  going  to  butbiir  to  tell  U»we  i 
I  sweat  aiitl  titiiik  atid  suffer  under  ibe  iiijustices  of  m 
»  the  juHlicf  of  (jud.     i  'vc  gut  uiii'  ibiug  in  me  bigger'n  •  1 
— it  H  tbiK:     lluusfl  theui — teed  them,  elcitiie  them,  work  ll 
— the«  wurkiug  people — and  pay  iJicni  as  you  people  ef 
middle  classes  are  liouxcd  ami  fed  aiid  paid  atwl  elwl, . 
crime  wun't  l>c  the  roercation  of  povirrty.     And  Hit  I 
knows  the  work  of  the  men  wiio  toil  witb  (heir  banda  ii 
aa  valuable  to  society  as  pri-achiiii;  and  tradinf!  and  bo; 
and  selling  atid  banking  and  eilitirii;  and  lawinK  aod  dot 
ing,  and  insuring  and  school  tcacliing." 

lie  stood  beTorc  the  kitdien  xtove,  a  tall,  awkward,  b 
I  wid^-nboiifdered.  loonv-wircd  creature  iii  the  lint  raw  ■ 
^Of  full-blown  manbood.     The  red  niusclea  of  bia  jaw  wu 
I  aa  his  emotions  rtwp  in  blm.     Ilia  hoiidu  were  tbe  i 
1  t  farmtic— cievfr  still. 

"I've  been  down  into  death  and   I've  found  i 

hnul  life,"  he  went  on.     "Out  of  the  world'a  ( 

I  ings  we're  paying  too  much  fureuperintendcnce,  and  r 

BiaehineH,  and  mil  ennugh  fur  lalior.  There's  jeoI  to  1 
1  new  shake- up.  And  I 'oi  going  to  help.  Idon'tknoww] 
I  nor  how  to  begin,  but  stjme  way  I'll  find  a  hold  aod 
I  going  to  lake  it." 

He  drew  iu  a  long  breath,  looked  around  and  amib-d  r 
I  •  raftgcd,  ugly  smile  that  showed  hid  big  teeth,  all  whita> 
I  Strong  but  uneven. 

"Well,  Grant,'  said  Mra.  Dexter,  "yi>u  bave  rut  out  ■ 
I  job  for  yinirHelf . ' '     The  young  man  nodded  subrrly. 
"Well,  we're  going  to  orgtmiTx  'em,  the  tintt  thing. 
talked  that  over  in  the  mine  when  we  had  nothtnir  dl 
talk  about— but  Gcid  and  our  b»liiea." 

)q  the  silence  that  fiillowed,  Amos  Adams  said:  "H 
yna  were  down  there  at  cnifMe  1  bad  to  do  anuicthiiifc. 
after  the  paper  ubs  out,  I  pot  to  talking  with  Linooln  i* 
thing!!.  He  sii\i\  vDii  M  t^■I  out.  Though."  smiled  iho 
mao  idievpiahlj'  and  wagged  hia  beanl,  "Darwin  dida^l 
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7*00  would.  But  aajrway,  they  all  agreed  we  should  do 
somtfthing  for  the  widows." 

*'They  have  a  subscription  paper  at  George  Brotherton's 
Aore — you  know,  Orant,"  said  Mr.  Dexter. 

"Well — we  ought  to  put  in  something,  father, — all 
weVe  got,  don't  you  think f" 

"1  tried  and  tried  to  get  her  last  night  to  know  how  she 
fdt  about  it/'  mused  ^Vmos.  ^'I've  borrowed  ail  I  can  on 
the  office — and  it  wouldn't  sell  for  its  debts." 

"You  ought  to  keep  your  home,  I  think,"  put  in  Mrs. 
Dexter  quickly,  who  had  her  husband  s  approving  nod. 

"They  told  me,"  said  the  father,  **that  Mary  didiit  feel 
that  way  about  it.  I  couldn't  get  her.  But  that  was  the 
vord  she  sent." 

"Father,"  said  Grant  with  the  glow  in  his  face  that  had 
died  for  a  minute,  '* let's  take  the  chance.  Let  s  cheek  it  up 
to  <;od  good  and  hard.  Let's  sell  the  house  and  give  it  aU 
to  tbofiie  who  have  lost  more  than  we.  We  can  earn  the  rent, 
tnyway." 

Mn.  Dester  looked  significantly  at  Kenyon. 

".\o.  that  shouldn*t  count,  either,"  said  Grant  stubbornly. 
''Diek  Bowman  didn't  let  his  boy  count  when  1  ni^eded  help. 
Hid  when  hundreds  of  orphaueil  boys  and  <rirls  and  widows 
need  our  help,  we  shouldn't  hold  buck  for  Kcriyon.** 

"<jrant,''  said  the  father  when  tht*  vi.sit  wa.s  ended  and 
lae  two  were  alone,  ''they  say  your  father  ha.s  no  wnst? — 
up  tov^n.  Maybe  I  haven *t.  1  commune  with  these  trreut 
ftiii'is;  maybe  they  too  are  shadows.  Hut  they  i-omc  from 
o'iiMdt^  of  me.*'  He  ran  his  tingcrs  through  his  graying 
beard  and  smiled.  **Mr.  Left  brin<rs  nio  thin>;s  that  aw 
dttper  and  wiser  than  the  thinp<  I  know  — it  simids  tn  u\o. 
But  they  all  bear  one  testimony.  Grant;  they  all  tell  nic 
/  thit  It's  the  spiritual   thin«;s  and   not   tlu*   material   thinirs- 

in-.his  world  that  count  in  the  lon^  run.  arui.  iiranr.  Imiv.  " 
i  the  father  reached  for  his  son*s  strong  hand.  "1  would 
;  niher  have  seen  the  son  tliat  lias  ronie  baek  to  nie  fnim 
(  inth.  i?o  baek  to  tleath  now.  if  oth^-rwise  I  neviT  ei»iiM  have 
i  iPfn  him.     Thev  tnid  me  vour  ni«»th«T  was  with  vnu.     And 

ife*  1  know  some  wav  slic  touched  vi»ur  heart  out  there  in 
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I  the  dark — O  Grant,  boy,  while  you  spoke  1  saw  ber  in 
I  face — in   your   I'uee   I   saw   her.     Jiury — Mary."  cried  I 
I  weeping  old  niau,  "when  you  sent  mo  back  to  the  war  ] 
f  looked  as  he  looked  to-duy,  and  talkc'd  so. ' ' 

"Father,"  said  Uraiit,  "1  don't  know  about  your  ] 
I  Jjctl.  He  doesn't  iutcri'st  mu,  as  he  does  you,  and  as  fori 
r  others — they  may  be  true  or  all  a  mockery,  for  anythia 
know.  But,"  he  exclaimed,  "I've  seeu  Uod  face  to  I 
and  I  can 't  rest  until  i  'vo  given  all  I  am — everytikiq 
everything  to  help  thntte  menl" 

Thwi   the   ihree  went  out  into  the  crisp  January  i 

father  and  son  and  little  Kenyon  bundl(Kl  1o  the  chin.    ' 

walked  over  the  prairies  under  the  sunshine  and  talked 

getber  through   the   short   winter  aftenio'iti.     At   ita  i 

they  were  in  the  timber  where  the  fallen  leaves  were  bt^ 

Ding  to  pack  against  the  tree  trunks  and  in  the  ravines. 

child  lisleiied  as  the  wind  played  upon  its  harp,  and  ' 

I  rhythm  of  the  rising  and  falling  tide  of  harmony  kI 

I  iieart  a-flutter,  and  he  Sfiueezed  his  father  s  fingent  with  4 

[  light,     A  rcdbird  flashing  through  the  gray  and  brown  |^ 

ture  gave  him  joy.  and  when  it  sang  for  down  ibe  ran 

where  the  wind  organ  seemed  to  be.  the  child  'a  eyes  brt 

and  h«  dmpped  behind  the  elders  a  few  paces  to  IJalcnji 

be  alone  with  his  ecstasy.     And  so  in  the  fading  day  t" 

walked  home.     The  >\u»H  p\]>M  for  the  child,  and  the  p 

f  ehicken  pounded  his  drum,  and  in  the  prairie  grass  the  il 

I  faig  sun  painied  upon  the  ripples  aerotts  the  distant,  nlli^ 

Iritis  many  pictures  that  filled  the  child's  heart  so  foil  l! 

I  still,  as  one  who  is  awed  with  a  great  viiioi 

I  great  vision  that  filled  his  soul:  the  mnm 

,  the  twilight  hovering  in   the  brown  ' 

t  a-quiver  with  the  caresses  of  the  wind,  wintM 

throbbing  life  and  ecstasy  into  the  picture,  and  above  I 

around  it  all  a  great,  warm,  father's  heart  syinbolixins  ^ 

loving  kiuditess  of  the  infinite  to  the  child  'a  heart. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 


OCft  HERO  RIDEB  TO  HOUNDS  WITH  THE  PRIMROSE  HUNT 


GOING  home  from  the  Adamses  that  afternoon,  John 
Dexter  mused:  ** Curious — very  curious.'*  Then 
he  added:  ''Of  course  this  phase  will  pass.  Prob- 
ably it  is  gone  now.  But  I  am  wondering  how  fundamental 
this  state  of  mind  is,  if  it  will  not  appear  again — at  some 
nis  later  in  life. ' ' 

*'Hi8  mother/'  said  Mrs.  Dexter,  ''was  a  strong,  beauti- 
fid  woman.  She  builded  deep  and  wide  in  that  boy.  And 
lb  father  is  a  wise,  earnest,  kindly  man,  even  if  he  may  be 
bpractical.  Why  shouldn't  Grant  do  all  that  he  dreams  of 
ioingt** 

'•Ye«,"  returned  the  minister  dr>iy.  **But  there  is  life — 
tkere  are  its  temptations.  He  is  of  the  emotional  type,  and 
the  wrong  woman  could  bend  him  away  from  any  purpose 
tkat  he  may  have  now.  Then,  suppose  he  does  get  past  the 
im  gate — the  gate  of  his  senses — ^there's  the  temptation  to 
ke  a  fool  about  his  talents  if  he  has  any — if  this  gift  of 
tongues  we*ve  seen  to-day  should  stay  with  him — he  may  get 
Ike  swelled  head.  And  then,"  he  concluded  sadly,  '*at  the 
ttd  is  the  greatest  temptation  of  all — the  tempt ut ion  that 
mnm  with  power  to  get  power  for  the  sake  of  power/* 

The  next  morning  Amos  Adams  and  Grant  went  in  to 

Market  Street  to  sell  their  home.     Grant  seemed  a  stranger 

to  that  busy  mart  of  trade :  the  week  of  his  absence  had 

tiken  him  so  far  from  it.     Ilis  eyes  were  caught  by  two  tall 

Ifiirefi,  a  man  and  a  woman,  walking  and  talking  as  they 

wmtd  the  street — the  man  in  a  heavy,  long,  brown  uls.er, 

tke  woman  in  a  flaring  red,  outer  garment.     He  recognized 

tknn  as  Margaret  Fenn  and  Thomas  Van  Dom.     They  had 

ift  entirely  by  chance,  and  the  meeting  was  one  of  perhaps 

Wlf  a  dozen  chance  meetings  which  they  had  enjoyed  during 

^vinter,  and  these  meetings  were  so  entirely  pleasurable 
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tbftt  the  m&u  was  bi-gimiing  rather  va^ely  to  ■!£ 
theta — to  hope  for  aiiuUter  meeting  after  the  lajrt. 
waa  in  an  exalUii  mood  that  inoniing,  and  thrr  si^l 
two  wallciuf  toother  struck  him  only  as  a  symbol  ai 
omc  of  all  Uiat  hf  wait  f^oltig  iuto  the  world  to  figbl- 
t  man  iiitellect  without  moral  purpose,  in  the  womu 
I  rialism,  gnm  and  camal.  The  Adamite*  weot  the  ni 
the  real  esUle  dealens  trying  to  sell  their  hume,  and 
lowing  bis  viaioii  Ornnt  forgot  the  two  tall  flgntw 
atTMt. 

But  the  two  fi^rM  that  had  starts  Qnmt'a  rave) 
tinued  to  waik^pcrliaps  a  IriDe  slower  than  was  tl 
of  either,  down  Market  Street.  They  walked  ilowly  : 
reasous:  l-'or  her  part,  she  wished  to  mak«  the  ma 
parade  on  Market  Street  with  so  grund  a  person  as  tlM 
at  the  Diittriet  Court,  and  the  town's  moot  diatingaiali 
uii ;  an<l  for  hia  part,  he  dawdled  because  life  wai 
slowly  with  him  in  certain  quarters;  he  felt  th<-  ladi 
venture,  and  h^re— at  least,  she  was  a  slunninff  flini 
woman!  "  Yes. " xhc Raid.  "I  beard  abont  them.  Ha 
jast  told  me  that  >lr.  Brothertoa  said  the  Adamses  av 
to  Mil  their  home  aiul  ifive  it  to  the  minent'  widows, 
foolish  T  It's  all  they've  got  in  the  world,  too!  I:kill 
Dothinft  b  strange  in  thai  family.  Ynn  know.  I  1 
with  tbos  onp  wintvr  when  I  taught  tin*  I'raspeet 
HsDiT'  says  they  want  to  do  something  for  tbt  ll 
pcopM,"  she  added  naivelv. 

As  she  anoke,  the  man  s  eyes  wandered  over  bar 
aeroM  her  faee.  and  were  caught  by  her  eyes  that  tn 
him  with  something  in  tbejo  entirety  im-levant  to  the 
that  her  liim  were  dtietutitiDg.  Hut  ry<%  caught  op  I 
gesthm  of  her  eyfs.  and  carried  it  a  little  further. 
ooly  said :     ' '  Yes — tjueer  folks — t  rying  lo  make  a  irid 

"Oiit  of  a  pig's  tail."  she  laughed.  Hut  her  eyes  | 
bis  eyos  hsd  gone  juxt  a  little  too  far,  so  thejr  droopi 
ehsnged  the  subject. 

"  Well.  I  don  'l  know  that  I  would  uy  exactly  a  jig* 
be  returner],  hraeketing  bis  wonls  with  his  i 
mile,  "b*u  I  shnnld  say  out  of  highly 

His  ejres  in  the  meantime  pried  up  ber  « 
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vhat  was  wroni^  with  that.    And  her  eyes  were  coy  about 
t,  and  would  not  answer  directly. 
He  went  on  speaking:    ''The  whole  labor  trouble,  it  seems 

0  me^  lies  in  this  whistle  trade.    A  smattering  of  education      . 
IB!  made  labor  dissatiiSBed.    The  laboring  people  are  trying  »/ 
to  get  oat  of  their  place,  and  as  a  result  we  have  strikes  and 
InrlessnesB  and  disrespect  for  courts,  and  men  going  around 

Bd  making  trouble  in  industry  by  'doing  something  for 
bbor/  '* 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  "that  is  very  true." 

Ehit  her  eyes — her  big,  liquid,  animal  eyes  were  saying, 
''How  handsome  you  are — ^you  man — you  great,  strong,  mas- 
tvfnl  man  with  your  brown  ulster  and  brown  hat  and  brown 
it,  and  silken,  black  mustache."  To  which  his  eyes  replied, 
*And  you — you  are  superb,  and  such  lips  and  such  teeth," 
ihile  what  he  trusted  to  words  was : 

"Yes — I  believe  that  the  laborer  in  the  mines,  for  in- 
tanee.  doesn^t  care  so  much  about  what  we  would  consider 
ardahip.  It  s  natural  to  him.  It  would  be  hard  for  us, 
ot  he  gets  used  to  it!  Now,  the  smelter  men  in  that  heat 
ad  fumes — they  dou*t  seem  to  mind  it.  The  agonizing  is 
one  largely  by  these  red-mouthed  agitators  who  never  did 
lick  of  work  in  their  lives." 

Their  elbows  touched  for  a  moment  as  thev  walked.  He 
iPBw  away  politely  and  her  eyes  said : 

-That's  all  right:  I  didn't  mind  that  a  bit."  But  her 
ips  laid:  "That  s  what  I  tell  Mr.  Fenn.  and,  anyway,  the 
iork*s  got  to  be  done  and  cultivateii  people  can*t  do  it.  It*s 
(Dl  to  be  done  by  the  ignorant  and  coarse  and  those  kind  of 
Hople." 

His  eyes  flinched  a  little  at  "those  kind"  of  people  and 
he  wondered  what  was  wrong.  Hut  it  was  only  for  a  nio- 
■at  that  they  flinched.  Then  they  told  hrr  eyos  how  tine 
■d  desirable  she  looked,  and  she  replied  eyewise  with  a 
btx^  such  as  the  old  wolf  might  have  ustvl  in  replying  to 
led  Biding  Hood,  "The  better  to  eat  vou.  my  ohiM/*  Then 
m  voice  spoke;  his  soft,  false,  vain,  nnisliy  voice,  and 
■hed  casually:     "By  the  way,  speakinj?  of  Mr.  Fonn — how 

1  Henry T  1  don't  see  him  much  now  since  he's  (piit  the 
■w  and  gone  into  real  estate." 
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His  eyes  asked  plainly:     Is  everj-thUig  all  right 
qasrtcrt     I'erhaps  I  miglit — 

"Oh.  I  giietM  he's  all  ntfht,"  aiid  her  eyes  nid: 
80  kind  uf  yuu,  indeed ;  prrlmpK  you  might — 

Hut  he  went  on:     "You  ought  to  get  him  out  nor 
over  some  night  and  we'll  make  a  hand  at  whixL     Mk 
Don)  isn't  mueh  uf  a  player,  but  like  all  poor  pUyei 
enjoya  it."     And  the  ey»s  continued:     Hut  you  mnd 
have  •  line  time — now  please  come — soon — wry  khml 

"Yes.  indeed — 1  don't  plity  mo  wi-ll,  but  we'll  eorac, 
Ute  eyes  answered:  That  is  a  fair  promise,  and  111 
happy.  Then  they  flaxhed  quickly:  But  Mrs.  Van 
miHt  arrautce  it.  He  replied:  "I'll  tell  Mra.  Van 
you  like  whl-st,  and  she  and  you  can  arrange  Uh 
nintf.*' 

Then  they  parted.  Tie  walked  into  the  post  officv,  ai 
walked  on  to  the  Wright  &  Perry  store.  Hut  iiintead 
tuniing  to  his  ufliee.  he  lounged  into  Mr.  Hrothvrtoal 
sat  on  a  bpocb  in  the  Amen  Comer,  biting  a  cigar, 
for  tralRc  lo  clear  out.  Then  he  said:  ''(teorge, 
Henry  Fenn  doing — really  t" 

Hia  itoft.  brown  hat  was  tipped  over  his  eyt*  i 
alster,  unbuttoned,  di»pluy«]   hit)  line  figure,  and 
clearly  proud  of  it.     Urolfaerton  hesitated  while  he  iM 
a  row  of  boi)ks. 

"Old  trouble!"  prompted  Judge  Van  Dom. 

"Old  Irouble."  eeh-K-d  Mr.  Brotherton — "about 
three  months  since  he 's  been  married :  sometliing  lerrill 
last  time.  Hul  say — there's  a  man  that's  sorry  aften 
and  what  ho  dot«o't  buy  for  her  after  a  rouitd  with  I ' 
water  isn't  worth  talking  abouL  So  far,  he's  hcen 
K|Dar«  her  that  wa>' — I  take  it.  Hut  say — that'll  m 
and  then — "  Mr.  Hrotherton  winked  a  larfc,  u^ 
devilish  wink  an  one  who  was  hanging  oat  a  itOC 
Judfte  Van  I>)ru  twirled  his  muHtache,  pattad  hts  : 
jostled  his  bat  and  smiled,  waiting  for  fortbar 
Instead,  be  faced  a  question: 

"Why  did  Henry  quit  the  taw  for  real  cMjU*^  Jfl 
th«  old  troublct" 

Jodg*  Van  Dom  echoed,  and  add«<d :    "FoUli 
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erally  know  about  it,  and  they  don't  trust  their  law  business 
in  that  kind  of  hands.  Poor  Henry — poor  devil,"  sighed 
the  young  Judge,  and  then  said:  **By  the  way,  George, 
send  up  a  box  of  eigars — the  kind  old  Henry  likes  best,  to 
my  house.  I'm  going  to  have  him  and  the  missus  over  some 
evening." 

Mr.  Brotherton's  large  back  was  turned  when  the  last 
fbrsse  was  uttered,  and  Mr.  Brotherton  made  a  little  signifi- 
eant  face  at  his  shelves,  and  the  thought  occurred  to  Mr. 
Brotherton  that  Henry  Fenn  was  not  the  only  man  whom 
people  pretty  generally  knew  about.  After  some  further 
talk  about  Fenn  and  his  affairs.  Van  Dorn  primped  a  moment 
before  the  mirror  in  the  cigar  cutter  and  started  for  the 
door. 

**By  the  by,  your  honor,  I  forgot  about  the  Mayor's 
miners'  relief  fund.    How  is  it  now?"  asked  Van  Dorn. 

"Something  past  ten  thousand  here  in  the  county." 

"Any  one  beat  my  subscription?"  asked  Van  Dorn. 

Brotherton  turned  around  and  replied:  **Yes — Amos 
Adams  was  in  here  five  minutes  ago.  He  has  mortgaged  his 
place  and  so  long  as  he  and  Grant  can't  find  kith  or  kin  of 
Chopini,  and  Mrs,  Herdicker  would  take  nothing — ^Amos 
luis  put  $1,500  into  the  fund.  Done  it  just  now — ^him  and 
Grant." 

The  Judge  took  the  paper,  looked  at  the  scrawl  of  the 
Adamses,  and  scratching  out  his  subscription,  put  two  thou- 
sand where  there  had  been  one  thousand.  He  showed  it  to 
Brotherton,  and  added  with  a  smile : 

"Who'll  call  that— I  wonder." 

And  wrapping  his  ulster  about  him  and  cocking  his  hat 

rakishly,  he  went  with  some  pride  into  the  street.    He  was 

thirty-four  years  old  and  was  accounted  as  men  go  a  hand- 

lome  dog,  with  a  figure  just  turning  from  the  lithcness  of 

youth  into  a  slight  rotundity  of  very  early  middle  age.     He 

carried  his  shoulders  well,  walked  with  a  firm,  straight  gait>- 

perfaaps  a  little  too  much  upon  his  toes  for  candor,  but,  with 

all,  he  was  a  well-groomed  animal  and  he  knew  it.    So  he 

passed  M^irgaret  Fenn  again  on  the  street,  lifted  his  hat, 

hnnted  for  her  eyes,  gave  them  all  the  voltage  he  had,  and 

the  smile  that  he  shot  at  her  was  left  over  on  his  face  for 


i 


193  m  THE  HEABT  OP  A  FOOU-' 

half  a  block  down  tbo  ■treei.    Peopk  paHag  k 
back  and  said  lu  ooe  another: 

"What  a  fine,  good-natured,  big-hoarted  feUow 
Dora  ial" 

And  Ur.  Van  Dora,  not  oblivious  to  the  impresi 
making,  smiled  and  bowed  and  bflwl^d  and  amiW, 
lowed  Di^  and  bowareyoued  Hiram,  and 
John,  down  llie  street,  into  his  office.  There  be 
fomer  partner  busy  with  a  laudable  plan  of 
elicDL  Hia  client  happened  lo  be  the  Wahoo  Fod 
wbieb  wax  being  aiwailed  bj-  the  surviving  rdattvoaof 
thing  like  one  hundred  dead  men.  So  Mr.  CalTin 
pariog  to  sliow  that  in  entering  tlie  mine  thej  bad 
the  ordinary  rihks  uf  mininir,  and  that  the  neglect  at 
fellow  aervantit  wan  one  of  tboMO  ordinary  risks.  And 
the  boy  ten  years  old  being  employed  in  ' 
to  law.  there  wore  some  UetuiU  of  a  trip  to  Austria  fa 
boy  and  his  parents,  that  had  to  be  arranged  with  the  I 
ahip  company  by  wire  that  very  morning.  The  Jadj 
reading  the  law.  obliviouit — judicially — to  what  was 
on.  and  Joseph  ('alviit  fell  to  work  with  a  will.  Bol 
the  young  Judge,  who  could  ignore  Mr.  Calvin 'a  a^ 
could  not  help  taking  judicial  notice  of  in  »pitc  of  li 
books,  were  tliotw  eyes  out  there  on  the  street.  Thfj 
indeed  beautiful  e>'e8  and  they  said  ao  much,  and  yi 
much  to  the  imagination — and  tlie  imagination  of  JuJi 
Uom  was  exceedingly  nimble  in  thoae  little  mattarik  I 
many  other  mattcn  besides.  Indeed,  so  nimble  m 
imagination  thai  if  it  hadn't  been  tor  the  fact  that 
Van  Uorn's  own  cxiru-judicial  soggestMiD.  every  law 
town,  excepting  lleury  Fenn.  who  had  retired  fron  t 
praottce.  had  been  retained  by  the  Oompaity  an  hoai 
the  Mcident,  no  one  knows  how  many  hole»  might  ha« 
Ibiind  in  Mr  JiMcph  Calvin's  unaided  brief. 

As  the  young  Judge  sat  poring  over  his  law  book,  0 
Morton  came  in  and  after  the  Captain  'a  nsual  ctrcnmh 
b*  said : 

"What  I  really  wanted  tn  know.  Judge,  waa  ti 
charter.  I  want  to  start  a  oonipany.  So  1  aay*  1 
mU,  Judge  Ton,  b«  can  jost  about  start  me  right. 
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ompany  going — ^what  sayt"  Aniwering  the 
38tiun  about  the  nature  of  the  company,  the  Cap- 
led :  '  *  You  see,  1  had  the  agency  for  the  Waverly 
*  a  while  back,  and  I  got  one  of  their  wheels  and 
:  with  it  like  a  fellow  will  on  a  wet  day — what 
smiled  up  at  the  Judge  a  self-deprecatory  smile, 
him  not  to  mind  his  foolishness  but  to  listen  to  his 
od  when  I  got  the  blame  thing  apart,  slie  wouldn't 
—eh?  So  I  had  to  kind  of  give  up  the  agency, 
a  churn  that  was  filling  a  long-felt  want  just 
nis  is  always  my  specialty  and  I  forgot  all  about 
—just  like  a  fellow  will^hf  But  here  a  while 
tod  to  rig  up  a  gearing  for  the  chum  and  so  I 
the  wrecrk  of  the  old  wheel,  and  dubbing  around 
ut  a  ball-bearing  sprocket  joint — say,  man,  she 
kc  a  feather.  And  now  what  I  want  is  a  patent 
wket  and  a  charter  for  the  company  to  put  it  on 
Henry  Fenn's  going  to  the  capital  for  me  to 
barter ;  and  then  whoopee — the  old  man  s  coming 
When  I  jret  that  thing  on  the  market,  you  watch 
-what  say?" 

(if  Margaret  Fcnn  danced  around  the  Captain's 
M)  the  Judge,  thinking  to  get  rid  of  the  Captain 
he  Kenns  with  one  stroke,  sent  the  Captain  away 
-tive  dollars  to  pay  IIenr>'  Fenn  for  getting  the 
the  sprocket  and  securing  the  charter  for  the 

iptain  left  the  office  of  the  Judge  he  greeted  Mrs. 
vith  an  elaborate  bow. 

enter  Laura  Van  Horn.  And  she  is  beantifiil, 
mdid,  wi<le-open  gray  eyes.  Maturity  has  hardly 
,  but  throujrh  the  beauty  of  line  and  color,  char- 
wing  itself  in  every  feature;  Sattcrthwaite  and 
*e  and  sentiment  are  strujrjjiinfr  upon  her  fea- 
lastery.  The  January  air  has  flusiic<l  her  face 
ink,  honest  eyes  glow  happily.  Hut  when  one 
he  ancient,  though  scarcely  IIonoral)le  Primrose 
rides  forever  to  the  hounds  down  the  path  of 
ne's  wife  of  four  \vi\rs  is  rather  stale  sport. 
f)t  pry  up  her  eyclasht^;  they  have  been  pried: 
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nor  do»  one  bold  dialoifiics  with  her  undrr  thf  «n 
convcutioiiKl  Kp<^;h  The  rules  of  tlie  Iluut  rei(uir4 
look  up  Bt  one's  wife — chiefly  lo  Hud  out  wlmi  &be  | 
fttii]  to  wniider  h^w  Iouk  "he  will  iiillici  hernclf.  Am 
OQC  ix  hrarinx  afnr  th«  cry  of  the  pHek,  no  true  spq 
in  divertH  from  the  cbasc  by  ruddy,  wifely  dierl 
beatning,  wifely  cyc«.  and  an  eager,  wifely  heart,  t) 
Laura  hiu  wife  eaine  into  the  offiec  of  the  younn  JtM 
found  hiK  heurt  uiiL  with  the  rrimrmie  Hunt  and  a 
baiidHom*)  lltrure  and  his  judicial  mind  aeeemibl?  f 
' ' Oh,  Tdtn,"  Kbe  cri«d.  ' ' have  you  heard  abfl 
Adanupiil"  The  younc  Judge  looked  up,  aniled,  m 
h'a  judieial  mind,  and  anitwrred  without  cmotkia:  '' 
fuolutb.  dun't  you  tliinkT" 

"Well,  perhaps  it'<i  fooliitb,  but  you  know  it 'a  spiel 
w«)l  aa  L  tiiviuff  up  cvorj'thing  tbey  had  on  c| 
soften  the  horntr  in  South  Harvey — 1  'ni  »o  pruud  of  i 

"Well."  be  n-plicd.  utill  keeping  hin  ehair,  nod  leti 
wife  Hnd  a  chair  for  herself,  "you  niitrbt  work  ap^ 
prido  for  yotir  huxbaiid  while  you're  at  it.  1  g^ 
thousand.     They  only  gave  fifteen  hmidretl." 

"Well — fou're  a  dear,  too."  She  tuiiebed  huB  i 
eananng  hand.  "Uut  yoa  could  afford  it.  It  bi4| 
yoo  only  the  proHta  on  one  real  estate  deal  or  oue  i 
Joe  Calvin's  in  Ihc  Federal  Court,  where  you  can  Hill 
tlie  feeiL  Uut,  Ttim — the  Adatnnm  bare  given  thuna 
■II  they  have — lhem»'lves.  It's  a  very  iuHpiriog  t^ 
feel  that  it  must  aHeet  men  in  this  town  to  Kc  tluit  ■ 
Catth."  I 

"Lanra,"  be  answered  testily,  "why  do  yoii  Kill  I 
that  fimlinb  rnthusiaxm  fur  [lerft^tly  unn-aaauabls  j 
Then*  was  no  sense  in  the  AdaiuiieB  giving  tliat  way.  j 
a  foolish  thing  lo  do,  when  the  old  man  U  pracliealljl 
town.  His  paper  is  a  joke.  Sooner  or  later  we  will  I 
to  make  np  thin  trift  a  dollar  at  a  time  and  take  eare  o^ 

He  turned  lo  hia  taw  book.  "Itefiidffx.  if  you  coioAi 
—it's  money  that  talks  mid  if  ynu  want  to  pet  e:(ct1 
excited  over  my  two  thouvitid.  It  will  do  more 
ibtir  fifteen  hundred — at  lea«t  fire  boadred 
Attd  that's  all  there  ia  to  it" 
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iCe  twitched  with  pain.    Then  from  some  depths  of 
she  hailed  him  impulsively: 

I  don*t  believe  that,  and  I  don't  believe  yon  do, 
t  isn*t  the  good  the  money  does  those  who  receive; 
^ood  it  does  the  giver.  And  the  good  it  does  the 
ueasured  by  the  amount  of  sacrifice — ^the  degree  of 
hat  he  puts  into  it — can't  you  understand,  Tom? 
my  sool  if  you  could  understand." 
,  1  can't  understand,  Laura,"  impatiently;  '' that's 
ier*s  sentimental  side.  Of  all  the  fool  things,"  the 
apped  the  book  sheet  viciously,  'Uhat  the  old  man 
into  your  head — sentiment  is  one  of  the  foolest.    I 

Laura,  money  talks.  There  arc  ten  languages 
n  South  Harvey,  and  money  talks  in  all  of  them, 
dollar  does  as  much  as  another,  and  that 's  all  there 

se  with  a  little  sigh.  **WeU,"  she  said  prently,  **we 
larrel."  The  wife  looked  intently  at  the  husband, 
hat  flash  of  time  from  beneath  her  consciousness 
lewed  strength.  Something  primeval — the  eternal 
ipon  which  her  whole  life  rested,  possessed  her  and 
e<l.  and  touched  her  husband  *s  thick,  black  hair 
For  she  felt  that  if  the  spiritual  ties  for  the  mo- 
1  failed  them,  she  must  pick  up  some  other  tie.  She 
nest  builder  indomitable.  If  the  golden  thread 
rop^there  is  the  string — the  straw — the  horse  hair 
ig.  So  Laura  Van  Dorn  picked  up  an  appeal  to  her 
s  affections  and  continued  her  predestined  work. 
"  she  said,  with  her  smile  still  on  her  face,  **whnt 
ind  tnily  wanted  to  tell  you  was  about  Lila."  The 
of  the  child's  name  brought  quick  light  to  the  moth- 
.  •*Lila — think  of  it,  Tom — Lila,"  the  mother  re- 
ith  vast  pride.  **You  must  come  right  out  and  see 
out  an  hour  ago,  she  sat  gazing  at  your  picture  on 
er,  and  suddenly  without  a  word  from  nie,  she  whis- 
>addy,'  and  then  was  as  shy  for  a  moment,  then 
d  it  again,  and  then  spoke  it  out  loud,  and  she  is  as 
Puneh,  and  keeps  saying  it  over  and  over!  Tom — 
t  come  out  and  hear  it." 
M  it  was  a  knotty  point  of  law  that  held  his  mind, 
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or  perbapa  it  was  the  old  beat  of  the  hoofs  on  the 
tbo  i'rimroHc  limit  that  Jilltrd  hiK  eon,  or  \bf  red  coal 
fox  that  filled  his  eyes. 

lie  Btnilcd  graciously  and  replied  abwntly:  " 
Daddy — "  And  repeated  "Daddy — don't  yim  thi 
tlier  ill — "  lie  caught  the  cloud  flaiihiiitt  ucnm  hi 
ud  went  on:  "Oh,  X  Huppose  daddy  is  all  ripht  t« 
with."  He  picked  up  hta  law  book  and  Ihe  wi 
jiearer  to  faim.  She  put  her  band  over  the  im 
eoaxed: 

"Come  on,  Tom — juat  for  a  little  mintitc — eome 
and  aee  her.  1  know  she  is  waitiu^r  for  you — I  kno* 
just  dying  to  show  off  to  you— ami  betidm.  the  ne 
havo  ooroe  for  the  liviug-room,  aud  I  juHt  eouldo't 
tfaem  without  you.  it  would  aoem  an— old — old— «l 
riedy,  and  we  aren't  going  to  be  that."  She 
tried  to  clow  the  law  book. 

Their  eyca  met  and  she  thought  for  a  moment  that  i 
winning  her  coiilcttt.  Itut  h«  put  h«r  hand  axide  p>n1 
aonrer«d:  "Now.  I^ura.  I'm  busy,  eicecdintfly  btwj*, 
nine  accident  is  bound  to  come  hi-fim-  me  in  one  fi 
aantber  toon,  and  I  must  be  ready  for  it,  and  it  b  a : 
matter.  There  will  be  all  kiuda  of  attacla  npon  tlM 
arty." 

"The  propertyt"  she  aaked,  and  he  anaweredt 

"Why,  yei — legal  attack*  upou  thi*  mine — to  U| 
ownera,  and  I  must  be  ready  to  guard  tfaem  agmiiH 
aiaaulta.  and  I  juit  can't  jonp  and  run  every  (ttne  LI 
or  you  cut  a  string  on  a  package.  I'll  be  ooi  to-id| 
we'll  hear  Lila  and  look  at  the  ruirc"  To  the  diM| 
meat  upon  her  face  he  replied:  "I  lell  yon.  I<auni 
ment  is  going  to  wreck  your  life  if  you  don't  cheek  il 

The  man  looked  into  his  book  wilhuul  n-ading  1 
eome  to  ditilikc  three  little  scenes  with  ha  wife.  Tie 
from  his  bnob  out  of  the  window,  into  the  Miowy  str 
naierabered  his  morning  walk.  1'here  waa  no  talk 
bi  those  eyni,  no  hint  of  hiifher  ihings  from  tbnae 
eovert  taont  of  superiority  in  that  fare. 

Laura  did  not  wini-e.     Rtit  her  eyes  AIM  and  I 
«■■  bo^  as  she  apoke:    "Ton,  I  want  yoor  aool 
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the  one  that  used  to  speak  to  me  in  the  old  days."  She  bent 
OFver  him,  and  mbbed  her  cheek  against  his  and  there  she 
lift  him,  still  looking  into  the  street. 

That  evening  at  sunset,  Judge  Van  Dom,  with  his  ulster 
thrown  back  to  show  his  fine  figure,  walked  in  his  character 
oC  town  Prince  homeward  up  the  avenue.  His  face  was 
■niaUe;  he  was  gracious  to  every  one.  He  spoke  to  rich 
md  x)oor  alike,  as  was  his  wont  As  he  turned  into  his 
knne  yard,  he  waved  at  a  little  face  in  the  window.  In 
the  house  he  was  the  spirit  of  good  nature  itself.  He  was 
ftdl  of  quips  and  pleasantries  and  happy  turns  of  speech. 
Bat  Laura  Van  Dom  had  learned  deep  in  her  heart  to  fear 
ttat  mood.  She  was  ashamed  of  her  wisdom — degraded  by 
her  doubt,  and  she  fought  with  it. 

And  yet  a  man  and  a  woman  do  not  live  together  as  man 
and  wife  and  parents  without  learning  much  that  does  not 
come  from  speech  and  is  not  put  into  formulated  conviction. 

The  signs  were  all  for  trouble,  and  in  the  secret  places  of  her 

heart  she  knew  these  signs. 
She  knew  that  this  grand  manner,  this  expansive  mood, 

ttis  ke3ring  up  of  attentions  to  her  were  the  beginnings  of 

itad  and  sordid  story — a  story  that  she  did  not  entirely 
'.  understand;  would  not  entirely  translate,  but  a  story  that 

aekened  her  very  soul.    To  keep  the  table  talk  going,  she 

Hid:     **Tom,  it's  wonderful  the  way  Kenyon  is  taking  to 

tke  violin.    He  has  a  real  gift,  I  believe." 

"Yes,"  answered  the  husband  absently,  and  then  as  one 
Iho  would  plunge  ahead,  began:  **By  the  by — why  don't 
9ini  have  your  father  and  mother  and  some  of  the  neighbors 
»ter  to  play  cards  some  evening — and  what's  the  matter 
^th  the  Fennsf  Henry's  kind  of  down  on  his  luck,  and 
^11  need  him  in  my  next  campaign,  and  I  thought  if  we 
^Qiild  have  them  over  some  evening — well,  what's  the  matter 
•ith  to-morrow  evening!  They'd  enjoy  it.  You  know  Mrs. 
^oin — I  saw  her  down  town  this  morning,  and  George 
irotherton  says  Henry's  slipping  back  to  his  old  ways. 
Knd  I  just  thought  perhaps — " 

But  she  knew  as  well  as  he  what  he  "thought  perhaps," 
Ind  a  cloud  trailed  over  her  face. 
When  Thomas  Van  Dom  left  his  home  that  nigYiX.,  «Xx\diTL^ 
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into  the  lights  of  Market  Street,  his  heart  wu  hot 
irloTrinK  coaEs  of  an  old  wrong  revh-ed.     For  to  Jw) 
Horn,  hnmr  had  ber-ome  a  trup,  aiid  the  ftlnriCKM  ef 
bad  beamed  upon  him  in  the  inomiag  seemed  beM 
liberty. 

As  rrradually  those  eyes  became  Hxed  in  bis 


i 


throiiicli  <!">'!<  uiid  weeks  iiniJ  muniha,  «  mountini;  mm 
Mariraret  Veim  kindled  in  his  heart.  And  titnwljr  I 
atotie-blind  mad.  The  whole  of  bia  world  was  turni 
Every  ambition,  every  hope,  every  dotire  he  ever  had 
was  bumetl  out  before  ibis  passion  that  vas  too  dl 
di>Hire.  Whatever  liixt  whh  in  his  blond  in  thnie  fifst 
of  his  madi)F44s  ercw  pale,  it  secmi!d  to  the  nan  wl 
stalkiiiK  (iiiwn  1lii>  utrei^t  past  her  houae  nipht  tttm 
that  the  one  great,  unsclfisb  pomion  of  his  life  wa 
bim,  looaeriing  the  roulR  of  his  being,  do  that  an;  I 
be  eonid  make,  whether  of  himself  or  of  any  nne  i 
thintf  abnut  him.  would  give  him  inlinile  joy.  Wben 
Henry  Penn,  Van  Duni  wu8  nlwayi*  tempted  mi 
yielded  to  the  temptation  to  rush  np  to  Kcnn  witl 
foolwb  ijiieKliun  that  made  the  ftad-eycd  man  Ktarv  an 
Ak.  liut  just  to  bn  that  near  to  hrr  for  the  moment  | 
,Sb.  There  was  no  jealousy  for  Fetin  in  Van  Dom'i 
(tfin  was  only  a  dog-like  infatuntion  that  had 
nmy  from  hia  reaann  and  neated  a  fatiioua,  chattering 
tent,  leeherous  ape  where  his  intellert  should  havi 
And  he  knew  he  waa  a  fnol.  Ho  knew  that  h<>  i 
uad.  Yet  what  he  did  not  know  wax  that  thta 
waa  a  culmination,  not  a  pristine  pasaion  new  bm 
beart.  For  the  magicut  in  his  brain  bad  eaten  out  a 
plaee  wherein  was  the  memory  of  many  women's  yM 
of  many  women's  tears.  One  side  of  his  brain  wnriii 
rare  cunninff.  He  wound  the  evidenee  apain*!  th«  1 
tiMi  mine,  laken  at  the  roroner's  hearing,  thniugb  Ul 
rinlh  of  the  luw.  and  snared  them  tightly  in  iL  Th 
of  bis  brain  elieknl  with  automatie  preeiaion.  Bat 
beside  him  wan  the  ape,  irrinning,  leering,  rfiady  In  f 
nuuler  him.  So  many  a  night  when  he  wu  mai 
tm  the  mueh  beside  hifl  dnifa,  and  the  ape 
bin  1o  a  traultled  sleep 
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.  Bat  while  Judge  Van  Dorn  tried  to  fight  his  devil  away 
^jVith  his  law  book^  down  in  South  Harvey  death  still  lin- 
Death  is  no  respecter  of  persons,  and  often  vaunts 
f  of  his  democracy.  Tet  it  is  a  sham  democracy.  In 
ey,  when  death  taps  on  a  door  and  enters  the  house,  he 
gs  sorrow.  But  in  South  Harvey  when  he  crosses  a 
old  he  brings  sorrow  and  want.  And  what  a  vast 
erence  lies  between  sorrow,  and  sorrow  with  want.  For 
etimes  the  want  that  death  brings  is  so  keen  that  it 

Cthers  sorrow,  and  the  poor  may  not  mourn  without 
ne — shame  that  they  feel  the  self-interest  in  their  sorrow. 
^  when  Death  entered  a  hundred  homes  in  South  Harvey 
t  winter  day  at  the  beginning  of  the  new  year,  with  him 
e  hunger,  with  him  came  cold,  with  him  came  the  harlot's 
nbe  and  the  thief's  mask,  and  the  blight  of  ignorance,  and 
fcfte  denial  of  democratic  opportunity  to  scores  of  children* 
[With  death  that  day  as  he  crossed  the  dreary,  unpainted 
petals  of  the  poor  came  horror  that  overshadows  grief 
imong  the  poor  and  makes  the  boast  of  the  democracy  of 
death  a  ruthless  irony. 

I 


CHAPTER  XIX 


HEXSIN   CAPTAIN   MORTON   FAIXS  DNDIS  S 

mus  FALie  ntuM  dracs 


ON*  Market  Stivet  nearly  opposite  the 
tional  Bank  daring  the  decadra  of  tbe 
nin<>ties  watt  a  smart  store  front  opoo 
Caslcned  •  lartre,  black  and  irold  siini  bosring  (be 
"The  Paris  Milliner>-  Company"  and  under  these  wt 
■nailer  Utters.  "Mrs.  Bmnhilde  llerdicker.  Propw 
Mr.  George  Brotberton  and  hia  Amen  Otnier  might  ' 
to  be  tbe  elearing  hooae  of  pnblic  opinion  in  Itarr^ 
catabliahment  of  Mr«.  Rnmliililc  H<-rdick«r,  Propi., 
well  be  said  to  be  the  center  of  public  clamor.  For 
started  in  thin  a$tabliahmrnt — by  things  one  neaoi  i 
eral,  trouble;  variegateil  of  courw  an  to  domeatiev  Ai 
social,  cdacational,  amatory,  and  at  timea  politieaL 
tbe  women  of  Harvey  and  South  Haney  and  of  C 
eottnty — and  of  Hancock  and  Seymour  countiea  ao 
that  goea — tued  the  eMabliithmf^nt  of  "The  Paris  Mil 
Company,  Mra^  llrunhilde  llerdicker.  Prop.,"  aa  a  d 
highly  democratic  club — the  only  place  this  aid*  4 
grave,  in  fact,  where  women  met  ujton  terms  of  Mm 
like  equality. 

And  in  spring  when  women  molt  and  change  their 
ers,  tbe  niablisbment  of  "Mm.  Brunbllde  Heri 
Prop."  at  its  opeiiinc  rose  to  tbe  diii^iity  of  a  aoeiil 
tatioa.  It  was  a  kind  of  folk-mole.  Here  at  this  flp 
where  there  was  music  and  flowers  and  bonbcoia,  warn 
•emblcd  eo  tsawe.  Mrs.  Neshit  and  Mrs.  Fenn,  Mn.  1 
■nd  Violet  Hogan,  she  that  was  bom  Matiling  net,  if 
afarten  at  least  in  what  might  be  called  a  great  *tm- 
bood]  and  even  the  silent  Lida  Bowman,  wife  of  Diok, 
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I  her  fastness  and  for  once  in  a  year  met  her  old  friends 
knew  her  in  the  town's  early  days  before  she  went  to 
Lh  Harvey  to  share  the  red  pottage  of  the  Sons  of  Esaul 
at  her  friends  had  little  from  Mrs.  Bowman  more  than 
lile — a  cracked  and  weather-beaten  smile  from  a  broken 
lan  of  nearly  forty,  who  was  a  wife  at  fifteen,  a  mother 
teventeen,  and  who  had  borne  six  children  and  buried 
in  a  dozen  years. 

There  *s  Violet, ' '  ventured  Mrs.  Bowman  to  Mrs.  Dexter, 
haven't  seen  her  since  her  marriage." 
1*0  a  question  Mrs.  Bowman  replied  reluctantly,  "Oh — as 
Denny  Hogan,  he  is  a  good  enough  man,  I  guess!" 
Idter  a  pause,  Mrs.  Bowman  thought  it  wise  to  add  under 
i  wails  of  the  orchestra:  ''Poor  Violet — good  hearted 
i'l  ever  lived ;  so  kind  to  her  ma ;  and  what  with  all  that 
k  when  she  was  in  Van  Dorn  's  office  and  all  the  talk  about 
t  oU  man  Sands  and  her  in  the  Company  store,  I  just 
m  Vi  got  dead  tired  of  it  all  and  took  Denny  and  run 
cover  with  him. ' ' 

Violet  Uogan  in  a  black  satin, — a  cheap  black  satin,  and 
bbck  bat — a  cheap  black  hat  with  a  red  rose — a  most  ab- 
fdlj  cheap  red  rose  in  it,  walked  about  the  place  picking 
Bfts  over  in  a  rather  supercilious  way,  and  no  one  no- 
d  her.  Mrs.  Fenn  gave  Violet  an  eye-brow,  a  beautifully 
Belled  eye^brow  on  a  white  marble  forehead,  above  beam- 
r  brown  eyes  that  were  closed  just  slightly  at  the  moment, 
id  Mrs.  Van  Dorn  who  had  kept  track  of  the  girl,  you  may 
lure,  went  over  to  her  and  holding  out  her  hand  said: 
loDfratulations,  Violet, — Vm  so  glad  to  hear — "  Hut 
1  Denny  Hogan  having  an  eye-brow  to  spare  as  the  gift 
Mrs.  Fenn  passed  it  on  to  Mrs.  Van  Dorn  who  said, 
*b— "  very  gently  and  went  to  sit  on  a  settee  beside  Mrs. 
xherion,  ths  mother  of  the  moon-faced  Mr.  Brotherton 
I  Mrs.  Ahab  Wright,  who  always  seemed  to  seek  the  shade, 
d  then  and  there,  Mrs.  Van  Dorn  had  to  listen  to  this 
I  from  Mrs.  Brotherton : 

'George  says  Judge  Van  Dorn  is  running  for  Judge 
in:  really,  Laura,  I  hope  he'll  win.  (toorpe  sa>-s  he 
L  George  says  Henry  Fenn  is  the  only  trouble  Mr. 
I  Dom  will  have,  though  I  don't  see  as  Henry  could  do 


I 
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much.  Tboueb  0»>r^  says  he  wiU.  George  My*  I 
cranky  luid  tneaii  about  the  JuiIkv  nomeway  and  C 
Heitr>'  U  dhnkiUK  like  a  fUh  this  spring^  and  I 
hollow,  h«  holds  HO  much;  though  he  muKt  have  l; 
for  I  have  heard  of  hollow  honi  in  cattle,  but  1  i 
of  hollow  Iflps,  thouKb  they  are  gettiiij;  lots  of  dbw  C 

Ky  the  timr  Mm.  Brotherton  found  it  nttmaary  I 
for  breath,  I^ura  Van  Dorn  had  regained  the  color  I' 
diiDiucd  as  tibe  heard  the  refprcnco  to  Henry  Penn. 
when  Rbt!  met  Mrs.  Margaret  Fenn  at  a  turn  of  thi 
Mrs.  Margaret  Fenn  was  the  spirit  of  joy  and  it  seemi 
Mn.  Van  Doni  wtw  hfr  long  loftl  itixtrr:  »o  Mrs.  Ma 
Fenn  began  fumbling  her  over  to  find  the  idrntifying 
berry  mark.  At  least  that  is  what  Mt%.  Herdtdcer, 
told  Mra.  Nesbit  an  she  nold  Mrs.  Nesbit  the  targe  o 
the  brown  plume. 

Mra.  Herdicker,  Prop.,  made  it  a  rule  nrvcr  to  gi 
ovt-rj-  one  who  fretjuented  her  shop  was  told,  but  ai 
old  friend:*  i*he  would  nay  to  Slr«.  Nobil  that  if  c 
woman  glued  her»p]f  to  another,  and  couldn't  be  b 
fnurn,  or  i-hoppod  Inoae,  that  woman  wan  Magglft 
sticking  to  I^dura  Van  [>um.  And  Mm.  llcrdicker, 
cloaed  hiir  mouth  Higiiilii-Hiitly,  and  Mra.  Nesbit  pn 
with  a  large  obvions.  rHiher  eluniKy  pretense,  that  rfi 
tto  meaniotf  in  Mm.  llcrdicker 's  wortbt.  The  bandaoH 
Morton,  with  her  shoe  tops  tiptoeing  to  her  akirla.  wl 
in  the  Hh»p  and  otil  of  school  for  the  nisb  Maiuni.  li' 
hard,  but  after  ttial  they  wbUpered  and  the  bandaoB 
turned  hi-r  aticntion  to  the  yuungcM  Miaa  I 
H  munching  bonlmns  and  openinv  the  door  fal 
and  South  Harvey  and  the  prinelpalilits  I 
It  to  enter  ami  pass  out  After  school  eame  tk 
aehool  teachers  from  the  High  School,  ber  cIdeM 
Bauna  Morton,  among  lliem.  with  their  booka  and  I 
pnned  against  their  sidos.  But  Margaret  Fenn  did  I 
tba  ■cbool  teacben.  i>or  even  the  lifth  Mrs.  Sands 
■boat  by  bar  stmr-eyed  stepdaughter  Anne,  tb4 
garrt  Fenn'a  eyes  ware  biuqr.  But  sb«  was  waldiil 
mnen;  aba  was  looking  for  something  as  thougb  to  1 
off,  alwv*  gUoeiog  alkMd  of  ber  to  nee  where  she  ra 
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ind  who  was  in  her  path ;  always  measuring  her*woman,  al- 
viys  listening  under  the  shriek  of  the  elarionettes,  always 
fdek  with  a  smile — ^looking  for  something — something  that 
die  may  have  felt  was  upon  its  way,  something  that  she 
dreaded  to  see.  But  all  the  shoulders  she  hobnobbed  with 
that  day  were  warm  enough — indifferently  warm,  and  that 
VBB  all  she  asked.  So  she  smiled  and  radiated  her  fine, 
animal  grace,  her  feline  beauty,  her  superfemininity,  and 
was  as  happy  as  any  woman  could  be  who  had  arrived  at 
an  imi>ortant  stage  of  her  journey  and  could  see  a  little 
way  ahead  with  some  degree  of  clearness. 

Let  us  look  at  her  as  she  stands  by  the  door  waiting  to 
o?erhaul  Mrs.  Nesbit.  A  fine  figure  of  a  woman,  Margaret 
Pcnn  makes  there — in  her  late  twenties,  with  large  regular 
features,  big  even  teeth,  clear  brown  eyes — not  bold  at  all, 
yet  why  do  they  seem  so?  Perhaps  because  she  is  so  sure 
and  firm  and  unhesitating.  Her  skin  is  soft  and  fair  as  a 
child's,  bespeaking  health  and  good  red  blood.  The  good 
red  blood  shows  in  her  lips — red  as  a  wicked  flower,  red  and 
full  and  as  shameless  as  a  dream.  Taller  than  Mrs.  Nesbit 
ahe  stands,  and  her  clothes  hang  to  her  in  spite  of  the  full- 
ness of  the  fashion,  in  most  suggestive  lines.  She  seems  to 
shine  out  of  her  clothes  a  lustrous,  shimmering  figure,  fe- 
male rather  than  feminine,  and  gorgeous  rather  than  lovely. 
Margaret  Fenn  is  in  full  bloom ;  not  a  drooping  petal,  not  a 
bending  stamen,  not  a  wilted  calyx  or  bruised  leaf  may  be 
seen  about  her.  She  is  a  perfect  fiower  whose  whole  being 
— ^like  that  of  a  fiower  at  its  full — seems  eager,  thrilling, 
burning  with  anticipation  of  the  perfect  fruit. 

She  puts  out  her  hands — ^both  of  her  large  strong  hands, 
so  well-gloved  and  well-kept,  to  Mrs.  Nesbit.  Surely  Mrs. 
Penn's  smile  is  not  a  make-believe  smile;  surely  that  is  real 
pleasure  in  her  voice ;  surely  that  is  real  joy  that  lights  up 
her  eyes.  And  why  should  they  not  be  real?  Is  not  Mrs. 
Nesbit  the  one  person  in  all  Harvey  that  Margaret  Fenn 
would  delight  to  honor?  Is  not  Mrs.  Nesbit  the  dowager 
empress  of  Harvey,  and  the  social  despot  of  the  community  1 
And  is  not  Mrs.  Nesbit  smiling  at  the  eldest  Miss  Morton, 
she  of  the  Longfellow  school,  who  is  trying  on  a  traveling 
hat,  and  explaining  that  she  always  wanted  a  tTaN^\xi^\MaX 
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uid  niit  alike  ho  that  she  oould  go  to  the  Qr«ad 
•he  coutd  evirr  uvtt  up  enough  money,  but  she  mold 
Mtn  to  afTurd  ilT  Moreover  is  not  Mrs.  Neabit  in  ■ 
fieient  f raiue  of  miud  T 

"Wl-11,"  inuile»  titv  cyn  and  murmiin  tba  voie 
glowa  the  fa«e  of  the  youufr  wonuui,  umI  ahe  pot*  i 
hand.  "Mrs.  Nesblt^-so  glad  I'm  surv.  Isn't  it 
hen-t    &ln.  Ilerdicker  m  m>  effeetive." 

"Mn.  KcuD, — "  thia  from  the  dowager,  ud  Q 
bmr  that  Mn.  Fran  nave  to  Mra.  Kngan,  and  Mn. 
gave  to  Mra.  Van  l>orn  and  Mra.  Van  Dom  ipiTa  I 
Brotherton  and  Mrs.  Brotherton  gavi*  to  Mra.  Calvii 
Oaonrv  "a?**,  to  an  old  cot,  and  Mn.  Calrin  ga«r  D 
Neabit  for  rcaiiarlu  as  to  the  biennial  preaenee  of  Hr. ' 
in  the  bam  (iTp<>ar«-d  to  Mrs.  Calvin),  the  rye-bn>w 
been  around  the  oompnny  comes  back  to  Mra.  Pesai. 

After  which  Mm.  Nmbii  moves  with  what  dignity  fa 
nagv  will  [Hrmit  out  of  the  perfumiv)  nir,  out  nf  the  t 
of  aweet  Ronnda  into  tb<'  street.  Mrv  Kfun,  who  wwi  I 
for  it  al)  the  afternoon,  that  thing  nhe  dreaded  and 
pated  with  fear  in  her  heart 'n  heart,  found  »L  It  i 
oaedingly  eold — and  ahm  a  Bhoulder  of  some 
And  it  chilled  the  HowinR  Mp  of  the  perfect  flow 
tiw  flower  ihivered  in  the  breeae  made  hy  the  ela  * 
tfaoiixb  the  younreat  Mdm  Morton  preaidinit  at 
tlKKighl  it  was  warm,  and  Mra.  Herdieker  tluH 
warn  and  Mra.  %'io|et  Hottan  nid  to  Mra.  Bowa 
went  throuKh  the  sane  door  and  met  the  nna 
land,  Itownmn.  did  yon  ever  se«  Kneh  an  ovent 
m  thie  floor  eliMed  ilie  adde<l : 

"See  old  Mar  Fenn  therel     I  jnat  bean)  aoni 
her  to-day.     1  bet  it's  true." 

Thna  the  afterooon  faded  and  the  wonen  weot  k 
onok  their  rveninv  meats,  and  left  Mrs.  Hordiahar, 
with  a  few  late  eonera — ladi<.-8  of  no  partieulair  flfei 
wbii  had  no  partienlar  men  folk  to  do  fnr,  and  wbo  i 
fai  after  the  rusli  to  pay  four  priees  for  what  had  bet 
Mn.  Ilerdicker.  Prop.,  was  atraitihteninit  up  tke  alo 
■wppiDV  prioaa  to  the  girla  who  were  waitiac  npon  I 
-;  litUft  of  ht  '-' 
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tisterfaood  of  the  old,  old  trade,  and  contented  herself  with 
charging  them  all  she  could  get,  and  making  tlicm  feel  she 
waK  (ibi];;ing  them  by  selling  to  them  at  all.  It  was  while 
trade  sagged  in  the  twilight  that  Mrs.  Jared  Thurston, 
Lizzie  Thurston  to  be  exact,  wife  of  the  editor  of  the  South 
Har\>?y  Derrick  came  in.  Mrs.  IlerdiektT,  Prop.,  knew  her 
of  old.  She  was  in  to  solicit  advertising,  which  meant  that 
ftbe  waA  needing  a  hat  and  it  was  n  swap  proposition.  So 
Mrs.  Uerdicker  told  Mrs.  Thurston  to  write  up  the  opening 
and  {iui  in  a  quarter  page  advertisement  beside  and  send  her 
the  !>ill.  and  Mrs.  Thurston  looked  at  a  hut.  No  time  was 
wa.steii  on  her  either — nor  much  talent :  but  as  Mrs.  Thurs- 
ton was  in  a  business  way  herself,  Mrs.  Ilerdioker,  Prop., 
stopT>*ni  to  talk  to  her  a  moment  as  to  an  equjil — a  rare  dis- 
tin.-tifin.  They  sat  on  a  sofa  in  the  aIeovt»  that  had  sheU 
tirM  the  orchestra  behind  palms  and  ftTiis  and  Kaster  lilies, 
and  <'hatte<l  of  many  things — the  miiies,  the  lu'w  smelter, 
th**  n^w  foreman's  wife  at  the  snieltor.  tht»  likelihood  that 
ih-*  <  "oinpany  store  in  South  Harvey  would  put  in  a  line  of 
aillinery — which  Mrs.  Herdicker,  Prop.,  deiiird  with  em- 
pha.si«.  de<*laring  she  had  an  atrreement  with  the  old  devil 
Tf'X  to  put  in  millinery  so  long  iis  she  d(*posite<l  at  his  bank. 
Mr«.  IliTilicker,  Prop.,  had  takeii  the  Jl^r><M»  which  the  Com- 
pany hac!  offered  for  the  life  of  poor  Casjjer  and  h.id  filed 
DO  lawsuit,  fearing  that  a  suit  with  the  Company  woiiM  hurt 
her  trailt*.  But  as  a  business  pn)position  both  wniiien  were 
int^r^^Tpd  in  the  other  damage  suit*?  pendiiiir  nirainst  the 
C'npany  for  the  mine  accident.  **  What  dn  they  say  down 
ifc^TA  about  itt*'  asked  the  milliner. 

•  WpII,  of  course,"  returned  Mrs.  Thurston,  who  wa^  not 
r:r^  nf  hf»r  ground  and  had  no  desir»'  to  talk  auMinst  the 
ri  h  and  powerful,  "they  say  that  some  one  oii./ht  to  pay 
•omething.  But.  of  eotirse.  Joe  i'alvin  always  wins  his 
Ki*s  and  the  JudL'e,  of  course,  was  the  Company  s  attorney 
befrtf**  he  was  the  Judge — '* 

"And  so  the  claim  agents  are  siirninL'  •im  u|»  lor  what 
th^  Company  will  give,*'  cut  in  thi*  qni'stiimiT. 

''That's  about  it,  Mrs.  lliTilieker, "  rev|M>iid«*d  Mrs. 
Thunitf»n.  *'Timcs  are  hard,  and  thi»v  take  whaf  Tliev  can 
pt  LOW.  rather  than  lii^ht  for  it.     .\nd  iln*  nmst  ;Ue  Cv} 
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pany  will  pay  is  $400  for  a  life,  and  oot  all  are  gettiot- 
that."  I 

"Tom  Van  Dorn — he's  a  smooth  one,  Lizt>« — he'i  (J 
smooth  one."  Mrs.  llerdieker.  Prop.,  louket]  quickly  at  UiU 
TburKton  and  got  a  smile  in  reply.  That  was  enough.  SM 
continued :  1 

"You'd  think  he'd  know  better — wouldn't  youl"  J 

"Well,  I  don't  know — it's  hard  to  teach  an  old  dof  dm 
tricks,"  was  the  non-committal  answer  of  Mrs.  Than 
still  cautious  about  olfcnding  the  powers. 

Mrs.  Herdicker,  Prop.,  brushed  aside  formalities.    "Tl| 
— stcnographerti  and  hired  girls,  and  biscuit  shooters  at  i 
I'alaee  and  niuybe  now  and  then  an  excursion  acroM  1 
track:  but  this  is  different;  this  is  in  his  own  claas.    Thi 
were  both  here  this  afternoon,  and  you  should  have  k 
way  she  cooed  and  billed  over  Laura  Van  Dorn.     iloDCri^ 
Lizzie,  if  I'd  never  hoard  a  word,  I'd  know  itomelhing  w^ 
wront:.     And  you  should  have  seen  old  lady  Neabit  give  Nf 
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land,  Mrs.  Herdicker,"  quoth  Lizzie,  "it's  a 
ar  some  one  talk  sense.  For  two  months  now 
aring  nothing  but  that  fool  Adams  boy's  crazy 
ions,  and  men  organizing  to  help  their  fellows, 
I  you  know  he's  quit  his  job  as  boss  carpenter 
And  for  why — so  that  he  can  be  a  witness 
>ropany  some  say;  though  there  won't  be  any 
an  Dom  will  see  to  that.  lie's  sent  word  to 
they'd  better  settle  as  the  law  is  against  them. 
Qt  Adams  quit  his  job  any  way  and  is  going 
'  meetings  every  night,  and  working  on  con- 
k  above  ground  by  day  and  talking  union, 
till  Jarcd  and  I  are  sick  of  it.  I  tell  you  the 
aft.     But  a  lot  of  the  men  are  following  him, 

thodical  woman  Mrs.  Ilerdicker,  Prop.,  wrote 
ler  advertisement  and  let  Mrs.  Thurston  go  in 
rent  into  the  gathering  twilight,  and  hurried 
rands  before  returning  to  South  Harvey. 
t  house  Mrs.  Thurston  met  Henry  Penn  com- 
e  register  of  deeds  office  where  he  had  been 
[)  some  property  he  had  sold,  and  at  Mr.  Broth- 
Corner,  she  saw  Tom  Van  Dorn  smoking  upon 
fie  street  was  filled  with  bicycles,  for  that  was  a 
e  bicycle  was  a  highly  respectable  vehicle  of 
pleasure.  Mrs.  Thurston  left  Market  Street 
whei»Is  passed  her.  As  she  turned  into  her 
h  Harvey  a  bell  tinkled.  She  looked  around 
zaret  Fenn  making  rapidly  for  the  highway. 

was  human ;  she  waited !  And  in  five  minutes 
m  came  by  and  went  in  the  same  direction! 
iter  Margaret  Fenn  came  pedaling;  into  the 
»  country  road,  all  smiling  and  breathless  and 
id  full  of  color.  As  she  turned  into  her  own 
et  her  husband,  immaculately  dressed.  He 
reat  punctiliousness  and  lifting  his  hat  high 
smiled  a  search-light  of  a  smile  that  frightened 

he  spoke  no  word  to  her.  Five  minutes  later, 
>om  wheeled  out  of  Market  Street,  he  also  saw 


IN  THB  HBABT  OF  A  FOOL 


HflBty  Feon,  standiBg  ia  the  middlaof  tht 
at  hin  and  langhing  a  drunkeii,  f oolkh,  wnqr 
Dom  eallad  baek  but  Fenn  did  not  nply,  and  tha  Jn 
aaw  nothing  in  the  figure  bat  hia  dnuiken  friend 
in  the  middle  of  the  atreet  langhing. 


CHAPTEB  XX 

-mCH   HENBT  FENN  FALLS  FROM  QRAOB  AND  BISE8  AOAIK 

^HIS  chapter  must  devote  itself  chie^  to  a  bargain. 
In  the  bargain.  Judge  Thomas  Van  Dom  is  party  of 
the  first  part,  and  Margaret  Fenn,  wife  of  Henry 
1,  is  party  of  the  second  part,  and  the  devil  is  the  broker. 
«s  Van  Dom  laid  hungry  eyes  upon  Margaret  Fenn; 
raret  Fenn  looked  ravenously  upon  all  that  Van  Dom 

his  talent,  his  position,  his  worldly  goods,  estates  and 
tels.  He  wanted  what  she  had.  He  had  what  she 
Led,  and  by  way  of  commission  in  negotiating  the  bar- 
,  the  devil  took  two  souls — not  such  large  souls  so  far 
1st  goes ;  but  still  the  devil  seems  to  have  been  the  only 
in  the  transaction  who  profited. 

me  came — June  and  the  soft  night  wind,  and  the  warm 
(;  June  with  its  new,  deep  foliage  and  its  fragrant  grass 

trees  and  flowers;  June  with  a  mocking  bird  singing 
^h  the  nipht  to  its  brooding  mate;  June  came  with  its 
s  leaning  out  of  windows  into  the  night  hearing  love 
Ciin  the  rhythmic  whisper  of  lagging  feet  strolling  under 
ihade  of  elms.  And  under  cover  of  a  June  night,  breath- 
io  the  sensuous  meaning  of  the  time  like  a  charmed  po- 
.  Judsre  Van  Dorn,  who  personated  justice  to  twenty-five 
Bsaml  people,  went  forth  a  slinking,  cringiuu:  beast  to  woo ! 
iere  and  there  a  lamp  blinked  through  the  foliage.  The 
tfalU  of  late  home-comers  were  heard  a  long  way  off ;  the 
Wiof  sinjzers — a  serenading  party  out  baying  at  the  nijrht 
n«  heard  as  the  breeze  carried  the  music  upon  its  sluggish 
»  iikI  flow.  To  avoid  belated  home-comers.  Judge  Van 
m  croflsed  the  street;  the  clanging  electric  car  did  not 
4  him  with  its  search-light,  though  he  felt  shielded  by  its 
IT  IS  he  stepped  over  the  iron  railing  about  the  Fenn  home 
ideame  softly  across  the  lawn  upon  the  grass. 
^  the  verandah,  hidden  by  summer  vines,  he  sat  a  moment 
M^  panting,  breathless,  though  he  had  come  up  but  four 
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8t«pfl,  ind  hud  mount<Hl  tbcm  gently,  A  nutle  of  i 
garmcnla,  the  crealciiiff  of  a  ncreen  door,  the  prrfunw  ti 
lovn),  mill  thru  kIil*  Klcxid  lic^furc  him — and  the  Ditzt  ■ 
he  had  hor  ia  bis  amis.  For  a  miiiiile  lUie  Rurrvodprnd 
out  slniirglin^,  without  pni1c«t.  aitd  for  the  firvt  titn 
lipn  met.     Then  she  warded  him  off. 

'■No— no.  Tom.  You  Bit  Ihcre— HI  have  this  • 
and  Khe  slipped  into  a  porch  Hwiuf;  and  finally  be  aat  d 

"Now,  Tom,"  she  said,  "I  have  given  ymi  everjrtlil 
niRht.  I  am  entirely  nt  your  mereyi  I  want  you  to 
good  to  me  as  I  have  been  to  you. " 

"But,  Margaret,"  he  protested,  "is  this  being  good 
to  keep  me  a  prisoner  in  this  chair  while  you — " 

"Tom,"  she  answered,  "there  ix  no  one  in  the  bou 
juHt  called  llcury  up  by  long  distance  telephone  at  I 
retary  of  State's  office  in  the  capitol  building.  I'w 
him  up  every  hour  since  he  got  there  ihiM  afternoon,  to 
him  remember  his  promixe  to  me.  lie  bn.in't  taken  a 
on  tliii)  trip — I'm  sure;  I  can  teil  by  his  voice,  f<i 
thing."  The  man  started  to  speak.  She  stopped 
"Now  IiRten,  Tom.  He'll  have  that  charier  for  th* 
tain's  company  within  half  an  hour  and  will  start  lu 
the  niiduight  train.  That  will  give  us  just  an  boor  tt 
— all  alone,  Tom.  undisturbed." 

She  sloppeil  and  be  aprantr  toward  her.  but  abe  I 
him  off,  and  gave  him  b  pain<^d  luok  and  went  on  aa  k 
moaning  into  his  chair:  "Tom,  dear,  how  should  we 
the  lirHt  whole  hour  we  have  ever  had  in  our  lives  ak 
grlberf  I  have  read  and  rereail  your  beautiful  letten 
Oh,  I  know  some  of  Ibem  by  heart.  I  am  youra.  Ta 
yours.  Now,  dear,"  he  made  a  motion  to  riiw.  "cob 
by  my  chair.  1  want  to  touch  yoiL     But — that's  all.' 

They  sat  close  together,  and  the  womnii  went  un ;  " 
are  so  many  (bin;ffl  I  want  to  nay.  Turn,  in  night. 
if  I  can  think  of  any  of  them.  It  is  all  so  beautiful. 
itt"  she  asked  softly,  and  felt  hia  answer  in  every  i 
hia  btKly,  thougti  bis  lips  did  not  speak  II  was  the  1 
wbo  broke  the  silence.  "Time  ia  ulipping  by,  Tom. 
what's  in  your  mind,  and  you  know  what's  in  mine, 
will  Ihta  thing  cndt     It  can't  go  on  thia  way.    It  b 
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>-iiigbt — this  very  night,  Tom,  dear,  or  we  must  know 
we  are  coming  out  Do  you  understand  f" 
By  Margaret,"  replied  the  man.  He  gripped  his  arm 
her,  and  continued  passionately,  ''And  I'm  ready." 
»ng  minute  of  ecstasy  they  were  dumb.  He  went  on : 
bave  good  cause — lots  of  cause— every  one  knows  that. 
-I'll  make  it  somehow — Oh,  I  can  make  it."  He  set 
fth  fiercely,  and  repeated,  **0h.  111  make  it,  Mar- 

night  sounds  filled  their  deaf  ears,  and  the  pressure  of 
lands — all  so  new  and  strange — filled  them  with  joy, 
?  joy  was  shattered  by  a  step  upon  the  sidewalk,  and 
:  died  away  they  were  breathless.  Then  they  sat  closer 
;r  and  the  woman  whispered : 


M  « 


And  I'd  turn  my  back  upon  things  eternal 
To  He  on  your  breatft  a  little  while.' " 

)ise  in  the  house,  perhaps  of  the  cat  moving  through 
»m  behind  them,  startled  them  again.  The  man  shook 
le  woman  held  her  breath;  then  they  both  smiled. 
—Tom — don't  you  see  how  guilty  we  aret  We 
t  repeat  this;  this  is  our  hour,  but  we  must  under- 
each  other  here  and  now."  The  man  did  not  reply. 
[>  had  taken  recklessly  and  ruthlessly  all  of  his  life  had 

0  a  place  where  he  must  give  to  take.  His  fortunes 
ied  up  in  his  answer,  so  he  replied:  ''Margaret,  you 
he  situation — down  townf" 

e  judgeship  T"  she  asked. 
»." 

t  that  will  be  settled  in  November.    After  that  is  time 
I.     Oh,  eternity  is  time  enough,  Tom — I  can  wait  and 
id  wait— only  if  it  is  to  be  for  eternity,  we  must  not 
with  it  now." 

,  Margaret  Margaret,  Margaret — my  soul's  soul — I 
rou.  I  know  no  peace  but  to  look  into  your  eyes;  I 
lo  heaven  but  your  smile — no  God  but  your  possession, 

1  but — but — this!"  He  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips 
oaned  a  kind  of  human  bellow  of  unrequited  love — 
mg  suppressed  man's  courting  note  that  we  had  in  iVi^ 
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forol.  and  ha  grasped  bcr  in  a  flood  of  pSMiioBaU  IobH 
She  Hljppcd  away  froin  bim  and  stooil  up  bufore  h'~' 
ntd:     "No. — No,  no,  my  dear — my  dear — I  love  yi 
1  dn  low  you,  Tom — but  don't — don't," 

He  started  nftcr  her  but  she  pushed  him  baek 

?>irprfui   arms   and    held    him.     "Tom,   don't    toach 
om."  she  panted.  "Turn."     Her  bifc  meanincful  eyes 
hia  and  she  held  bini  for  a  moment  silent.     Ue  «tepp«d 
and  sho  >>niiled  and  kissed  his  foiYhead  when  be  had  dtp 
jiilo  a  cbair. 
,        "Now,  Tom,  time  ia  slipping  by.     It's  nearly 
I   ^Ve've  got  to  talk  sensibly  and  ealmly.    Sit  here  by  m 
'   be  an  sane  as  you   ran.     We  know  we  love  cme  VM 
That's  been  said  and  resaid;  that's  settled.     Kow  all 
flwl  break  for  liberty— or  will  jouT     That  must  all  bl 
tied    too.     VTc   can'l   just   let    tilings   drifL     I'm   tm 
seven.     Ynu're  thirty-five.     Life  is  paning.    Now  win 
They  Hhrank  bi-fore  the  litrht  of  a  Mreet  car  roundtai 
comer,  that  gleamed  ioln  iheir  retreat.     When  i(  had  | 
tfae  man  bowed  hU  tine,  pniiid,  handsome  bead,  aiul  I 
vitii  bis  eyes  upou  the  ground: 

"You  go  first — you  have  the  best  cause!"  She  k 
upon  his  cowardly,  aloping  dhokildent,  and  thought  a  noi 
It  was  tJ»e  tigruis  behind  the  tiaine  who  Htuojied  over 
pondering,  feelitur  her  way  through  events  that  atw  had 
[  aointt  over  and  over  in  ber  imagination  for  weclm 
I  Zeliofl  eautiun  thai  guided  ber,  told  her,  ax  it  had  al 
told  her,  that  bis  letters  were  eoough  to  damn  hi)M, 
maybe  not  enough  to  hold  him.  She  wax  not  surt  of 
Their  standards  might  not  be  severe  enough  to  punlali 
he,  knowing  thia,  might  cacape.  All  this— tbis  old  4 
without  uiMWcr  wetit  liurryiu^'  Ihmugh  her  mind.  Bn 
WAN  young;  tl>c  spirit  of  advniiure  was  in  her.  H 
Fenn.  we#k.  vsi'illaling,  chivulnniR,  adoring  Henry  r^ 
had  nol  eaui|Uered  her;  and  the  fire  in  her  bbMid,  aa 
ambition  in  her  brain,  eame  over  ber  aa  a  spelL  She  d 
to  her  knees,  putting  ber  head  upou  ber  lover's  braaH 
ertetl  paskiouately  in  a  guttural  munaur — "Y«a,  1' 
lint.  'Ton— now,  for  Qod'a  nke,  kin  me— ktni  me  and  1 
Thoiiika  q^raag  up:    "Now,  go— go— go,  Tom— ran  " 
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• 

I  take  it  back.    Don't  touch  me  again/'  she  cried.    '*6o." 

She  slipped  back  into  the  door,  tiien  turned  and  caught 
him  again  and  they  stood  for  a  terrible  moment  together. 
She  whirled  into  the  house,  clicked  the  door  after  her  and 
left  him  standing  a-tremble,  gaping  and  mad  in  the  night. 
Bat  she  knew  her  strength,  and  knew  his  we^mess  and  was 
not  afraid. 

She  let  him  moan  a  wordless  lovesong,  very  low  and  ter- 
EJble  in  the  night  alone  before  the  door,  and  did  not  answer. 
Then  she  saw  him  go  softly  down  the  steps,  look  up  and 
down  the  street,  move  guiltily  across  the  yard,  hiding  behind 
a  bosh  at  a  distant  footfall,  and  slip  slowly  into  the  sidewalk 
spod  go  hurrying  away  from  the  house.  In  half  an  hour  she 
was  waiting  for  Henry  Fenn  as  a  cat  might  wait  at  a  rat  hole. 

The  next  day  little  boys  followed  Henry  Fenn  about  the 
streets  laughing;  Henry  Fenn,  drunken  and  debased,  whose 
heart  was  bleeding.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  he 
appeared  in  the  Amen  Comer.  His  shooting  stars  were  all 
exploded  from  their  rocket  and  he  was  fading  into  the 
charred  papier-mache  of  the  reaction  that  comes  from  over 
exhilaration.  So  he  sat  on  the  walnut  bench,  back  of  the 
newspaper  counter  with  his  hands  on  his  knees  and  his  eyes 
staring  at  the  floor  while  traffic  flowed  tbrougrh  the  estab- 
lishment oblivious  to  his  presence.  Mr.  Brotherton  watched 
Fenn  but  did  not  try  to  make  him  talk.  There  came  a  time 
when  trade  was  slack  that  Fenn  looked  for  a  minute  fixedly 
at  Mr.  Brotherton,  and  finally  said,  shaking  his  head  sadly : 

'*She  says  I've  got  to  quit!*'  A  pause  and  another  sigh, 
then:  *'She  says  if  I  ever  get  drunk  again,  she'll  quit  me 
like  a  dog."  Another  inspection  of  the  floor;  more  lugubri- 
ous head-shaking  followed,  after  which  the  eyes  closed  and 
the  dead  voice  spoke : 

**  Well,  here's  her  chance.  Say,  George, ' '  he  tried  to  smile, 
but  the  light  only  flickered  in  his  leaden  eyes.  **I  guess 
I*m  orey-eyed  enough  now  to  furnish  a  correct  imitation  of 
a  gentleman  in  his  cups  Y ' ' 

Fenn  got  up,  took  Brotherton  back  among  the  books  at  the 
rear  of  tiie  store.  The  drunken  man  took  from  his  pocket  a 
fountain  pen  incased  in  a  silver  mounting.  He  held  the 
ailver  trinket  up  and  said : 
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"Damn  his  soul  to  helll"  i 

"Let  me  see  it — whose  is  it,  Henry!"  aaked  BratlniiMJ 
Fenn  answered,  "That's  my  businesa."  He  pauMdi  tM 
added  "and  his  business. "  Another  undecidnl  mfimcM 
and  then  Feun  concluded:     "And  none  of  your  buxitiett." 

Suddenly  he  took  his  hands  off  the  big  man.  and  uM 
"I'm  going  Lome.  If  she  means  buKiiicsH,  ber«'i  hi 
chance. ' ' 

Brotherton  tried  to  stop  him,  but  Fenn  wu  imiMBi 
Customers  were  coming  in,  and  so  Brotherton  let  the  nwa  fl 
But  all  the  evening  he  was  worried  about  bis  friend.  Al 
nentinindedly  he  went  over  his  stocJc,  KtruighlrninK  up  Pwe 
and  Judge  and  Truth  and  //i/e,  and  putting  the  maffannea il 
their  places,  sorting  the  new  books  into  their  Khcit,  paltli 
tJie  standard  pirated  editions  of  Kngiiah  authors  in  Ad 
proper  place  and  squaring  up  the  lung  rows  of  "Th«  B<NM 
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nery  counter  and  remarked  casaaUy,   ''By  the  by, 

ipe,  do  you  keep  f  oantain  pens  Y ' ' 

.  Brotherton  kept  fountain  pens,  and  Judge  Van  Dom 

**  There — that  one  over  by  the  ink  eraser — ^yes,  that 
the  one  in  the  silver  casing — I  seem  to  have  mislaid 

Yale  men  gave  it  to  me  at  the  reunion  in  '91,  as 
lent  of  the  class — had  my  initials  on  it — ^ten  years — 
he  looked  at  the  pen  offered  by  the  store  keeper, 
it  will  do."  Mr.  Brotherton  watched  the  Judge  as  he 
he  pen  in  his  vest  pocket,  after  it  had  been  filled, 
e  Jndge  picked  up  a  Chicago  paper,  stowed  it  away 
''Anglo-Saxon  Supremacy"  in  his  green  bag.  Then 
ling  gracefully  out  of  the  shop  and  left  Mr.  Brotherton 
ering  where  and  how  Henry  Fenn  got  that  pen,  and 
he  did  not  return  it  to  its  owner. 

e  air  of  m3r8tery  and  malice — two  unusual  atmospheres 
Icnry  Fenn  to  breathe — which  he  had  put  around  the 
impressed  his  friend  with  the  importance  of  the  thing. 
V  mighty  smooth  proposition,"  said  Grant  Adams,  sit- 
m  the  Amen  Corner  reading  *'A  Hazard  of  New  For- 
I,"  when  Van  Dom  had  gone. 

(Veil,  say,  Grant,"  returned  Mr.  Brotherton,  pondering 
be  subject  of  the  lost  pen.  **  Sometimes  I  think  Tom  is 
a  little  too  oleaginous — a  little  too  oleaginous,"  re- 
fi  Mr.  Brotherton,  pleased  with  his  bip:  word, 
hat  June  night  Henry  Fenn  passed  from  Congress  Street 
walked  with  a  steady  purpose  manifest  in  his  clicking 
I*.  It  was  not  a  night's  bat  that  <ruided  his  feet,  no 
ive  orgy,  but  the  hard,  firm  footfall  of  a  man  who  has 
a  drank  a  long  time — terribly  mean  drunk.  And 
ribly  mean  drunk  he  was.  His  eyes  were  blazing,  and  he 
ttbled  as  he  walked.  Down  Market  Street  he  turned  and 
•^  to  the  comer  where  the  Traders'  National  Bank  sign 
•fonder  the  electrics.  He  looked  up,  saw  a  light  burn- 
I  ia  the  office  above,  and  suddenly  changed  his  gait  to  a 
K«.  Up  the  stairs  he  crept  to  a  door,  under  which  a 
ih  ^  gleaming.  He  got  a  firm  hold  of  the  knob,  then 
■■rt  it  quickly,  thrust  open  the  door  and  stepped  quietly 
Jjtke room.  He  grinned  meanly  at  Tom  Van  Dom  who, 
wing  up  over  his  shoulder  from  his  book,  saw  the  white 
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t»te  of  Penn  lemns  it  him.    Vu  Doni  knew  that  tl 
tb«  (imp  wbcii  be  must  use  all  the  wits  W  lutd. 

"Why,  heilo — Henry — hello,"  Mid  V«ii  l>urn  ei 
B«  couicbed.  in  an  attempt  to  swallow  the  aalnra  1 
rukhinc  into  bis  mouth.  Fettn  did  not  aonrar.  I 
aiid  then  bt>gan  to  walk  around  Van  Dom'a  d 
with  Klowintt-i^  eyes  as  he  walked.  Van  Dom  t  . 
hn  chair  eaaily,  put  hia  feet  on  the  deak  before  1 
•poke:  "8il  down,  Henry — make  yourw'lf  at  1 
cleared  hJa  throat  nervously.  "Anything  guoe 
Hair>'T"  bcBskod  sd  tho  man  stood  over  him  glaria(  i 

"No,"  ivpliex)  Fenn.     "No,  nothing's  gone  i 
itut  gut  some  exhibits  h«re  in  a  law  suit.     That's  i 

He  Blo<xi   over    Van    Dorn,   |>ecring  atcttdfaatly  i 
Fint  he  laid  down  a  torn  letter.     Van  Dorn  i ' 
moat   iatpereeptibly    ax    he    recognized    in    the   i 
wnnehed  paper  hia  writing,  but  smiled  suaveb-  i 
"Well?" 

" Well. "croaked  Fenn  paauonately.  "That'ae 
I  had  to  fight  a  hellcat  for  rt;  ami  this,"  he  added  M 
down  tlu>  nil vcr- mounted  pea,  "this  ia  exhibit  'B.'  I 
that  in  the  porch  vk'uv/i  this  mominf^  when  I  went  o> 
my  drink  hidden  under  the  houite."  lie  cackled  *  _ 
Dom'a  Adam's  apple  bobbed  like  a  eork  up<m  a  wave 

"And  this,"  cried  Fenn,  as  he  pulled  a  reTolT«r, 
damn  you,  is  exhibit  'C    Now,  don't  yoa  I 
blow  you  to  hell— and."  be  added,  "I  gucaa  lH  4»i 
way." 

lie  stood  with  the  revotrer  at  Van  Dom'a  ta 
ftwr  hta  victim  growling  like  a  raging  beast. 
txcahled  upon  the  trigfer,  and  be  Isagbed.    "S_  , 
gaing  to  have  a  oonvenient,  iDsxpenaive  laily  trimm 
you,  Tomt"    Fenn  cuffed  the  powerkas  man's  jn 
open  band. 

"Private  saant"  be  sneered.  "Well,  damn  j% 
hen'a  a  lady  friend  of  mine,"  he  poked  tte  m 
harder  sflalMt  the  trembling  man^  tempi*  m 
"Don't  w^pH^ don't yoa  move."  Thmbewi^vi 
_  I  damned  cgr^nekiBg  pap~wbca  yoa^  i 
ing  with  this,  I^  going  lo  kiU  you." 


■       ingw 
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He  emphasized  the  ''you/'  and  prodded  the  man's  face 
irith  the  barrel. 

•'Henry/'  whispered  Van  Dom,  ''Henry,  for  God's  sake, 
let  me  talk — ^give  me  a  show,  won't  youY" 

Fenn  moved  the  barrel  of  the  revolver  over  between  the 
■an's  eyes  and  cried  passionately:  "Oh,  yes,  I'll  give  you 
%  show,  Tom — ^the  same  show  you  gave  me." 

Ho  shifted  the  revolver  suddenly  and  pulled  the  trigger; 
the  bullet  bored  a  hole  through  the  book  on  "Anglo-Saxon 
Etupremacy"  on  the  desk. 

Fenn  drew  in  a  deep  breath.  With  the  shot  he  had  spilled 
Bome  vial  of  wrath  within  him,  though  Van  Dom  could  not 
■ee  the  change  that  was  creeping  into  Fenn 's  haggard  face. 
"You  see  she'll  shoot,  Tom,"  said  Fenn. 
Holding  the  smoking  revolver  to  the  man's  head,  Fenn 
reached  for  a  chair  and  sat  down.  His  rage  was  ebbing,  and 
his  mind  was  clear.  He  withdrew  the  weapon  a  few  inches, 
and  cried : 

"Don't  you  budge  an  inch." 

His  hand  was  limp  and  shaking,  but  Van  Dom  could  not 
see  it.  "Tom,  Tom,"  he  cried.  "God  help  me — help  me." 
He  repeated  twice  the  word  "me,"  then  he  went  on: 

"For  being  what  I  am — only  what  I  am — "  he  empha- 
sized the  "L" 

"For  giving  in  to  your  devil  as  I  give  into  mine — for  fall- 
ing as  I  have  fallen— on  another  road — I  was  going  to  kill 
you." 

The  revolver  slipped  from  his  hands.  He  picked  it  up  by 
the  barrel.    He  rose  crying  in  a  weak  voice, 

**0h,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,"  Van  Dorn  was  lifting  up  in  his 
ehair,  "Tom,  Tom,  God  help  us  both  poor,  hell-cursed  men," 
sobbed  Fenn,  and  then  with  a  fearful  blow  he  brought  the 
weapon  dovni  and  struck  the  white,  false  forehead  that 
gleamed  beneath  Fenn's  wet  face. 

He  stood  watching  the  man  shudder  and  close  his  eyes, 
watching  the  blood  seep  out  along  a  crooked  seam,  then  gush 
over  the  face  and  fine,  black  hair  and  silken  mustache.  A 
bloody  flood  streamed  there  while  he  watched.  Then  Fenn 
wiped  dry  the  butt  of  his  revolver.  He  felt  of  the  gash  in 
the  forehead,  and  found  that  the  bone  was  not  aTV)i&\i<^.   ^^ 
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tr,  .'.r ,)  ;iii  jiniiJitural  c&lm  was  apoo  bin  bn 
fluiuuieell  '.•■'•■yes.     lie  &too<l  looking  nt 

•C  tha  mei   >-<  :  ■■■■  < .i  lotm,  dreadful  minute  ta  i 

pitiw  rttfalr  ilmti  IjuIci  a  fo«.  Then  li«  stepped  In 
phoney  mSk^d  I)r.  Nenbit.  kIhuc^  at  the  fuunt«ia  pen 
fyiiulil  ll■tt<^^,  bunt  into  s  KpAsm  of  wwpiag,  aod 
oat  a  tin  room. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

IN  WHICH  WE  SEE  A  FAT  LITTIiE  RASCAL  ON  THE  BACK 

A  YEAR  and  a  month  and  a  day,  an  exceedingly  hot 
day,  after  Judge  Thomas  Van  Dom  had  fallen  upon 
the  stair  leading  to  his  office  and  had  cut  that  gaah 
in  his  forehead  which  left  the  white  thread  of  a  sear  upon 
bis  high,  broad  brow,  Judge  Van  Dom  sat  in  chambers  in  his 
office  in  the  court  house,  hearing  an  unimportant  matter. 
Because  the  day  was  hot,  the  Judge  wore  a  gray  silk  coat, 
without  a  vest,  and  because  the  matter  was  unimportant, 
no  newspaper  reporters  were  called  in.  The  matter  in  hand 
was  highly  informal.  The  Judge,  tilted  back  in  his  easy 
chair,  toyed  with  his  silken  mustache,  while  counsel  for  de- 
fendant, standing  by  the  desk  before  which  the  Judge's 
chair  was  swinging,  handled  the  papers  representing  the 
defendant's  answer,  to  the  plaintiff's  pleadings.  The  plain- 
tiff herself,  dressed  in  rather  higher  sleeves  than  would  have 
been  thought  possible  to  put  upon  a  human  form  and  make 
them  stand  erect,  with  a  rather  larger  hat  than  one  would 
have  said  might  be  carried  by  a  single  human  neck  without 
bowing  it;  the  plaintiff  above  mentioned  was  rattling  the 
court's  paper  knife. 

Plaintiff's  counsel,  a  callow  youth  from  the  law  offices  of 
Joseph  Calvin,  to  be  exact,  Joseph  Calvin,  Jr.,  sat  meekly  on 
the  edge  of  a  small  chair  in  the  comer  and  being  a  chip  of 
the  old  block,  had  little  to  say.  The  court  and  said  herein- 
before described  plaintiff  talked  freely  between  whiles  as 
the  counsel  for  said  defendant,  Henry  Penn,  ran  over  his 
papers,  looking  for  particular  phrases,  statements  or  exhibits 
which  he  desired  to  present  to  the  court. 

It  appeared  from  the  desultory  reading  of  the  papers  by 
the  attorney  for  the  said  defendant,  Henry  Penn,  that  he 
had  no  desire  to  impose  upon  the  plaintitt,  ^»  «X^qn^  ^<^- 
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scribed,  any  birdithips  in  tkp  mattvr  and  that  tbc 
reached  !>>'  oouiifi^l  an  to  the  disponition  uf  the  jiiiiit  _ 
should  bo  carried  out  as  indicAtvd  in  the  answer  sal 
to  the  (wurt — see  folio  No.  -i.  Though  coiiiifwl  for  del 
smiltugty  told  the  eourt  that  if  the  eouusel  won-  Uenr] 
he  Hhuuld  not  give  u|>  pmperly  worth  at  leant  five 
dollars  in  consideration  of  the  cause  of  action  beinj 
eruelty  and  inhuman  treattncnl  rather  than 
but,  ax  counsel  expluncd  and  as  the  court  agreed  i 
man  ^ts  to  ^ing  by  the  booze  route  he  hasn't  nueb 
referring,  of  course,  to  Raid  defen<lant,  Henry  Ke 
prracnt  in  person. 

When  counsel  for  the  said  defendant  had  finished,  i 
put  all  bia  papers  upon  the  denk  in  front  of  the  coi 
court  reached  into  his  de«k.  and  handed  the  oouiuel 
feadaiil  a  cigar,  which  with  proper  apologies  to  th« 
abo¥e  and  before  deacribed  plaintiff,  counsel  lifEfaU 
■aid: 

"Tliat's  certainly  a  good  one." 

Rut  ax  the  court  wa-*  writing  upon  the  bade  of 
papers,  the  court  did  not  respond  for  a  momeut.  bat 
said  alwenlly,  "Ves. — glad  you  think  so;  Georg"  Bnri 
imports  them  for  me." 

And  went  on  writing.     Still  writing  the  court 
out  looking  up,  "I  don*t  know  of  aii>-thin(relRe." 

And  the  coiin<te]  for  defendant  Kuiil  he  didn't  eitk 
putting  oo  bis  iiat.  smilini;  at  the  plaintiff  aforesaid, 
loraaid  defendant  Henry  Fi>im  depanttl.  and  nfler  a  I 
the  eourl  ceased  writing,  folded  and  blotted  the  back 
paper,  bandei)  it  to  yming  -foe  Calvin.  Hitting  meekly 
edge  of  therbair,  saying:  "Here  Joey,  uke  this  tu  t^ 
and  file  it."  and  Joey  got  up  from  the  o'  '  "' 
mod  vanished,  clming  the  dixir  behind  him. 

"Weill"  said  th<'  plainliT. 

"Wellt"  echoed  Ibe  iwirl. 

"Well,"  reiterated  the  pUintiiT,  gazinp 
the  court  withsomewhat  more  eau'enn-M  than  the  law 
tuider  statute  therefore  nuulr  and  pnn-ided. 

"Soit'aaUover,  "ahe  eon tiuucd,  and  added: 

She  IVM — tliii  ptaintifT  hmvinbefore  menl' 
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tlie  desk,  stood  over  him  a  moment,  and  said  softly,  much 
more  softly  than  the  code  prescribes,  '*Tom — I  hope  yours 
proa 't  be  any  harder. ' ' 

Whereupon  the  court,  then  and  there  being  as  herein  above 
Mi  forth,  did  with  premeditation,  and  much  show  of  emotion 
look  up  into  the  eyes  of  said  plaintiff,  said  eyes  being  tear- 
iimmed  and  extraordinarily  beautiful  as  to  their  coloring  to- 
irit :  brown,  as  to  their  expression  towit :  sad  and  full  of  love, 
and  furthermore  the  court  did  with  deliberation  and  after 
for  a  moment  while  he  held  the  heavy  bejeweled  hand  of 
waid  plaintiff  above  mentioned,  and  did  press  said  hand  to 
his  lips  and  then  did  draw  the  said  plaintiff  closer  and 
whisper: 

**God — God,  Margaret,  so  do  I  hope  so — so  do  I/' 
And  perhaps  the  court  for  a  second  thought  of  a  little  blue- 
eyed,  fair-haired  girl  and  a  gentle  woman  who  lived  for  him 
alone  in  all  the  world,  and  perhaps  not;  for  this  being  a 
legal  paper  may  set  down  only  such  matters  as  are  of  evi- 
dence. But  it  is  witnessed  and  may  be  certified  to  that  the 
court  did  drop  his  eyes  for  a  second  or  two,  that  the  white 
thread  of  a  scar  upon  the  forehead  of  the  court  did  redden 
for  a  moment  while  he  held  the  heavy  bejewelled  hand  of 
plaintiff,  hereinbefore  mentioned,  and  that  he  did  draw  a 
deep  breath,  and  did  look  out  of  the  window,  set  high  up 
in  the  court  house,  and  that  he  did  see  the  elm  trees  cover- 
mg  a  home  which,  despite  all  his  perfidy  and  neglect  was  full 
of  love  for  him — love  that  needed  no  high  sleeves  nor  great 
plumy  hats,  nor  twinkling  silver  bangles,  nor  jangling  gold 
chatelaines,  to  make  it  beautiful.  But  let  us  make  it  of  rec- 
ord and  set  it  down  here,  in  this  instrument  that  the  court 
rose,  looked  into  the  great  brown  eyes  and  the  fair  face,  and 
seeing  the  rich,  shameless  mouth  and  blazing  color  upon  the 
features,  did  then  and  there  fall  down  in  his  heart  and 
worship  that  mask,  and  did  take  the  hand  that  he  held  in 
both  of  his  and  standing  before  the  woman  did  cry  in  a  deep 
voice,  full  of  agony : 

'*Por  God's  sake,  Margaret,  let  me  come  to  you  now — 
soon."  And  she — the  plaintiff  in  this  action  gazed  at  the 
man  who  had  been  the  court,  but  who  now  was  man,  and 
replied : 
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' '  Only  when  you  may  honeMly— legaily,  Tool — it'i  b 
bolh  of  us." 

Tbey  walkvul  to  the  door.     The  coart  prttd  a  bal 
she  left,  Hmtling,  and  when  a  man  appvarvd  with  a  note 
thi"  wiirt  said:     "I  have  somethiim  to  dictate,"  and  f"^" 
day  vonnfi  Joapi>h  Calvin  handed  the  foUowio^  urwa 
the  ilarfcy  Timrs  and  to  the  Sovtk  Itarvey  Derrick. 

"A  divor«]  wnfl  granted  to-day  by  Juilp;  Tbomil 
Dom  of  tJie  district  rourt   in  chambCTv  to  Mrt.  Y 
MUIW  K<nin,  from  Henry  Vmn.     (rbarr^  of  erael 
human  troatment  filed  hy  the  attararj-H  for  Mra.  Praa 
not  met  by  Mr.  Fenn  and  the  conn  eranled  th« 
it  wax  made  absolute.     It  is  nnderHtood  that  a  : 
Bettlenienl  of  the  joint  properly  has  l>een  mfld**     Mnt 
will  pontinoe  to  hold  the  position  she  has  held  dar 
year  pa«t  oa  chief  derk  in  the  office  of  the  superim 
of  the  Ilan-ey  Improvement  Company.     Mr.  Fenn  is 
county  attorney  and  \%  now  enfrafied  in  the  inmranre  h 
bavinfc  sold  hia  real  estate  businesii  to  Joseph  Call 


Margaret,  his  wife,  whom  God  had  joined  together,  w 
abaolute,  and  further  depouent  wiyoth  nut 

But  the  town  of  Han'ey  had  more  or  less  to  say  al 
divorce  sod  what  the  town  said,  more  or  \em  conoeraed 
Thomas  Van  I)om.     For  although  Henry  Foto  ac 
not  speak  of  the  divorce,  Henry  Fcnn  drank,  babbled 
quolationa  about  the  "rare  and  radiant  maiden,  wbo  vl 
forever  more."     Ho  wbs  abo  xroni  to  quote  the  line 
the  loTcr  who  held  hU  mistress  "something  belter 
dofr,  a  little  dearer  than  bis  horse." 

AJi  for  the  Judge,  his  sctifiitive  mind  felt  the  dinp] 
of  the  community.    But  the  ftKhting  blood  in  him  wai  ~ 
and  be   fought   •  brarer   fight    than    the   caitse  j 
That  summer  he  went  to  aTl  the  fnrmcn'  picnics  in 
trict,  Bpoke  wherever  be  waa  invited  to  speak,  us 
Well;  whatever  charm  be  had  he  called  to  his  aid. 
the  French  of  South  Harvey  celebrated  the  Fall  of  t 
tOa,  Judge  Van  Dom  spoke  most  beantifnlly  of  libeit 
led  off  wbeo  tfaey  eung  the  HarwUtaue ;  on  liabor  Day  I 
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Uie  orator  of  the  occasion^  and  made  a  great  impression  among 
the  workers  by  his  remarks  upon  the  dignity  of  labor.  He 
quoted  Carlyle  and  Buskin  and  William  Morris,  and  wept 
■rhen  he  told  them  how  the  mob  had  crucified  the  Carpenter, 
Hrho  was  labor's  first  prophet. 

But  one  may  say  this  for  Judge  Van  Dom:  that  with  all 
his  desire  for  the  approval  of  his  fellows,  even  in  South 
Harvey,  even  at  the  meetings  of  men  who  he  knew  differed 
with  him,  he  did  not  flinch  from  attacking  on  every  occasion 
and  with  all  his  eloquence  the  unions  that  Grant  Adams  was 
promoting.  The  idea  of  mutual  help  upon  which  they 
rested  seemed  to  make  Van  Dorn  see  red,  and  he  was  forever 
going  out  of  his  way  to  combat  the  idea.  So  bitter  was  his 
antagonism  to  the  union  idea  that  in  the  Valley  he  and  Grant 
Adams  became  dramatized  in  the  minds  of  the  men  as  op- 
ponents. 

But  in  Harvey,  where  men  regarded  Grant  Adams's  activi- 
ties with  tolerant  indifference  and  his  high  talk  of  bettering 
industrial  conditions  as  the  madness  of  youth,  Judge  Van 
Dom  was  the  town's  particular  idol. 

A  handsome  man  he  was  as  he  stood  out  in  the  open  under 
the  bower  made  by  the  trees,  and  with  the  grace  and  charm  of 
true  oratory,  spoke  in  his  natural  voice — a  soft,  penetrating 
treble  that  reached  to  the  furthest  man  in  the  crowd ;  tall, 
well-built,  oval-faced,  commanding — a  judge  every  inch  of 
him,  even  if  a  young  judge — ^was  Tom  Van  Dorn.  And  when 
he  had  finished  speaking  at  the  Harvest  Home  Picnic,  or  at 
the  laying  of  the  corner  stone  of  the  new  Masonic  Temple, 
or  at  the  opening  of  the  Grant  County  fair,  men  said : 

*'Well,  I  know  they  say  Tom  Van  Dorn  is  no  Joseph,  but 
all  the  same  I'm  here  to  tell  you — "  and  what  they  were  there 
to  tell  you  would  discourage  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  believe 
that  material  punishments  always  follow  either  material  or 
spiritual  transgressions. 

So  the  autumn  wore  into  winter,  and  the  State  Bar  Asso- 
ciation promoted  Judge  Van  Dorn ;  he  appeared  as  prcvsident 
of  that  dignified  body,  and  thereby  added  to  his  prestijjje  at 
home.  He  appeared  regularly  at  church  with  Mrs.  Van  Dom 
—going  the  rounds  of  the  churches  punctiliously — and  gave 
[iberaJij^  when  a  subscription  paper  for  any  eavi^e  ^^&  V^^- 
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But  for  all  ibiH,  he  kept  hearinic  thi?  bee*  of 
ig  about  him,  arid  ofton  felt  their  slmg. 

DBy  RfttT  liay,  liirough  it  all  he  never  alepl  until  in 
way,  by  mine  device,  through  aomc  tnimped  iip  esew 
seemed  plausible  enough  in  it«clf,  he  had  managed  to  • 
speak  to  Margaret  Fenn.  Whether  in  ber  offieo  in  the 
Heat  &  Power  Company's  bulldiiig  upon  a  buainev  e 
and  htf  made  plenty  of  xnch,  or  upon  the  utreet.  or 
court  boune,  whert'  .she  often  went  upon  mme  biuineai 
chief,  or  walking  borne  at  evening;,  or  coming  dciwn 
morning,  or  upon  rare  occanionK  mretini;  ber  cl 
for  a  moment,  or  whether  at  some  wx-ial  funrtion 
were  both  present — and  it  of  necessity  bad  to  be  a  large 
tion  in  that  even! — for  the  town  couM  n■^ri^^tc^  iia  dinapf 
of  the  woman  more  easily  than  it  coabi  put  its  oppi 
upon  the  man;  or  whether  be  spokr  to  her  juM  a  woi 
the  oidewalk  «.s  be  pawd  her  home,  always  he 
see  ber  Alwoys  be  hud  one  look  into  hrr  eym,  and  m 
lug  all  the  day,  nbe  wan  in  bia  thougbta  It  spent  d 
that  a  man  of  frreat  talentx  could  keep  the  tnarbtneiy  < 
nind  going  and  Htill  have  an  ever  pTewnt  ennacioum 
a  guilty  intrigue.  Vet  there  it  waa.  t.'ntil  he  hod  aaf 
and  H[)oken  to  Iter,  it  wa*t  hi.t  day'a  important  probi 
devne  some  way  to  bring  about  the  meeting  So  with 
tah  caution  and  ponderoua  cirenmlocution  and  irrafl  be 
about  bb  daily  work,  serene  in  the  aatiafflcliun  thai  b 
bctDK  «iocesBfuI  in  bin  elalwralr  dei^eil ;  rather  itloatii 
tinea  in  the  iniquity  of  one  in  bia  poflition  being  in  ao 
buitinoH.  He  wondered  what  the  people  would  nay  if 
really  knew  (h«  depths  of  bia  infamy,  and  when  be  Hnl 
a  poor  devil  for  aome  minor  crime,  he  would  often  walel 
aelf  aa  a  third  party  and  wonder  if  he  would  ever  aUu 
and  take  hta  aentencc.  Hut  be  had  no  fear  of  thaL 
little  drama  between  .ludiM!  Van  Dom.  the  prtMiner  i 
bar,  and  the  lover  of  Margarrt  Fenn,  wa*  for  hit  divi 
rather  than  for  hiH  inatnietion.  and  be  enjoyed  It 
artistic  travnty  u|>on  the  justice  he  waa  dispenainf. 

Thomaa  Van  Dom  believed  that  the  world  waa  fnfi 
nnmber  of  exceedingly  plcanuit  thinga  that  raigbt  b 
for  ibe  taking,  and  no  questiona  axked.     Si  when  be  ft 
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itiDg  of  gossip,  he  threw  back  his  head,  squared  his  face 
;he  wind,  put  an  extra  kink  of  elegance  into  his  raiment, 
gfater  crimp  into  his  smile  and  an  added  ardor  into  his 
s  greeting,  did  some  indispensable  judicial  favor  to  the 
q>ider  of  commerce  back  of  the  brass  sign  at  the  Traders 
ional^  defied  the  town,  and  bade  it  watch  him  fool  it. 
i  the  men  who  drove  the  express  wagons  knew  that  when- 
r  they  saw  Judge  Van  Dom  take  the  train  for  the  capital 
f  would  be  sure  to  have  a  package  from  the  capital  the 
t  day  for  Mrs.  Fenn;  sometimes  it  would  be  a  milliner's 
,  sometimes  a  jeweler's,  sometimes  a  florist's,  sometimes  a 
-goods  merchant's,  and  always  a  candy  maker's, 
kt  last  the  whole  wretched  intrifoie  dramatized  itself  in 
culminating  episode.  It  came  in  the  spring.  Dr.  Nes- 
had  put  on  his  white  linens  just  as  the  trees  were  in  their 
I  g«yety  of  foliage  and  the  spring  blooming  flowers  were 
heir  loveliest. 

fter  a  morning  in  the  dirt  and  grime  and  misery  and  in- 

ice  and  wickedness  that  made  the  outer  skin  over  South 

v*ey  and  Foley  and  Magnus  and  the  mining  and  smelter 

A  of  the  valley,  the  Doctor  came  driving  into  the  cool 

•y  <>f  Quality  Hill  in  Harvey  with  a  middle  aged  man's 

of  relief.     South  Harvey  and  its  neighbors  disheartened 

had  seen  Grant  Adams,  a  man  of  the  Doctor's  own 

by  birth,  hurryinjj  into  a  smelter  on  some  organization 

1  out  of  overalls  in  his  cheap,  ill-fitting  clothes,  be- 

U  heavy  featured,  dogged  and  rapidly  becoming  a  part 

industrial  dregs.     Grant  Adams  in  the  smelter,  pre- 

>d  with  the  affairs  of  that  world,  and  passing  definitely 

forever,  seemed  to  the  Doctor  symbolic  of  the  passing 

Vmeriea  he  understood  (and  loved),  into  an  America 

Touraged  him.     But  the  beauty  and  the  calm  and  the 

^Im-l>ordered  lawns  of  Har\'ey,  always  toned  up  his 

Here,  he  said  to  himself  was  the  thing  he  had  helped 

Here  was  the  town  he  had  founded  and  cherished. 

-e  the  people  whom  he  really  loved — old  neighbors, 

Is,  dear  in  associations  and  sweet  in  memories. 

in  a  cherubic  complaisance  with  the  whole  scheme 

iverse  that  the  white-elad  Doctor  jogged  up  VAxel 
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Street  behind  bis  maternal  sorrel  in  the  plwctoa,  to  let  hii 
noon  <ljiy  meal.     He  paiwed  the  Van  Uuni  home.     Its  bcmtr 
fltt(-d  iiiro  tbiH  inuod  aiitl  beckoned  to  liiiu.     For  ibe  ■>■■■ 
Lioy  of  sprjiiit  bloomed  in  llower  and  shrub  and  vijw  i 
fhordtmi  the  liouite  and  dambereil  over  lite  wide  boapHl 
Tbe  ^ay  rolor  nf  the  i>y>nti){  made  the  buuae  f 
fwel.     The  wide  lawn—itie  xtalely  trww,  the  tarti 
^called  to  hiA  bpart,  and  seeing  his  dauebter  upon 
^  the  IkHrtor  surrendered,  drew  up.  tied  the  hone  i 
(lliii|!  ulrkHK  the  walk  tn  the  bmad  Mmie  MepM,  wat 
I  bands  cayly  to  her  as  he  entne.     Little  Llla.  oomiBt^  hi 
Irom  kindorgarlen  and  bleattnf;  lhrou|th  llieboiiae  lamb^ 
^I'm  hungry,"  aaw  her  g^randfatber,  and  ran  dawn  tbe  I' 
9  meet  him.  foriretting  her  pant's. 

lie  lifted  her  hi^h  to  hlit  alinulder.  and  came  op  the  p 
teps  laughing:  "Mere  come  jesl  and  youthful  inllity. 
I  dear,"  and  Ntoopiii^  with  his  trratidehtid  in  hia  arma,  ki 
I  the  beauiifnl  wninan  before  him. 

"Someone  i»  miithty  aweet  this"  mominB."  and  tbenaa 
J  •  package  beaidc  her  aiiked:     "What's  thi<i — "  Umk'mfttt 
(«ddra«  and  tbe  aender'a  name.     "Some  one  been 
WW  dmaf*' 
The  ebild  pullinfr  at  her  motfaer'a  ahirta  renewed  ber  b 
Jor  food.     When  I.ilu  Imil  been  disponed  of  Laura  (at  by 
ISuber,  took  hia  fat.  pudgy  hand  and  siiid: 

"Father,  I  don't  know  what  to  do;  do  you  mind 
me  things  over  with  me.  I  auppwe  I  ahnuld  have  bni 
e  you  anyway  in  a  few  daj-s.  Have  we  time  to  go  dOH 
f  bottom  of  thlngii  nowl" 
'  She  looked  up  at  him  with  a  •eriniu,  tronhkd  faae,  i 
^tted  hta  hand.  He  felt  inatinctively  tbe  aliadow  that  i 
t  her  heart,  and  his  faee  may  bnvr  wineed.  Hbe  mw 
f  knew  without  aeeing.  tbe  tremor  in  bis  aouL 

"Poor  falhfr — but  voti  know  it  mu*t  eome  aometiae.    '. 
M  talk  it  all  out  nnw.^' 
He  nodded  hia  head.     He  did  nut  trust  hi*  roiec. 
"VVetl.  father  dear,"  abe  said  alowly.     Khe  noddad  tl 
tekaffe — a  long  dr«m  box  beaide  tbe  ponJi  putt. 

it  waa  flrnt  to  Iklargaret  Fenn.     It  came  here  bj  I 
iddritd  to  me.    There  were  tome  expi 


A  UTTLE  RASCAL  ON  THE  RACE  227 

iL     I  thought  it  was  for  me ;  I  thought  Tom  had  bought  it 

hr  me  yesterday,  when  he  was  at  the  capital,  so  I  opened  it. 

is  a  dress  pattern  in  it — ^yellow  and  black — colors  I 

eould  wear,  and  Tom  has  an  exciuisitc  eye  for  those 

and  also  there  is  a  pair  of  silk  stockings  to  match. 

Od  the  memoranda  pinned  on  these,  they  are  billed  to  Mrs. 

but  all  charged  to  Tom.    I  hadn't  opened  it  when  I 

the  expressman  to  Tom's  office  for  the  expresR  charges, 

when  he  Knds  the  package  has  been  delivered  here — we 

have  it  squarely  before  us. ' '    The  daughter  did  not  turn 

eyes  to  her  father  as  she  went  on  after  a  little  sigh  that 

like  a  catch  in  her  side : 

**So  there  we  are." 

The  Doctor  patted  his  foot  in  silence,  then  replied : 
**My  poor,  poor  child — my  poor  little  girl,     and  added 
with  a  heavy  sigh:    "And  poor  Tom — Laura — poor,  fool- 
ish, devil-ridden  Tom."    She  assented  with  her  eyes.    At 
the  end  of  a  pause  she  said  with  anguish  in  her  voice: 

'*  And  when  we  began  it  was  all  so  beautiful — so  beautiful 
~-eo  wonderful.  Of  course  I've  known  for  a  long  time — 
ever  since  before  Lila  came  that  it  was  slipping.  Oh,  father 
— I've  known:  I've  seen  every  little  giving  of  the  tit*  that 
bound  us,  and  in  my  heart  deep  down,  I*ve  known  all — all — 
eveni'thing — all  the  whole  awful  truth — even  if  I  have  not 
had  the  facts  as  you've  had  them — ^^uu  and  mother — 1  Kup- 
pc«e." 

••Von Ve  my  fine,  brave  girl,"  cried  her  father,  patting  her 
trembling  hand.     But  he  eould  speuk  no  further. 

"Oh,  no,  I'm  not  brave — I'm  not  brave/'  she  answered. 
"I'm  a  coward.  I  have  sat  by  and  wutehcd  it  all  slip  awuy, 
watched  him  getting  further  and  further  from  me.  saw  rny 
hold  clipping — slipping — slipping,  and  saw  him  getting  rest- 
less. I've  seen  one  awful — "  siie  paused.  Hhuddned,  and 
eried«  **0h,  you  know,  father,  that  other  dreadful  alVuir.  I 
nw  that  rise,  burn  itself  out  and  then  this  one — "  she  turned 
•vay  and  her  body  shook. 

In  a  minute  she  was  herself:  ''Tui  foolish  I  suppose,  but 
I've  never  talked  it  out  before.  I  wnii*t  do  it  again.  I'm 
all  right  now.*'     She  took  his  hands  and  eontinued : 

then,  tell  me — is  there  any  way  outt    What  shall 
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wt  do  to  be  saved — Tom  luid  Lila  and  IT"    Sbs 
"I'm  afraid —  Oh,  I  kuow,  I  know  1  don't  love 
mon.     How  (.■ould  I — bow  could  II     But  same  wif  i 
to  mother  him.     I  dun  *t  waut  to  Kee  him  4.'«t  clear 
kuow  this  womaii.     I  kuow  what  she  meann.     Let  ne 
you,  father.     For  two  years  ttbe'it  been  playing  witk 
like  a  cat     I  knew  it  when  she  began.     I  can't  «y  1 
knew  it ;  but  !  fell  it — felt  it  reflected  in  his  raooda,  mn 
nervous  and  feverish.     She's  been  torturing  him, 
ahe's  strong.     Also  sbe'n — she's  hiird.     Tinn  bun* 
mean  abe's  always  kept  the  upper  hand.     I  know  that 
■oul.     And  he's  stark,  raving  mad  somewhere  wHbin 
A  Ktorm  of  emot  Ion  shook  her  and  then  xbe  cried  . 
"And,  oh,  father,   I  want  to  rescue  him— not  Ibr  i 
Oh,  I  don't  love  him  any  more.     That's  all  KOOlk^H 
not  in  the  old  way,  1  don't,  but  he's  ao  aensitivM^I 
hurt.     And  nhc's  slowly  biiminn  him  alive.     It*^H 

The  little  pink  face  of  the  Doctor  began  to  b«Mi 
big  blue  eyes  began  to  look  through  narrow  alits  la  It 
litlit,  and  the  pudgy,  white-elail  tigiire  stood  erect 
daughter's  voice  broke  and  as  she  gripped  bernelf  tk* 
renciicd  his  bristling  pompadour  and  cried  in  w*^tk. 
him  bum — let  him  hurn,  girl — hell's  too  good  (or  bint 

ilia  voice  was  high  and  harsh  and  mercilem.  It  n 
tbc  woman's  poise  and  slie  shook  her  bead  sorrowfnUr 
resaned: 

"I  can't  bear  to  see  it:  I — T  want  to  shield  htm — I  i 
if  I  eon."  A  tremor  ran  through  her  agaio.  SImi 
holdofberself,  then  went  on  more  calmly.  "ButlUH 
goon  this  way.     Here  is  this  box — "  ^^| 

"Child— child,"  cried  the  Doctor  nngrily.  "TO^^I 
hoiDfr— right  home,"  be  piped  with  rising  wrvll^H 
home  (o  mother  and  ine." 

Tha  wife  shoc^  her  head  and  replied:  "No.  fiathar, 
the  easy  nwd.  I  munt  tske  the  hard  toad."  tier  & 
raobiln  face  showed  bis  pain  and  the  daughter  crM 
know,  father — I  know  bow  you  would  hare  stopped  I 
fore  1  ehoae  Ibis  way.  But  I  did  chooae  and  now  here  i 
and  here  ia  a  home — a  home — our  borne,  father,  and  I  a 
leav«  it.     Here  ia  my  duty,  here  in  this  faome,  tod  I  m» 
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iway.  I  must  work  out  my  life  as  it  is — as  before  Ood 
jiU—and  Tom — ^yes,  Tom,  father,  as  before  all  three,  I 
my  responsibility.  I  must  not  put  away  Tom — ^no  mat- 
Do  matter  how  I  feel — no  matter  what  he  has  done.  I 
I,"  «he  repeated.    *  *  I  won 't.  *  * 

e  father  turned  an  impatient  face  to  his  daughter,  and 
ted, "You  won't — you  won't  leave  that  miserable  cur — 
-that  woman  hunting  dog — won't  leave — " 
t  father's  rage  sputtered  on  his  lips,  but  the  daughter 
It  his  hand  as  it  was  beating  his  cane  on  the  floor. 
{),  father,"  she  said  gently,  **it*s  something  more  than y 
n  that's  wrong  with  Tom.  Women  are  merely  an  out-( 
•nd  visible  si^n — it's  what  he  believes — and  what  he 
living  his  creed — alwa3rs  following  the  material  thing, 
judge  I  thought  he  would  see  his  way — must  see  his  way 
insr  justice  here — "  She  looked  into  the  fume  stained 
bove  South  Harvey,  and  Foley  and  Magnus,  far  down 
alley,  and  tightened  her  grip  on  her  father's  hands, 
no— no,"  she  cried,  **Tom  doesn't  know  justice — he 
wes  the  law,  the  law  and  profits,  and  prosperity — only 
ernal  material.  He  sits  by  and  sees  the  company  settle 
ur  and  five  hundred  dollars  for  the  lives  of  the  men  it 
1  in  the  mine — yen,  more  than  sits  by — he  stands  at  the 
'f  justice  and  drives  the  widows  and  children  into  a  set- 
it  like  an  overseer.  And  he  and  Joe  Calvin  have  some 
f  real  estate  partnership —  Oh — I  know  it's  dishonest, 
ti  I  don't  know  how.  But  it  branches  so  secretly  into 
"rand  it  all  reaches  down  into  politics.  And  the  whole 
here,  father — Daniel  Sands  paying  for  politics,  payin^r 
vernment  that  makes  the  laws,  paying  for  mayors  and 
wrg  that  enforce  the  laws  and  paying  the  judges  to 
them  up — and  all  that  poverty  and  wretchedness  and 
JnesB  down  there  and  all  this  beauty  and  luxury  and 
ul  happiness  up  here.  It  s  all,  all  wrong,  father.*' 
t>ice  broke  again  in  sobs,  and  tears  were  running  down 
tfttks  as  she  continued.  **now  can  we  blame  Tom  for 
|ng  his  vows  to  me?  Where  are  all  our  vows  to  (lod  to 
jturtly  with  His  people — the  widows  and  orphans  and 
Clones,  father!"  She  looktnl  at  her  father  through 
^w*i  at  her  father,  whose  face  was  agape !     He  was  star- 
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wot«d.    But  for  all  this,  he  kept  heariag  the  beei  of  goi 
buzsing  uLwut  liJm,  tuid  ufteii  felt  their  sting. 

Day  alter  <\ay,  through  it  all  ht-  never  alept  ontil  i 
way,  by  fume  device,  through  Nome  trumped  up  ezoiL 
sevmetl  plauaiblp  ciiout^b  in  itM-lf.  he  had  managed  to  ■ 
ik  to  Margarpl  Fenn.     Whether  in  her  ofllce  m  tlw  | 
ft  Power  ('oiiipan.v'H  biiildir.^  npiin  n  biuiiru 
he  made  plenty  of  sueh.  or  upon  the  utrwt,  or  i 
bouse,  where  she  often  went  upon  wnne  Iiuoinn 
Wiiking  home  at  evenin/.  or  eomtn^  down  i 
apoo  rare  acoaatoni«  meeting  her  rlandcvtii 
■whether  at  some  sac'aX  funetion  whrretl 
t — and  it  of  neeestsiiy  bad  l«  bt-  ■  larv*  Ai 
tioD  in  that  event— for  the  town  conid  refn<itiT  its  diupi 
nf  the  woman  mnre  eiLtily  than  it  i-ouli)  put  ita  oppnj 
npon  the  man ;  or  whether  he  spoke  to  her  jnrt  a  y 
tho  tiidewalk  on  he  pamed  hrr  home,  always  fae  maiu 
aee  her.     Always  he  had  one  look  into  her  eyes,  and 
ing  all  the  day,  she  wan  in  hit  thnughlK     It  nevma  i 
that  a  man  of  great  talents  eould  keep  the  maehinety  < 
mind  going  and  still  have  an  ever  prettrni  etnucioi 
a  guilty  intrigue.     Yet  there  it  was.     I<ntil  be  bad  aei 
tnd  ipokon  to  hor,  it  wun  hi?«  davM  important  pmH 
deviM  flome  way  to  bring  about  the  meetin^r.      So  with 
ish  rautioD  and  pomlvrDatt  cirenmtninition  and  eraft  ht 
about  hta  daily  work,  aerene  in  the  luiliafactiiiu  that  I 
being  Bueecmful  in  bin  elaborate  deeeit;  rather  ghiati 
timra  in  the  inii^uity  of  one  in  hiK  position  beini;  i 
buiinax.     He  wondered  what  the  people  wimlil  mv  if 
really  knew  the  depths  of  his  infamy,  and  when  he  « 
a  poor  devil  for  aome  minor  erime,  he  would  often  wale] 
•elf  ai  a  third  party  and  wonder  if  be  would  ever  « 
and  take  bis  aentenoe.     Uiit  he  had  mi  fear  of  that. 
little  drama  between  .ludite  Van  Doni,  tlie  priwoer  I 
bar,  and  the  lover  of  Margaret  Fenn.  waa  for  bk  dlvi 
rather  than   for  hin  imitruetion,  and   be  enjoyed  it  I 
arliatlc  travesty  upon  the  jiwtiee  he  was  dupenainff. 

Thonaa  Van  Dom  believed  that  the  world  wu  111] 
nunbrr  of  exeeedin$:ly  pleaaant  things  that  migfat  I 
It^  the  taking,  and  tio  quevtiona  adced.     .So  when  be  f 
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bee  stin^  of  gossip,  he  threw  back  his  head,  squared  his  face 
to  the  wiud,  put  an  extra  kink  of  elegance  into  his  raiment, 
a  tighter  crimp  into  his  smile  and  an  added  ardor  into  his 
hale  greeting,  did  some  indispensable  judicial  favor  to  the 
old  spider  of  commerce  back  of  the  brass  sign  at  the  Traders 
National,  defied  the  town,  and  bade  it  watch  him  fool  it. 
But  the  men  who  drove  the  express  wagons  knew  that  whcn- 
erer  they  saw  Judge  Van  Dorn  take  the  train  for  the  capital 
they  would  be  sure  to  have  a  package  from  the  capital  the 
zk«xt  day  for  Mrs.  Fenn;  sometimes  it  would  be  a  milliner  *s 
l^x.  sometimes  a  jeweler's,  sometimes  a  florist's,  sometimes  a 
dry -goods  merchant's,  and  always  a  candy  maker's. 

At  last  the  whole  wretched  intrigue  dramatized  itself  in 
one  culminating  episode.  It  came  in  the  spring.  Dr.  Ncs- 
bit  had  put  on  his  white  linens  just  as  the  trees  were  in  their 
finvt  gayety  of  foliage  and  the  spring  blooming  flowers  were 
at  their  loveliest. 

After  a  morning  in  the  dirt  and  grime  and  misery  and  in- 
justice and  wickedness  that  made  the  outer  skin  over  South 
IIar\*ey  and  Foley  and  Magnus  and  the  mining  and  smelter 
towns  of  the  valley,  the  Doetor  cuiiie  driving  into  the  cool 
beauty  of  Quality  Hill  in  Harvey  with  a  midtlle  aged  man's 
**m»e  of  relief.  South  Harvey  and  its  neighbors  disheartened 
him. 

He  had  seen  Grant  Adams,  a  man  of  the  Doctor *s  own 
caate  by  birth,  hurrying  into  a  smelter  on  some  organization 
errand  out  of  overalls  in  his  cheap,  ill-titting  cl(»thes,  be- 
amed, heavy  featured,  doirged  and  rapidly  becoming  a  part 
of  the  industrial  dregs.  Grant  Adams  in  the  sniclter.  i^re- 
occupied  with  the  affairs  of  that  world,  and  passin«;  detinitely 
into  it  forever,  seemed  to  the  Doctor  symhi>lic  of  the  passing 
of  the  America  he  understood  (and  loveil\  into  an  AnuTica 
that  discouraged  him.  But  the  beauty  and  the  calm  and  the 
Ffstful  elm-bordered  lawns  of  Harvey,  always  toned  np  his 
spirits.  Here,  he  said  to  himself  was  the  thing  he  had  helped 
to'-reate.  Here  whs  the  town  he  had  fonmletl  and  cherished. 
Here  were  the  people  whom  he  really  loved— old  neighbors, 
old  friends,  dear  in  associations  and  sweet  in  meniorit*s. 

It  was  in  a  cherubic  complaisance  with  the  whole  seheme 
of  the  universe  that  the  white-clad  I)(X*tor  jogged  up  Kim 
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Street  behind  his  maternal  sorrel  in  ibe  phaeton,  to 
soon  <la.v  tncal.  lie  paaspcl  the  Vbd  Dorn  home.  Its 
flltMJ  into  IfaiH  mood  and  beckoned  to  him.  For  tfai 
joy  nf  spring  bloomed  in  Itowpr  and  itbrub  and  vi 
bordered  the  houw  and  clanibenrd  over  the  wide 
porch.  The  tray  colar  of  the  sprinir  made  the  hoia 
like  a  jewH.  The  wide  lawn — tlif  Htatrly  ire«i.  th« 
flnwi^ni  i-allpf)  to  liis  lii'arl,  and  fM^ing  hb  daiicbter  u| 
piazxa,  the  Doctor  KiirrenderFd.  drrw  uj).  tied  the 
enme  imlillinir  nlonn  the  w8lk  to  the  liroail  Mone  Rtepsi 
hw  band*  cayly  to  her  hh  lie  rnme.  Little  Ula,  eo 
from  kindergarten  and  blpatins  thmufch  tliebouK 
"I'm  biinery."  mw  lier  trra  ml  fattier,  and  ran  down  tl 
to  meet  him.  forirettin^c  ber  pantn- 

lie  lifted  Iier  hi^b  to  hm  Rboulder,  and  came  op 
stepa  lanfrhini;:  "Here  come  jest  and  youthful  iolli 
dear,"  and  xtiwipinf;  with  hix  urunilcliild  in  hi*  ai 
the  heantifiil  woman  before  him. 

"Some  one  i«  mifthty  swt^  thi*  mnmin£."  and  then 
a  pAckaite  tmido  her  anki'd:  "What's  this — "  kmkini 
addre«a  and  tbi>  aradrr'a  name.  "Some  one  been  gt 
new  drenf" 

The  ehild  pulling  at  her  motber't  skirts  renewed  IM 
for  food.  Wh*>n  l.ila  had  been  dispo«et1  of  Laura  aat 
filbrr.  look  his  fat.  pudgy  hand  and  asid: 

"Father,  I  don't  know  what  to  do;  do  you  mind  ' 
aone  things  ovpr  with  me.     1  suppoee  I  abonld  have  1 
see  you  anyway  in  a  few  day*.     Have  we  time  to  go 
the  bottom  nf  things  nowT" 

She  looked  up  at  him  with  a  aeriona,  tranblcd  Ct 
patted  bia  band.  He  felt  inatinctivHy  the  shadow  tl 
en  ber  Iteart,  and  his  face  may  hare  wineed.  She 
knew  without  aeeing,  the  tremor  in  hiH  kmiI. 

"Poor  father— but  yon  know  it  muat  eome  aooietiM 
oatalk  it  all  out  now.  ' 

He  nodded  his  htsd.     Tie  did  not  trust  hin  vnicc. 

"Well,  father  dear,"  she  said  slowly  She  nodded 
pat^Mge — a  long  dreas  box  beside  tlte  porch  poaL 

"That  was  nent  to  llargaret  Fenn.  It  eamc  bere  1 
take— addrcMwd  to  me.    There  were  tome  eipren 
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lought  it  was  for  me;  I  thought  Tom  had  bought  it 
resterday,  when  he  was  at  the  capital,  so  I  opened  it. 
I  a  dress  pattern  in  it — yellow  and  blacks-colors  I 
mid  wear,  and  Tom  has  an  exquisite  eye  for  those 
ind  also  there  is  a  pair  of  silk  stockings  to  match, 
memoranda  pinned  on  these,  they  are  billed  to  Mrs. 
ut  all  charged  to  Tom.    I  hadn't  opened  it  when  I 

expressman  to  Tom's  office  for  the  expresR  charges, 
n  he  finds  the  package  has  been  delivered  here — ^we 
ire  it  squarely  before  us. ' '    The  daughter  did  not  turn 

to  her  father  as  she  went  on  after  a  little  sigh  that 
ike  a  catch  in  her  side : 
here  we  are.*' 

K>ctor  patted  his  foot  in  silence,  then  replied : 
poor,  poor  child — my  poor  little  girl,     and  added 
heavy  sigh:    **And  poor  Tom — Laura — poor,  fool- 
il-ridden  Tom."    She  assented  with  her  eyes.    At 
of  a  pause  she  said  with  an^ish  in  her  voice : 

when  we  began  it  was  all  so  beautiful — so  beautiful 
nderful.  Of  course  l*ve  known  for  a  long  time — 
ce  before  Lila  came  that  it  was  slipping.  Oh,  father 
iuown;  I've  seen  every  little  giving  of  the  tie  that 
s,  and  in  my  heart  deep  down,  I've  known  all — all — 
n\s — all  the  whole  awful  truth — even  if  I  have  not 

facts  as  you've  had  them — ^}ou  and  mother — 1  sup- 

're  my  fine,  brave  girl/'  cried  her  father,  patting  her 
ig  hand.     But  he  could  speak  no  further, 
no,  I'm  not  brave — I'm  not  brave,"  she  answered, 
coward.     I  have  sat  by  and  watched  it  all  slip  away, 

him  getting  further  and  further  from  me,  saw  my 
>ping — slipping — slipping,  and  .saw  him  getting  resi- 
ve  seen  one  awful — ''  she  paased,  shuddered,  and 
Oh,  you  know,  father,  that  other  dreadful  atl'air.     I 

rise,  burn  itself  out  and  then  this  one — "  she  turned 
d  her  body  shook. 

oinute  she  was  herself:  ''I'm  foolish  I  suppose,  but 
rer  talked  it  out  before.     1  won't  do  it  again.     I'm 

now."     She  took  bus  hands  and  eontinueil : 
%  then,  tell  me — is  there  any  way  out!     What  shall 


w<>  da  to  be  saved — Tom  and  Lila  and  M"  She 
"I'm  afmid —  Oh,  I  know,  1  know  I  don't  love  tarn  t 
more,  liaw  trould  I — how  could  IT  liut  name  way  1  mt 
to  mother  hiui.  I  don't  want  to  see  him  (ict  clear  down, 
know  this  woman.  I  know  what  nIiv  nieiinN.  ljr\  nw  ul 
you,  father.  I-'or  two  years  she's  beeu  playinfc  with  Tm 
like  a  cat  I  knew  it  wlieu  she  began.  1  can 't  Bay  bene 
knew  it :  but  I  felt  it — felt  it  reflected  in  hiR  moodii,  mw  I 
nervous  and  feverish.  She's  been  torturing  him,  t»lht 
she's  stroni;.  Also  she's — she's  hard.  Tom  bunt— wd 
mean  she's  always  kept  the  upper  hand.  I  know  that  in 
Hoiil.  And  he's  stark,  ravin);  mtul  somewhere  within  bil 
A  Fitarm  of  emotion  shook  her  and  then  she  cried  pawdoBrt 
"And,  oh,  father.  I  want  to  resene  him — not  for  myt 
Oh,  I  don't  love  him  any  more.  That's  all  none.  At  k 
Dot  in  the  old  way,  I  don't,  bnt  he's  so  sensitive — m  cam 
hurt.     And  she's  slowly  burning  him  alive.     It's  awfoL 

The  little  pink  face  of  the  Doctor  began  to  harden. 

big  blue  eyes  began  to  look  through  narrow  slits  in  hmi 

liilH,   and   the   pudgy,   white-clad   fipure  otood   erect.    ' 

daughter's  voice  broke  and  as  she  grip[>ed  bentelf  the  bl 

L  reached  his  bristling  pompndour  and  cried  in  wrath,  " 

■3lim  bum — let  faim  bum.  girl — bcD's  too  iK>od  for  hin!" 

■  llis  voiee  was  high  and  harsh  and  merciless.     It  rcaU 

■  the  woman's  poise  and  she  shook  her  bead  sorrowfully  w 
■']Ksamed : 

I      "I  can 't  bear  tn  see  it ;  I — I  want  to  shield  him — I  mU 

■  U  I  can."  A  tremor  ran  through  her  again.  Sh«  cM 
Bhold  of  herself,  then  went  on  more  calmly.  "But  things  a 
I  go  on  this  way.  Here  is  this  hox — " 
I  "Child — i^bild,"  cried  the  Doctor  angrily,  "yoo  Gome 
V  home — right  home,"  be  piped  with  rising  wrath. 
B  borne  to  mother  and  me." 

I  The  wife  shook  her  head  and  replied :  "No,  father, 
■jtbB  easy  road.  I  must  take  the  bard  road."  Her  fi 
■MI^IIa  Iim  ibowed  hi-i  pain  and  the  daughter  cried 
^BMHi||ttttiA^4  know  how  you  would  have  stopped  ne 
^■MyEflMviMi  way.  Hut  I  did  choose  and  now  here  i*  ' 
^H^^nbalMMne — a  home — our  home,  father,  and  I  ni 
^^^H|>''  HenUmy  dut7,\KT«'uiVb]a\iB!»M,wadlmaitDBl 
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■on  away.  I  must  work  out  my  life  as  it  is — as  before  God 
ind  Lila — ^and  Tom — ^yes,  Tom,  father,  as  before  all  three,  I 
lave  my  responsibility.  I  must  not  put  away  Tom — ^no  mat- 
er— ^no  matter  how  I  feel — no  matter  what  he  has  done.  I 
von  % ' '  she  repeated.    *  *  I  won 't. ' ' 

The  father  turned  an  impatient  face  to  his  daughter,  and 
;«torted,  **You  won't — ^you  won't  leave  that  miserable  cur — 
liat — ^that  woman  hunting  dog — ^won't  leave — " 

The  father's  rage  sputtered  on  his  lips,  but  the  daughter 
sanght  his  hand  as  it  was  beating  his  cane  on  the  floor. 
*Stop,  father,"  she  said  gently,  **it's  something  more  than y 
iromen  that's  wrong  with  Tom.  Women  are  merely  an  out-f 
irard  and  visible  sign — it's  what  he  believes — and  what  he 
does,  living  his  creed — always  following  the  material  thing. 
As  a  judge  I  thought  he  would  see  his  way — ^must  see  his  way 
to  bring  justice  here — "  She  looked  into  the  fume  stained 
sky  above  South  Harvey,  and  Foley  and  Magnus,  far  down 
the  valley,  and  tightened  her  grip  on  her  father's  hands. 
**But  no — no,"  she  cried,  **Tom  doesn't  know  justice — ^he 
only  sees  the  law,  the  law  and  profits,  and  prosperity — only 
the  eternal  material.  He  sits  by  and  sees  the  company  settle 
for  four  and  five  hundred  dollars  for  the  lives  of  the  men  it 
wasted  in  the  mine — yes,  more  than  sits  by — he  stands  at  the 
door  of  justice  and  drives  the  widows  and  children  into  a  set- 
tlement like  an  overseer.  And  he  and  Joe  Calvin  have  some 
sort  of  real  estate  partnership —  Oh — I  know  it's  dishonest, 
though  I  don't  know  how.  But  it  branches  so  secretly  into 
the  law  and  it  all  reaches  down  into  politics.  And  the  whole 
order  here,  father — Daniel  Sands  paying  for  politics,  paying 
for  government  that  makes  the  laws,  paying  for  mayors  and 
governors  that  enforce  the  laws  and  paying  the  judges  to 
back  them  up — and  all  that  poverty  and  wretchedness  and 
Wickedness  down  there  and  all  this  beauty  and  luxury  and 
Etiaterial  happiness  up  here.  It's  all,  all  wrong,  father." 
fter  voice  broke  again  in  sobs,  and  tears  were  running  down 
ler  cheeks  as  she  continued.  **How  can  we  blame  Tom  for 
^olating  his  vows  to  me?  Where  are  all  our  vows  to  God  to 
ieal  justly  with  His  people — the  widows  and  orphans  and 
lelpless  ones,  father!"  She  looked  at  her  father  through 
ler  tears,  at  her  father,  whose  face  was  agape \    H^  n^^a  ^^x- 
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mg  into  the  wistaria  vines  as  oiio  who  bbw  hui  world  a 
A  quk'k  bolt  of  Hymiintliy  xliot  tlirough  tb«  daugbteri 
She  patted  his  limp  hands  und  siiid  isoftl>-,  "80 — £1 
mustn't  leave  Tom.  He»  a  p<K)r,  weak  creature — I 
stick — and  because  I  know  it — I  nnisl  stay  with  biffll 

Behind  the  screen  of  matter,  the  lusty  fatea  were 
at  the  Kvrt'wx  of  the  nurk,  "Pull  hard«r,"  uied  t 
fate;  "the  little  old  pt)t-brllicd  rascal — make  him  see  i 
him  see  how  he  wshkhI  hi-r  aguinsl  the  Evnnptuna,  bat 
diaease  that  was  festerini;  her  lover  'a  houI  '. ' ' 

"Turn  yotirself,"  L-ried  thv  soeund,  "make  tbe  A 
•weat  ait  he  itecs  liow  bf  has  been  delivertni;  lawa  in  I 
to  grind  iniquity  through  Tom  Van  Uoru's  milll  ' 
ture,  turn  you  lout!" 

"And  you,"  cried  the  third  fate  at  the  serew  to  tl 
"twiHt  that  heart-string,  twist  it  hard  when  he  sees  hit 
tor'a  broken  faee  and  hcnm  her  solibiogl" 

Hut  the  iiiixela,  the  pitying  angels,  locnened  tbe  « 
ibo  rack  with  their  gentle  tears. 

As  tbe  taut  threads  of  the  rock  slaekened,  ba  bfl 
aoft  voice  of  liis  daughter  aayiug:  "But  of  coune,  l| 
inportani  thinn  is  Lila — not  that  she  meana  a  gresfc^ 
him  now.  lie  doean't  care  raueh  for  chUdion.  Us* 
want  them — chddreii."  , 

Klie  turned  upon  her  father  and  with  angDyiiMl  «i 
with  all  her  denied  matherbond,  abe  erud:  **0,  fl 
1  want  them — lota  of  them — arms  full  of  then  all  Uk« 

Sbeilretcbed  oat  her  anna.  "Ob.  it's  been  so  hmt^ 
my  youth  paining,  atid  only  one  child— 1  wanted  I 
boaw  full  I  'm  strong ;  I  could  bear  tbem.  1  daail 
anjrthing — I  jukt  want  my  babies — my  babiti  thi^ 
have  eome. ' ' 

And  then  the  pililna  fates  turned  tbe  aetewa  o(  ^ 
again  and  the  father  burst  forth  in  bia  vain  grief,  1 
high,  wift,  womnn'M  voiee.  "I  wonder — 1  woodpr — II 
what  liod  ha«  in  waiting  for  you  to  make  op  for  Uua;| 

Before  she  could  answer,  the  telepbooe  bdl  nuM 
wife  Blepped  to  th»  iiulrutuent.     "Well,"  ahe  Hid  ij 
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le  back.  *'The  hour  has  stmck;  the  expressman  went  to 
n  for  the  express  charges;  he  knows  the  package  is  here 
L,"  she  added  after  a  sigh,  ''he  knows  that  I  know  all 
lut  it.*'  She  even  amiled  rather  sadly,  "So  he  s  coming 
his  wheeL'' 


CHAPTER  XXn 

IK  WHICH  TOM  VAN  DOBN  BIOOMB  A  WATPABDW  MAM  iU 

THE  father  roia.    His  head  was  east  down.    He  psh 
a  Tine  earling  about  the  pordi  floor  with  his  eaas. 
''I  wonder,  my  dear/'  he  spoke  slowly,  and  mH 
great  gentleness,  "if  maybe  I  shouldn't  talk  with 
before  yon  see  him." 

He  eontinned  to  poke  the  vine,  and  looked  up  at  the 
ter  sadly.    ''Of  course  there's  Lila;  if  it  is  best  lor 
why  that's  the  thing  to  do— I  presume." 

''But  father,"  broke  in  the  daughter,  "Tom  and  I 

But  he  entreated,  ''Won*t  you  let  me  talk  with  Tomt  1 
half  an  hour — I  *11  ^'o.  You  and  Lila  slip  over  to  mother 
for  half  an  hour— come  back  at  half  past  twelve.  Ill  tt 
him  where  you  are." 

The  mother  and  child  had  disappeared  around  the  eon 
of  the  house  when  the  click  of  Van  Dom's  bicycle  on  tl 
curbing  told  tiie  Doctor  that  the  young  man  was  upon  i 
walk.  The  package  from  the  capital  still  lay  beude  tl 
porch  column.  The  Doctor  did  not  lift  his  eyes  from  it  i 
the  younsror  man  came  hurrying  up  the  steps,  lie  m 
flu8he<l,  bright-eyed,  a  little  out  of  breath,  and  his  blaek  wk 
of  hair  was  damp.  On  the  top  step,  he  looked  up  and  ■ 
the  Doctor. 

''It's  all  ri^^ht,  Tom— I  understand  things."  The  Dl 
tor*8  eyes  turne<l  to  the  parcel  on  the  Hoor  between  thcsL 

The  Doctor's  voice  was  soft ;  his  manner  was  gentle,  and! 
Iifte<l  -his  blue,  inquiring  eyes  into  the  young  Judge *a  ra 
less  black  ones.  Dr.  Nesbit  put  a  fatherly  hand  on  the  yM 
man'R  arm,  and  said:  "Shall  we  sit  down,  Tom,  and  tl 
stock  of  thinpt  and  see  where  we  stand  t  Woaldn*t  that 
a  good  idea?** 

They  sat  down  and  the  younger  man  eyed  the  padm 
turned  it  over,  looked  at  the  address  nervoimly,  pulled  d 
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iche  as  he  sank  back,  while  the  elder  man  was  saying : 
Heve  I  understand  you,  Tom — ^better  than  any  one  else 

world  understands  you.    I  believe  you  have  not  a  bet- 
lend  on  earth  than  I  right  at  this  minute." 
^  Judge  turned  around  and  said  in  a  disturbed  voiee, 
I  sure  that's  the  Qod's  truth,  Doctor  Jim."    Then  after 

he  added,  *'And  this  is  what  I've  done  to  you!" 
nd  will  keep  right  on  doing  to  me  as  long  as  you  live, 

the  elder  man,  twitching  his  mouth  and  nose  con- 
uously. 

I  long  as  I  live,  I  fancy,"  repeated  the  other.    In  the 
the  young  man  put  his  hands  to  his  hips  and  his  chin 

(  breast  as  he  slouched  down  in  the  chair  and  asked: 
!re  8  Laura  f" 

irer  at  her  mother's,"  replied  the  father.  ** Nobody 
Dtemipt  us — and  so  I  thought  we  could  get  down  to 
roots  and  talk  this  thing  out." 

^  Judge  crossed  his  handsome  ankles  and  sat  looking  at 
im  toes. 

suppose  that  idea  is  as  good  as  any. "  He  put  one  long, 
hairy  hand  on  the  short,  fat  knee  beside  him  and  said : 
whole  trouble  with  our  Protestant  religion  is  that  we 
DO  confessor.  So  some  of  us  talk  to  our  lawyers,  and 
)f  us  talk  to  our  doctors,  and  in  extreme  unction  we  talk 
r  newspapers." 

grinned  miserably,  and  went  on:  ''But  we  all  talk  to 
one,  and  now  I'm  going  to  talk  to  you — talk  for  once, 
r,  right  out  of  my  soul — if  I  have  one." 
rose  nervously,  obeying  some  purely  physical  impulse, 
hen  sat  down  again,  with  his  hands  in  his  thick,  black 
ind  his  elbows  on  his  bony  knees. 

II  right,  Tom,"  piped  the  Doctor,  **go  ahead." 

^eH  then,"  he  began  as  he  looked  at  the  floor  before 
'do  you  suppose  I  don't  know  that  you  know  what  I'm 
t  Do  you  think  I  don't  know  even  what  the  town  is 
ig  about t  Lord,  man,  I  can  feel  it  like  a  scorching 
Wl^y,"  he  exclaimed  with  emotion,  "feeling  the  hearts 
Q  m  my  job.  I've  been  at  it  for  fifteen  years — " 
bnrice  off  and  looked  up.  ' '  How  could  I  get  up  before 
r  and  feel  them  out  man  by  man  as  I  talked  if  I  wasn't 
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MiwitiTe  to  theae  things t  You've  Men  me  nul 
when  I  WHS  in  the  pnclii^e.  Huw  euuld  1  make 
I  riidn't  fwl  like  coinn  mj-HcIf,  You're  «  doctur 
that.  I'poplo  forget  what  I  am — what  •  thoumkd 
instruineul  I  am.  Now,  Doctor  Jim,  let  me  tdl  y 
thing.  Tliis  is  the  bottom  hard  pan  of  the  tmUii  I 
b^fiire  really  oar«d  for  tbew  women — these  otber 
— when  I  got  them.  Bat  1  do  care  for  the  chase,  I 
for  ihe  risk  of  it — for  the  exkiUratian  of  it — tot  tl 
of  it!" 

The  Doctor's  mouth  twitchnl  and  be  took  a  braatl 
about  to  speak.    Van  Dora  stopped  him:    "Don't 
Doo  Jin — l«t  me  uiy  it  all  out.    I  'n  rouug.    I  love  the 
light  and  tbe  stani  and  I  never  go  through  a  wood 
not  aec  tryittint;  plnces  there — and  I  never  sec  a  gre 
of  prairi*.-  under  the  sunahine  that  1  do  not  put  in  a 
woman  nnd  ^o  fullowiiig  hvr — not  for  her — Doctor  Jil 
for  the  juy  of  pursuit,  for  the  thrill  of  uDcoverioc  a 
naked  soul,  and  the  overw helming  dunger  of  it.     God- 
I've  atood  afraid  to  breathe,  tlattened  against  a  wai 
beard  tbe  maa-bea«t  growl  and  sniff,  hunting  mc     I 
love  aud  be  loved;  but  not  le*a  du  I  luve  to  bunt 
hunted.     I've  bidden  under  tn-ra,  I've  skulked  in  th 
owa.  I've  walked  boldly  in  tbe  nuiUigbt  with  my  life 
hand  to  nie«l  a  WDitwurtt  eyeN,  to  fcrl  ber  guilljr  i' 
my  artna.     Ob,  Doetor  Jim.  you  don 't  uoderttand  I 
my  blood  that  the  moon  makex  shining  throogli  tba  1 
the  water,  with  great,  ahadowy  gladca,  and  the 
tow  brih  Ear  away,  and  a  woman  afraid  of  rae — and  I 
ol  baiv-^iid  nothing  but  the  stars  aiid  the  night  betmt 

He  roee  and  bcuan  pacing  tbe  piaam  ai  be  eootiniMd 
ing.  "It's  alwaya  been  so  with  me — as  early  aa  my  b( 
it  was  so.  I  nflen  wake  in  the  lonely  nigbt*  and 
of  them  all  over  again — tbe  days  and  nigbta,  tbe  | 
women  who  have  Baahed  bright  and  radiant  into 
Over  and  over  atniin.  I  rvpeat  to  my  soul  th«ir  naa 
and  over  I  live  the  hours  we  have  H|>eut  together.  tlM< 
the  delights,  the  cruel  mtorry  of  it  all  and  then  at  Uwl 
tbe  KrttA.  at  the  corner  of  a  room,  in  the  wiiddac  •( 
I  aaa  aaotbcr  taae.  it  looks  a  chaUrage  at  ma  aw  II 
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on  the  high  road  of  another  romance.  I've  got  to  go  I  It's 
part  of  my  life;  it's  the  pulse  of  my  blood." 

He  stood  excited  with  his  deep,  beady,  black  eyes  burning 
and  his  proud,  vain  face  flushed  and  his  hands  a-tremble. 
The  Doctor  saw  that  he  was  in  the  midst  of  a  physical  and 
mental  turmoil  that  could  not  be  checked. 

Van  Dom  went  on:  **And  then  you  and  my  friends  ask 
me  to  quit.  Laura,  God  help  her — she  naturally — "  he  ex- 
claimed. ''But  is  the  moon  to  be  blotted  out  for  mef  Are 
the  night  winds  to  be  mufiSed  and  mean  no  more  than  the 
scraping  of  a  dead  twig  against  a  rusty  wire?  Are  flowers 
to  lose  their  scent,  and  grass  and  trees  and  birds  to  be  blurred 
and  turned  drab  in  my  eyes?  How  do  you  think  I  live, 
mant  How  do  you  think  I  can  go  before  juries  and  audi- 
ences and  make  them  thrill  and  clench  their  fists  and  cry  like 
children  and  breathe  with  my  emotions,  if  I  am  to  be  stone 
dead  T  Do  you  think  a  wooden  man  can  do  that  ?  Try  Joe 
Calvin  with  a  jury — what  does  he  accomplish  with  all  his 
virtue t  He  hasn't  had  an  emotion  in  twenty  years.  A 
pretty  woman  looking  at  Joe  in  a  crowd  wouldn't  say  any- 
thing to  him  with  her  eyes  and  dilating  nostrils  and  the  swish 
of  her  body.  And  when  he  gets  before  a  jury  he  talks  the 
law  to  them,  and  the  facts  to  them,  and  the  justice  of  the 
ease  to  them.  But  when  I  used  to  stand  up  before  them, 
they  knew  I  was  weak,  human  mud.  They  had  heard  all  the 
itories  on  me.  They  knew  me,  and  some  of  them  despised 
me,  and  all  of  them  were  watching  out  for  me,  but  when  I 
reached  down  in  my  heart  and  brought  up  the  common  clay 
of  which  we  all  are  made  and  molded  it  into  a  man  or  an 
event  before  their  eyes,  then — by  God  they  came  to  me.  And 
yet  you've  been  sitting  there  for  years,  Doctor  Jim  Nesbit 
and  saying  *Tom — Tom,  why  don't  you  quit?'  " 

He  was  seated  now,  talking  in  a  low,  tense  voice,  looking 
the  Doctor  deeply  in  the  eyes,  and  as  he  paused,  the  perspira- 
tion stood  out  upon  his  scarred  forehead,  and  pink  splotches 
appeared  there  and  the  veins  of  his  temples  were  big  and 
blue.  The  Doctor  turned  away  his  eyes  and  said  coldly: 
•'There's  Laura — Tom — Laura  and  little  Lila." 

**Yes,"  he  groaned,  rising.     ** There  are  Laura  and  Lila." 

He  thrust  his  hands  deeply  into  his  poeVe\^  ^xv^  Vi^;iV^5)L 
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down  at  the  Doctor  and  sneered.  "There's  the  trmp  tlai 
snapped  and  took  a  paw,  and  I'm  supposed  to  lick  it  mad  ImI 
it  and  to  cherish  it,"  J 

He  shuddered,  and  continued:  "For  once  I'll  speak  o^ 
tell  it  all.  I'll  not  be  a  hypoerite  in  thi»  hour,  thuuyh  cnB 
aft«r  I  may  lie  and  cringe.  There  are  Laura  and  LiU  u4( 
here  am  I.  And  out  beyond  is  the  wind  in  the  clou  mnd  Ik* 
sunshine  upon  the  grass  and  the  moving  odor  of  flower*— 
Dowers  that  are  blushing  with  the  joy  of  nature  in  ber  giwt 
perennial  romance — and  there's  Laura  and  Lila  and  btfl 
am  1." 

His  passion  was  ebbing;  his  face  was  hardening  into  M 
wonted  vain,  artilioial  contour,  his  eyes  were  losing  ti>eir  diki 
tion,  and  he  was  sitting  rather  limply  in  his  chair,  mri^ 
into  space.     The  Doctor  came  at  him.  ' 

"You're  a  fool.  You  had  your  fling-,  you're  mlongia  jo^ 
thirlie^  nearly  forty  now  and  it's  time  to  atop."  IM 
younger  man  could  not  regain  the  height,  but  he  ootUd  ll"" 
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lived  who  could.  You  may  get  away  with  your  love  affairs, 
and  no  one  be  the  wiser :  you  may  make  a  crooked  or  dirty 
million  on  a  stock  deal  and  no  one  be  the  wiser;  but  you*il 
bear  the  marks  to  the  prrave." 

*'So."  mocked  the  sneering  voice  of  the  young  Judge, 
"I  suppase  you*II  carry  the  marks  of  all  the  men  you've 
bought  up  in  this  town  for  twenty  years." 

**  Yes,  Tom,"  returned  the  Doctor  pitifully,  as  he  rose  and 
flood  beside  the  preening  young  man,  ''I'll  carry  'em  to  the 
ffive  with  me,  too;  I've  had  a  few  stripes  to-day." 

•'Well,  anyway,"  retorted  Van  Dorn,  pulling  his  hat  over 
his  eyes,  restlessly,  **you're  entitled  to  what  you  get  in  this 
life.  And  I'm  going  to  get  all  I  can,  money  and  fun,  and 
ererything  else.  Morals  are  for  sapheads.  The  preacher's 
Ufid  says  I  cairt  have  certain  things  without  His  cracking 
d»wn  on  me.  Watch  me  beat  Him  at  his  own  game."  It 
VIA  all  a  make-believe  and  the  Doctor  saw  that  the  real  man 
WIS  gone. 

"Tom,"  sighe<l  the  Doctor,  ** here's  the  practical  question 
^vou  realize  what  all  this  means  to  Laura?     And  Lila — 

m 

»hy.  Tom.  can't  you  see  what  it's  going  to  mean  to  lier — 
ti>  all  of  us  as  the  years  go  by?" 

Their  eyes  mrt  and  turned  to  the  parcel  on  the  floor. 
"You  can't  afford — well,  that  sort  of  thiuir,"  the  Docior 
pant^hoil  the  parcel  contemptuously  with  his  cane.  '*lt's  all 
bad  enough,  Tom,  hut  that  way  lies  licll!" 

Van  I)om  turned  upon  the  Doctor,  and  si|uared  his  jaw 
*n«l  said:  **\Vt»n  thi*n — that's  the  way  I'm  jr«Mng — tliat 
*av"' — he  nodded  toward  the  pai'ka^^e---'*iics  ro:iiaiu*e  for 
fce!  There  is  the  road  to  the  oniv  iov  1  shall  rvi*r  kiinw  in 
thi«  earth.  Then.»  lies  life  and  beauty  and  all  that  1  livo  fnr, 
ud  I'm  going  that  way." 

The  Jud^'e  met  the  father's  beseerhin*^'  faee.  with  an  angry 
flare — detiant  and  insolent. 

The  DfK'tor  had  no  time  to  n*ply.  There  wa^  a  ^tir  in  the 
lKm«i^.  and  a  child's  steps  came  running'  thronirh  the  hall. 
LiU  •»t«>p}>e<l  on  the  poreh,  hesitatinjj  her  ween  tlie  two  men. 
The  Dwtor  put  out  liis  arins  for  her.     \'an   Dnrn  casually 

ich-iid  out  his  hand.     She  ran  to  ht-r  father  and  erie<l.  *'  I'p 
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— Oad4y — lip."  and  juniped  to  his  Hbouldn*  m  he  tM 
The  X>ocU>r  walked  clown  the  eXcpu  aa  his  dsogbtar  «i 
of  the  door. 

The  mail  and  Itie  wiimuii  looked  al  one  awMber,  bot 
lp«ak.     The  father  put  the  child  down  and  anid: 

"Now,  Lila,  run  with  t^raiid|m  oiid  tfri  «  eookf 
gnnay  wJiili?  your  mother  and  1  Udk." 

Ahti  looked  up  at  him  with  hvr  blu«'  cytm  and 
patrkcred  little  face.  HwallowtHl  her  disappr)inti>d 
tnidttnl  down  the  rtvpH  after  thi;  whitendad  grsndfatkl 
was  iintyiug  bu  horse. 

When  the  child  and  the  graodfatbar  were  gone  th 
■aid  in  a  deail.  emolioulcw  voicf,  looking  at  the  parcel 
floor.  ■■Well.  Tom!" 

"Well.  Ljium,"  b«  repeated,  "that's  about  tbe  aue  < 
there  it  is — and  j-ou  know  oil  about  it.  1  ahall  not  lit 
tioM.     It  '■  not  worth  while — now. ' ' 

The  woman  Rat  in  a  ptm^h  chair.  The  man  baitata 
ah«  mid:  "Sit  down,  Tom.  I  don't  know  what  to 
what  to  aay,"  ahe  be((ttn.  "If  then-  wm:  junt  yoa  m 
to  consider,  I  snppoM  I  'd  aay  we'd  have  to  'luiL  But  I 
Lila.  She  ia  berv  and  iihe  doca  tove  you — and  abe  h 
right — the  greatest  ri^bt  in  the  world  to — well,  to  im 
boow,  and  a  home  meana  a  father  and  a  mother"  Tfe 
roae.  He  put  bia  bands  iu  bia  eoat  pockets  and  atood 
pori'h  column,  makinx  no  reply. 

The  wife  <>oniinued.  "'I  can't  e^-en  speak  of  what  y« 
done  Id  me,  Tom.  Uul  it  will  hurt  when  I'm  an  oldwi 
I  want  to  hide  my  face  from  erery  one — even  Inm 
when  1  think  of  what  you  have  aaed  ne  for." 

lie  dropped  iiiio  tbe  chair  bcMMle  her,  InokHtf  at  llM 
Iler  voiee  had  stirred  some  chon)  to  his  thuuwod-ati 
heart,     tie  rcaebed  out  a  hand  lo  brr. 

"So,  Tom,"  Mid  the  wife.  "|  don't  wont  your  pity. 

"No,  Laura,"  tho  husband  mumed  (|uick)y,  *'■ 

don't  need  my  pity;  it's  not  pity  tbsl  I  am  tr>-iiiK  I 

yoa.     I  only  wiofant  you  to  listrn  lo  what  I  ha<re  to 

Tha  wife  lookrd  at  her  bmdnod  for  a  srcond  in  fear 

^^^nnbiDdMl  what  he  was  about  to  utter,    lie  ton 

^^^^^hfrom  her  and  went  on:    "It  woa  a  miotoka,  | 
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mare  of  a  mistake — my  mistake — all  my  mistake— but 
last  an  awful  mistake.  We  couldn't  make  life  go.  All 
ras  foredoomed,  Laura,  and  now — ^now — "  his  eyes  were 
the  parcel  on  the  floor,  ''here  I  am  sure  1  have  found 
bing  my  life  needs.  And  it  is  my  life — ^my  life.''  He 
iiis  wife  go  pale,  then  flush;  but  he  went  on.  ''After 
;  is  one's  own  life  that  commands  him,  and  nothing  else 
e  world.  And  now  I  must  follow  my  destiny." 
tat,  Tom,"  asked  the  wife,  "you  aren't  going  to  this 
in  t  You  aren  't  going  to  leave  us  t  You  surely  won 't 
i  ap  this  home — ^not  this  home,  Tomt" 
e  man  hesitated  before  answering,  then  spoke  directly: 
lust  follow  my  destiny — work  it  out  as  I  see  it.  You 
no  right,  no  one  has  any  right— even  I  have  no  right  to 
iromiie  with  my  destiny.  I  live  in  this  world  just 
!" 

Jut  what  is  your  destiny,  Tomt"  answered  the  wife, 
ive  me  out  of  it :  but  aren 't  the  roots  you  have  put  down 
is  home,  this  career  you  are  building ;  our  child's  normal 
ood  with  a  father's  care — aren't  these  the  big  things 
>ar  destiny  t  Lila's  life — growing  up  under  the  shame 
follows  a  child  of  parents  divorced  for  such  base  reasons 
beset  Lila's  life  is  surely  a  part  of  your  destiny, 
ly,  surely  you  have  no  rights  apart  from  her  and  hers!" 
is  quick  mind  was  ready.  "I  have  my  own  life  to  live, 
»wn  destiny  to  follow ;  my  individual  equation  to  solve,  1/ 
for  me  nothing  exists  in  the  universe.  As  for  my  career.f 
i  take  care  of  that.  That's  mine  also!" 
le  wife  threw  out  an  appealing  hand.  "Tom,  I  can't 
wanting  to  pick  you  up  and  shield  you.  It  will  be  aw- 
-awful — that  thing  you  are  tr>'ing  to  go  into.  You've 
ys  chosen  the  material  thing — the  practical  thinpr — and 
-she's  a  practical  woman.  Oh,  Tom — I'm  not  jealous — 
i  bit.  If  I  thought  she  would  enrich  your  soul — if  I 
eht  she  would  give  you  what  Tve  wanted  to  give  you — 
:  I've  prayed  God  night  after  night  to  let  me  give  you — 
take  even  Lila  and  go  away  and  give  you  your  chance 
i  love  such  as  I  've  had.     Can  you  see,  Tom,  I  ni  not  jeal- 

I'm  not  even  angry." 
e  tamed  upon  her  suddenly  and  said:     "You  don't 
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ftMv  what  yoa'n  Ulkinf  abont.    ftiijBM    ita  Mte  ■• 

IInII  oiridi  ne  u  yon  otU  it  aU  rifM.    1%  mn  •(  ttn 

"No,  Tom,"  Mid  tbe  wife  quMtlf,  "Aell  not  «uMi  r 

■otipiritiMUy.    No  OM  am  do  thi»    ftif  wiy  oafc    IIm 

I  tnm  wiUiin.    I're  pound  »/  wry  hmt  •«  71 


1  it  with  bar  fMB  is  kw  a 

'  aba  faltarcd,  "Tom    I  am  fi^Bf  to  mtk»  • 
ior  Lila'a  aaka  wottt  yon  pot  n  aU  awKjr— Mj 
fanddered.    "ItfakilKiigaMwyaalf  ■■«<■ 
tlmnit    Won't  yoD—wontyoDidaBN  for  Ufawi 
back,  break  thia  off— and  aea  if  m  eMi\  pad*  9  MM 
**No,"  ba  auweKd. 
Their  cyca  OMt ;  hit  aUftiiig.  baady  ayei  ««•  haU  iMdl 
with  many  a  twitching,  by  her  ^ray  eyaa.    For  two  aol 
aeconds  they  stood  taking  farewell  of  each  other. 
"No,"  he  repeated,  dropping  his  glaoee. 
Then  be  put  out  his  hand  with  a  gesture  of  finality,  *'I' 
going   DOW.     I   don't    know   when — or — well,   wbethar  I 
eome — "    He  picked  up  the  package.    He  waa  goiiig  dai 
tbe  stepe  with  the  package  in  hia  handn  when  be  bMrd  tl 
patter  of  little  feet  and  a  little  voice  calling: 
"Daddy — daddy — "  and  repeated,  "daddy." 
He  did  not  turn,  but  walke<l  quickly  to  the  sidewalk.    J 
far  as  be  could  hear,  that  childish  voice  called  to  him. 
And  he  heard  the  cry  in 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

HEBE  GRANT  ADAMS  DISCOVERS  UIS  INSIDES 

LAT.niA  VAN  DORN  stood  watching  hor  husband  pass 
down  the  street.  She  silenced  the  child  by  clasping 
her  close  in  the  tender  motherly  arms.  No  tears  rose 
in  the  wife  s  eyes,  as  she  stood  looking  vacantly  down  the 
street  at  the  corner  where  her  husband  had  turned,  (irndu- 
tily  it  came  to  her  consciousness  that  a  crowd  was  gather intr 
by  her  father's  house.  She  remembered  then  that  she  had 
«wn  a  carriage  drive  up,  and  that  three  or  ft)ur  men  followed 
it  on  biryrlcs,  and  then  half  a  dozen  men  gt)t  out  of  a  wagrjii. 
Even  while  she  stared,  she  saw  th(»  little  rattletrap  of  a 
bum??'  that  Amos  Adams  drove  etmie  tearinir  up  to  the  curb 
by  her  father *s  house.  Amos  Adams,  Jasper  and  little  Ken- 
yon  got  out.  Even  amidst  the  turmoil  of  her  emotions,  she 
ni'-veil  meehanically  to  the  street,  to  see  better,  tlien  slie 

•  '.aHn<»<l  Lila  to  her  breast  and  ran  toward  her  father's  home. 

**What  is  itt"  she  cried  to  the  first  man  she  met  at  the 
•^iiv  of  the  little  group  standing  near  th(»  veranda  steps 

**<irant  .\<lams — we're  afraid  he's  killed."  'V\w  man  who 
>|-''e  was  Denny  Ilogan.  Reside  him  was  an  Italian,  who 
'v'.ii.  *•  lie's  burned  something  most  awful.  lie  got  it  saving 
'i»N  f^UoT  here,"  noddinsr  and  point inir  to  Hogaii. 

I^ura  put  <lown  lier  ehihl  and  hurried  throuL^h  the  house 

•  •  h»*r  father  s  little  ofliee.  The  strong  smell  of  an  anes- 
•?:••!:«•  i-ame  to  her.  She  .saw  Amos  Adams  stand  inir  atrtMiible 
\*y  the  office  door,  holdinir  Kenyon's  hand.  Amos  aTiswennl 
^r  question. 

"They  think  he's  dving. — I  knew  heM  want  to  see  Ken- 

:...n " 

Jasper,  white  and  fritrhtened.  stood  on  thi»  stairs.  Tht»se 
i- tails  she  saw  at  a  trlanee  as  sin*  pnvln»i|  opm  the  otVu-e 
^■jor.    At  first  she  S4iw  great  iJt«»ri:e  Hrotliertnn  and  three 
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or  four  white-failed,  terrilied  working 
hplpl<?s»tKN>i,  while  like  a  while  shiiltir, 
fiiiiireH  tlip   IhtcUir   moved   cgoicklj', 
Theu  hiT  eyes  met  her  father's,     lie  said: 

"Come  in,  Laura — I  need  you.  Now  all  of  yoa  |o 
G«orge  auil  )ior. " 

Then,  an  nbe  eame  into  the  Rroup,  Laura  saw  Orant 
iittiu)!  with  ttcttny  upon  hts  wet  face.  Her  father  Im 
him  and  wurkeil  (in  »  piifTy.  pink,  naked  arm  and 
and  body  The  man  wax  hulf  eotuiriuus:  bi»  face  or 
mg.  and  when  Hhe  looked  airam  she  saw  where  bi>  rigt 
should  he  only  a  liniwn,  eharrcd  nlump. 

Not  loukin);  up   the   Dcx-tor  spoke:     "V 
thinics  ore  and  what  1  need — I  enn't  Ret  him  ekv  n 
Every  motion  he  made  counted :  be  took  na  Calae  ■ 
made  no  him  nf  hu  bmly  or  twist  of  bta  hand  thai 
full  of  eoiiMeioiui  puriMute      !te  only  upoke  to  gin 
when  Itrolberton  wbiKp<'rnl  to  i^aura: 

"White  hot  lead  pic  at  the  smelti^r — Granl  aai 
infc  to  kill  Ilncan  and  irrahbod  it." 

TIte  Doirtor  khonk  hia  head  at  ItrothertoD  and  f 
houn  that  wait  all  Laura  knew  of  the  aocidcnt.  0«a 
the  Uoctor  Rtoppe<]  for  a  second  to  take  a  dwit  brmtk, 
prion  awkml.  "I hi  yon  want  another  doctor t  '  the  littl 
ilMrak  bin  bead  Rfrain,  and  motioned  with  it  at  hia  davg) 

"She's  doinv  well  enough."  Hhe  kept  ber  Either^ 
Ian  pace,  but  always  the  wnae  of  her  siriekeo  life  i 
to  be  hoTeriiig  in  the  buck  nf  ber  eunaeiouiumH,  and  Uh 
■eemed  aftea  att  nhe  appUeil  her  bandasc*.  and  helped  « 
(trewnome  work  of  the  knife  on  the  eharreil  mump 
arm.  But  finally  it  was  over  and  nhe  kiw  Brolberti 
Hufrnn  lift  drant  to  a  ent.  under  her  falhtr'a  direrlM 
mrry  him  to  thj>  bednniD  idie  hod  u«n)  aa  a  ^rl 
White  tlie  lloctor  and  I^iura  had  been  working  in 
Mn;  Niiiliit  had  Ir«i)  mukiiiK  the  lioilrooiii  rendy. 

It  was  five  o'etoi-Jc,  and  the  two  fawred  Witmrn  % 
Mrs.  Nobit's  n-tm.  The  yountter  womiiti  wan  ]uite  ai 
fard  and  unable  tn  relax.  The  mother  tried  all  of  a  m 
wiles  to  brinn  peace  to  the  over-atnuig  iiervra.  B 
d«i|tlrter  paeed  the  floor  ailentJy,  or  if  abe  apoke  it 
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some  trivial  question  about  the  household — about  what 

arrangements  were  made  for  the  injured  man's  food,  about 

Xila,  about  Amos  Adams  and  Kenyon.    Finally,  as  she 

^•mned  to  leave  the  room,  her  mother  asked,  ^' Where  are  you 

going  f  * '    The  daughter  answered, '  *  Why,  I  'm  going  home. ' ' 

"But  Laura,"  the  mother  returned,  **I  believe  your  father 

ii  expecting  your  help  here — ^to-night.    I  am  sure  he  wUl 

aeed  you.**    The  daughter  looked  steadily,  but  rather  va^ 

emtly  at  her  mother  for  a  moment,  then  replied:    ''Well, 

IiSa  and  I  must  go  now.    Ill  leave  her  there  with  the  maid 

and  111  try  to  come  back." 

Her  hand  was  on  the  door-knob.    "Well,"  hesitated  her 
mother,  "what  about  Tom—?" 

The  eyes  of  the  two  women  met.  *  *  Did  father  tell  you  t 
aAed  the  daughter's  eyes.  The  mother  s  eyes  said  "Yes. 
Tlien  rose  the  Spartan  mother,  and  put  a  kind,  firm  hand 
upon  the  daughter's  arm  and  asked :  "But  Laura,  my  dear, 
my  dear,  you  are  not  going  back  again,  to  all — all  that,  are 
you?" 
'*I  am  going  home,  mother,"  the  daughter  replied. 
"But  your  self-respect,  child?"  quoted  the  Spartan,  and 
the  daughter  made  answer  simply:  "I  must  go  home, 
mother.  * ' 

When  Laura  Van  Dom  entered  her  home  she  began  the 
evening's  routine,  somewhat  from  habit,  and  yet  many  things 
she  did  she  grimly  forced  herself  to  do.  She  waited  dinner 
for  her  husband.  She  called  his  oflBce  vainly  upon  the  tele- 
phone. She  and  Lila  ate  alone ;  often  they  had  eaten  alone 
before.  And  as  the  evening  grew  from  twilight  to  dark,  she 
put  the  child  to  bed,  left  one  of  the  maids  in  the  child 's  room, 
lighted  an  electric  reading  lamp  in  her  husband's  room, 
turned  on  the  hall  lamp,  instructed  the  maid  to  tell  the  Judge 
that  his  wife  was  with  her  father  helping  him  with  a  wounded 
man,  and  then  she  went  out  through  the  open,  hospitable 
door. 

But  all  that  night,  as  she  sat  beside  the  restless  man,  who 
writhed  in  his  pain  even  under  the  drug,  she  went  over  and 
over  her  problem.  She  recognized  that  a  kind  of  finality  had 
come  into  her  relations  with  her  husband.  In  the  rush  of 
events  that  had  followed  bia  departure,  a  perayd,  dft6xi\\fc  wA 
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aoodahre  teaned  to  have  been  put  after  the  wMe  c(  II 
life's  advmturee  with  Tom  Van  Dora.    She  did  noi  «7,^ 
fad  the  want  of  teara,  yet  there  were  nomenti  wha  ^ 
iutinetively  pot  her  handa  before  her  faee  aa  in  a 
She  saw  the  man  in  perspective  for  the  first  tims 
She  had  not  let  herself  take  a  candid  inventory  itf  Vm 
Bat  that  night  all  her  subconscious  impressiQ 
framed  themselves  into  conscious  reflections.    And  thmi 
knew  that  his  relation  with  her  from  the  beginoinf  hsd 
a  reflex  of  his  view  of  life-H>f  his  material  idea  itf  tfca 
of  things. 

As  the  night  wore  on,  she  kept  her  nurse's  diart  aal 
the  things  to  be  done  for  her  patient.  For  the  tiM 
emotions  were  spent.  Her  heart  waa  empty.  Even  te^ 
ahattered  and  suffering  body  before  her,  the 
bead,  the  half-closed,  pain-bleared  eyes,  the  lips  that 
the  clenched  teeth — she  felt  none  of  that  tendemea 
comes  from  deep  sympathy  and  moving  pity.  At  dswa  i 
went  home  with  her  body  worn  and  weary,  and  after  d 
sun  was  up  she  slept. 

Scarcely  had  the  morning  stir  begun  in  the  Nesbit  hotf 
hold,  before  Morty  Sands  appeared,  clad  in  the  festive  li 
ment  of  the  moment — white  ducks  and  a  shirtwaist  sal 
tennis  ra(*<|iict,  to  be  exact.  He  asked  for  the  Doctorif 
when  the  Doctor  came,  Morty  eoekeil  his  sparrow  like  M 
and  paiiK(*fi  a  moment  after  the  prreetiugs  of  the  morning  vS 
spoken.  Aft(*r  his  in(|uiri(*s  for  iJrant  had  been  satiA 
Morty  still  lin^^ered  and  ecM'ked  his  head. 

"Of  course.  l)(»ctor/*  .Moriy  l>eiran  diffidently,  "and  oati 
ally  you  know  more  of  it  than  I — but — "  he  got  no  furlfc 
for  a  second.  Then  he  f;athere<I  eouratre  from  the  DocM 
bland  fa<*e  to  continue:  '*\Vell,  DcK'tor,  last  ni^ht  at  Bnl 
erton  *s.  Tom  came  in  and  lieor}re  and  Nate  Perry  and  K] 
and  Captain  Morton  and  I  were  there;  and  Tom — well,  Dod 
— Turn  sjiid  sfimethin^ — " 

"He  did— did  hef  '  cut  in  the  Doctor.  "The  dirty  di 
So  he  broke  the  news  to  the  Amen  Corner!" 

".Now,  I)4M*tor«  we  21II  know  Tom,**  Morty  ex|daiBi 
"We  know  Tom:  but  <tefirfre  said  I^aura  was  helping  wi 
Grant,  and  1  just  thought,  certainly  I  have  no  wish  Is  i 
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it  I  just  thought  maybe  I  could  relieve  her  myself 
J  up  with  Grant,  if—'* 

k>ctor  8  kindly  face  twitched  with  pain,  and  he 
'Morty,  you're  a  boy  in  a  thousand!  But  can't 
hat  just  at  this  time  if  I  had  half  a  dozen  cases  like 
they  would  be  a  Qod  's  mercy  for  her  I ' ' 
could  not  control  his  voice.  So  he  turned  and 
down  the  steps  and  flitted  away.  As  Morty  difr> 
,  Qeorge  Brotherton  came  roaring  up  the  hill,  but 
of  what  Van  Dom  had  said  in  the  Amen  Comer 
Brotherton  drop.  He  asked  about  Grant,  inquired 
lura,  and  released  a  crashing  laugh  at  some  story 
ring  Kyle  Perry  trying  to  tell  deaf  John  Hollander 
5  Venezuelan  dispute.  **Kyle,"  said  George,  **  pro- 
Venezuela  like  an  atomizer!"  Captain  Morton 
om  his  loved  employ,  let  the  egg-beater  of  the  hour 
and  permitted  stock  in  his  new  Company  to  slump 
ry  market  while  he  camped  on  the  Nesbit  veranda 
lie  day  to  greet  and  disperse  such  visitors  as  Mrs. 
lemed  of  sufficiently  small  social  conse(|uence  to  re- 
Captain's  ministrations.  At  twilight  the  Captain 
jsura  coming  from  her  home  for  her  night  watch, 
a  rather  elaborate  scenario  of  amenities,  told  her 
flousehold  Horse  company  was  prospering,  how  his 
r  was  ffoing,  and  asked  after  Lila's  health,  omitting 
)f  the  Judge  with  an  easy  nonchalance  which  struck 
the  woman's  heart — terror,  lest  the  Captain  and 
lim  all  men  should  know  of  her  trouble, 
eper  than  the  terror  in  her  heart  at  what  the  Cap- 
it  know  and  tell  was  the  pain  at  the  thing  she  knew 
that  the  home  which  she  loved  was  dead.  However 
t  might  stand  before  the  world,  for  the  passini;  hour 
•  year,  she  knew,  and  the  knowledge  sickened  her  to 
( death,  that  the  home  was  doomed.  She  kept  think- 
as  a  tree,  whose  roots  were  cut ;  a  tree  whose  leaves 
I  green,  whose  comeliness  still  pleased  the  eye  but 
ly,  withered  branches  soon  must  stand  out  to  affront 
I.  And  sorrowing  for  the  beauty  that  was  doomed 
to  her  work.  All  night  with  her  father  she  minis- 
the  tortured  man,  but  in  tho  morning  she  slipped 
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vmy  to  faer  home  again  hoping  her  niunb  vatD  hopc^  11 
ftnotber  weary  journey  of  Ihc  sun. 

The  third  night  found  Cirant  Aduira  rortteai,  wi 
anxious  to  Itilk.  The  opiutcs  had  left  him.  She  nw  I 
mu  fully  hitOHelf,  even  tbou}^h  conjwioua  of  bit  to 
body.  "I'Oura,"  be  oHod  in  a  sick  man's  fe«bl«  rd 
want  to  tell  you  aoincthing." 

'*Not  DOW,  Grant,"  sha  returned  quietly.  "I'd 
bear  it  to-morrow, ' ' 

"No,"  he  rrtunied  stuttltornly.  "I  want  to  tell  yon 

He  paused  an  if  to  catch  faia  breath.  "For  I  want 
know  I'm  the  bappit^t  man  in  the  world."  IJa  aoC  U 
firmly.  The  muscles  of  his  jaw  worked,  and  be  amSeiJ 
ber.  H«  quwtioned  her  with  his  blue  cyea,  and  aftv 
■Meat  bad  come  into  her  face — or  b«  tbougfai  it  T 
w«ot  on: 

"There's  a  Qod  io  Israel,  Laura — I  know  it  w^y  i 
m»  and  all  through  me." 

A  crsHh  of  pain  stopped  htm.  He  grinned  at  the  | 
which  the  pain  wrvnchrd  from  him,  and  whispered.  "1 
a  U»d  in  Inrael — for  He  gave  me  my  chance.  I  ■ 
great  white  killing  thing  coming  to  do  for  Denny  I 
How  I  '(I  waitnd  for  that  chance.  Then  when  it  e 
wanted  to  run.  I)ut  I  didn't  run.  There's  somttfe 
yva  bigger  than  fear.  So  when  (jod  gave  me  my  i 
He  put  the — the — the — "  pain  wrenched  him  . 
he  luid  weakly,  "the — I've  got  to  say  it.  yoo'U  t 
—  He  put  the — the  guts  in  me  lo  take  it." 

When  she  kft  him  a  few  minntee  later  be  ■ 
asleep.  Hut  when  Doctor  Ncsbil  came  into  Iha  ) 
hour  later  Grant  was  wide-eyed  and  smiling,  and  ai 
much  tirtler  that  as  a  rewanl  of  merit  (he  Ooetor  b 
the  morning  paper  and  told  Grant  be  could  look  at  tba 
inm  for  Svr  minntes.  There  it  was  that  be  flnt  I 
what  a  lot  nf  businca  lay  ahead  of  him,  kamtng  lo  list 
one-armed  man.  The  Doctor  saw  hts  patient  wortyia| 
the  paper,  and  started  to  help. 

"No.  lioeior."  said  the  ynang  man,  "I  mnsl  befdai 
thae,  and  now  'a  as  good  a  time  as  any. "    So  be  i 
with  tha  onwialdy  abecta  of  paper,  ani  Anally  i 
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It  his  morning's  reading  done.  When  the  time  was  up, 
i  handed  back  his  paper  saying,  ^ '  I  see  Tom  Van  Dom  is 
ling  on  his  vacation— does  that  mean  Laura,  toot"  The 
Dctor  shook  his  head;  and  by  way  of  taking  the  subjeet 
raj  from  Laura  he  said:  ^'Now  about  your  damages, 
raot — ^you  know  111  stand  by  you  with  the  Company,  don't 
o — Vm  no  Van  Dom,  if  I  am  Company  doctor.  You 
ght  to  have  good  damages — for — " 

''Damages!  damages!"  cried  Grant,  ''why,  Doctor,  I  can't 
t  damages.  I  wasn't  working  for  the  smelter  when  it 
ppeiied.  I  was  around  organizing  the  men.  And  I  don 't 
iBt  damages.  This  arm,"  he  looked  lovingly  at  the  stump 
side  him,  ''is  worth  more  in  my  business  than  a  million 
llara.  For  it  proves  to  me  that  I  am  not  afraid  to  go  clear 
fougk  for  n^  faith,  and  it  proves  me  to  the  men !  Dam- 
les!  damages!"  he  said  grimly.  '*Why,  Doctor,  if  Uncle 
m  and  the  other  owners  up  town  here  only  know  what  this 
nmp  will  cost  them,  they  would  sue  me  for  damages!  I 
U  you  those  men  in  the  mine  there  saved  my  life.  Ever 
ace  then  IVe  been  trying  to  repay  them,  and  here  comes 
lis  chance  to  turn  in  a  little  on  account,  to  bind  the  bargain, 
id  now  the  men  know  how  seriously  I  hold  the  debt.  Dam- 
teit"  There  was  just  a  hint  of  fanaticism  in  his  lau^h; 
b  Doctor  looked  at  Grant  quickly,  then  he  sniffed,  ''Fine 
ilk.  Grant,  fine  talk  for  the  next  world,  but  it  won*t  buy 
bet  for  the  baby  in  this,"  and  he  turned  away  impatiently 
Bd  went  into  a  world  of  reality,  leaving  Grant  Adams  to 
ttjoy  his  Uttipia. 

That  morning  after  breakfast,  when  Laura  had  gone  home, 
li  Doctor  and  his  wife  sitting  alone  went  into  the  matter 
Mier.  ''Of  course,"  said  the  Doctor,  ''shell  see  that  he 
pi  Sone  away.  But  when  should  we  tell  her  what  he  has 
pAel** 

Doctor,"  said  the  mother,  "you  leave  his  letter  here 

I  can  get  it     I*m  going  over  there  and  pack  every- 

that  rightfully  may  be  called  hers — I  mean  her  dresses 

trinkets — and  such  things  as  have  in  them  no  particular 
of  him.    They  shall  come  home.    Then  1*11  lock  up 

biae." 
Tk  Doctor  squinted  up  his  eyes  thou^t  fully  and  said 


I 


I 


K     let] 


IN  THE  HEART  OP  A  FOOL 

alowlj',  "Well,  thut  Ki^ms  kind.  I  don't  sappoM  yo 
read  her  the  whole  letter.  Just  tell  her  be  u  iPHOf 
for  a  divuree — tell  her  it'ii  iueompAtibility.  Bal  ms 
tsn't  important."    The  Doctor  sit^bed. 

"(Jrant  oaght  rcolly  to  stay  here  aooiher  week— 
wo  ean  tttrcteh  it  to  ten  day* — uiid  Ift  h<T  have  all 
Bponiubility  shell  take.     It'll  help  her  over  the  ttnt  I 
Kenyon  is  toking  care  of  Lila— 1  HuppoaeT"    Tb*  i 
rose,  stood  t^  his  wife  and  uid  as  he  found  ber  hand] 

"I'oor  Laura — poor  Laura — and  Lila!  You  know  1 
had  her  down  town  with  me  yesterday,  iu  the  hallwa. 
ing  to  Joe  Calvia's  office,  sbf:  nirt  Tom — "  The 
looked  away  for  a  momi-nt.  "'It  was  pretty  toug) 
little  heart-break  when  be  went  by  her  without  lakii 
upl"  Th«  wife  did  not  reply.  The  husband  with  h 
about  her  walked  toward  the  door 

"Vou  can't  lell  me.  my  dear,  that  Tom  isn't  pay: 
know  how  that  iwrt  of  thini;  Keta  under  his  akiii 
seniiitive  not  to  imuninc  all  it  mp«ns  to  the  cfaild." 
Nesbit's  face  hanlened  and  her  huaband  aaw  b«r 
DewL  "I  know,  my  dear — I  know  bow  you  fwl — 1 
that,  and  yet  in  my  verj*  heart  I'm  sorry  for 
lie's  swapping  ttubstanee  for  shadow  so  reekloHly — m 
in  ihbi,  not  merely  with  Laura— but  wttb  everytbing— 
thiofr" 

"Qood  Lord,  Jim,  I  don't  see  bow  you  can 
woot-dyed  aeoiindrel  like  that — perhaps  you  haw 
for  that  Fenn  buwy,  tool" 

"Well,"  w|iiejil(iil  the  Doctor  soberly — "I  ki 
father — a  lecherous  old  beast  who  brounht  her  ap 
restraint  or  moraU — with  a  greedy  philottf>phy  pounds 
ber  by  example  every  day  of  her  life  until  she  waa  an 
yeu*  old.  "There's  aomelhing  to  be  said — even  tor  h 
dear — e»«n  for  her," 

"Well,  Jim  Nesbil,"  answered  his  wife,  "IU  mt  i 
way  with  you  in  your  tomfoolery,  but  ao  long  la  I\c 
draw  the  line  Kimewhere  I  'II  draw  it  rifiht  there." 

Tbe  Doctor  looked  at  the  Door.  "I  suppoM  ■»- 
njtbed,  tbeo  lifted  his  head  and  said:  "I  waa  imk 
to  thiak  of  «U  tlw  aorrows  that  eococ  into  the  world. 
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the  tragedies  I  ever  knew,  and  I  have  concluded  that  this 
tragedy  of  divorce  when  it  comes  like  this — as  it  has  come 
to  our  daughter — is  the  greatest  tragedy  in  the  world.  To 
love  as  she  loved  and  to  find  every  anchor  to  which  she  tied 
the  faith  of  her  life  rotten,  to  have  her  heart  seared  with 
faithlessness — ^to  see  her  child — her  flesh  and  blood  scorned, 
to  have  her  very  soul  spat  upon — ^that's  the  essence  of  sor- 
row, my  dear." 

He  looked  up  into  her  eyes,  bent  to  kiss  her  hand,  and  after 
he  had  picked  up  his  cane  and  his  hat  from  the  rack,  toddled 
down  the  walk  to  the  street,  a  sad,  thoughtful,  worried  little 
man,  white-clad  and  serene  to  outward  view,  who  had  not 
even  a  whistle  nor  a  vagrant  tune  under  his  breath  to  console 
him. 

That  day,  after  her  father's  insistence,  Laura  Van  Dom 
changed  from  the  night  watch  to  the  day  nurse,  and  from 
that  day  on  for  ten  days,  she  ministered  to  Grant  Adams  ^ 
wants.  Mechanically  she  read  to  him  from  such  books  as  the 
house  afforded — Tolstoi — Ibsen,  Hardy,  Howells, — ^but  she 
was  shut  away  from  the  meaning  of  what  she  read  and  even 
from  the  comments  of  the  man  under  her  care,  by  the  con- 
sideration of  her  own  problems.  For  to  Laura  Van  Dorn  it 
was  a  time  of  anxious  doubt,  of  sad  retrogression,  of  inner 
anguish.  In  some  of  the  books  were  passages  she  had  marked 
and  read  to  her  husband ;  and  such  pages  calling  up  his  dull 
comprehension  of  their  beauty,  or  bringing  back  his  scoflSng 
words,  or  touching  to  the  quick  a  hurt  place  in  her  heart, 
taxed  her  nerves  heavily.  But  during  the  time  while  she 
sat  by  the  injured  man 's  bedside,  she  was  glad  in  her  heart 
of  one  thing — that  she  had  an  excuse  for  avoiding  the  people 
who  called. 

As  Grant  grew  stronger — as  it  became  evident  that  he 
must  go  soon,  the  woman's  heart  shrank  from  meeting  the 
town,  and  she  clung  to  each  duty  of  the  man  *s  convalescence 
hungrily.  She  knew  she  must  face  life,  that  she  must  have 
some  word  for  her  friends  about  her  tragedy.  She  felt  that 
in  going  away,  in  suing  for  the  divorce  himself,  her  husband 
had  made  the  break  irrevocable.  There  was  no  resentment 
nor  malice  tx)ward  him  in  her  heart.  Yet  the  future  seemed 
hopelessly  black  and  terrible  to  her. 
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The  afternoon  before  Grant  Adamit  was  to  leave 
borne  tie  wan  allowed  to  come  dowD  stain,  and  be  sat 
her  upon  the  sidi.-  purvfa,  all  ucreeiiec]  and  protected  by 
that  led  to  her  father's  oflice.  Laura's  ^ager  wxa  * 
tfary  had  Iwen  reading — it  wa.s  "Tlie  Pillars  of 
The  day  was  one  of  those  exquisite  da.va  in  mid-Jime, 
after  a  cooliu);  rain  the  air  was  clear  and  actMned  to  pi 
into  one's  veins. 

"How  modern  he  ia — how  American — how  like  Hi 
siiid  the  young  man.     "Ibsen  might  have  live«l  rigbt 
this  town,   and  written   that,"   he   added.     He  aUirti 
raise  his  right  arm,  but  a  twinge  of  pain  reminded 
the  stamp  was  bound,  so  he  raised  his  left  and  cried : 

"And   I  tell  you,   Laura — tliiil's  what   I'm 
fight— the  whole  infernal  system  of  pocket-picking  and  ,^^ 
J    robbinjr.  and  public  gouging  that  we  permit  under  the  pf|^ 
system"     The  woman *!<  ihouebtN  were  upon  her  inni  Ht 
row,  but  tdie  called  herself  back  to  smile  and  reply: 

'■  All  right,  Urnnt — I  'm  with  you.  We  may  have  to  A 
/atber  and  commandeer  George  Brotbertou,  and  atart  <M 
a  pirate  crew — but  1  'm  with  you. ' ' 

"Ijet  me  tell  yon  something,"  said  the  man.  "Tve 
bcicn  loafing  for  the  past  two  years,  1  've  not  Ilarvey- 
men  in  the  mines  and  smelter,  1  mean,  fairly  well  union.' 

I  bat  the  unions  are  nothing — nothing  ultimate — they 
only  temporary." 
"Well."   returned   the   woman,  ecterly,  "that's  ■ 
thing." 
The  man  made  no  answer.    'With  hia  free  hand  ha 
rofflins  hia  red  hair,  and  she  eould  see  the  niuwlea  ot 
Jaw  working,  and  she  felt  his  great   month  bardon  as 
flashed  hia  blue  cyet  upon  her.    "I<aura,"  be  eried,  " 
nay  whip  as  this  year.     For  a  wbile  they  may  acarc  the 
into  Toting  for  prasperity.  but  bs  sure  as  we  both  Itvi, 
4   shall  see  these  times  and  these  issues  and  these  men  wha 
promoting  this  devilish  eori)«piracy  eternally  damned— ol 
tlHO — the  issues,  the  times  and  the  men  who  are  load 
And  I  don't  want  to  hurt  yon,  Laura,  but,"  1m  addad 
aaaly,  "your  fauabaiid  must  take  ttis  pi 
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They  sat  mute,  then  each  heard  the  plaintive  cry  of  a 
diild  running  through  the  house.  ^'She  is  looking  for  me/' 
said  Laura.  In  a  moment  a  little  wet-eyed  girl  was  in  her 
mother's  arms,  crying: 

"I  want  my  daddy — my  dear  daddy — I  want  him  to  come 
home — ^where  is  het" 

Sue  sobbed  in  her  mother's  arms  and  held  up  her  little 
&ce  to  look  earnestly  into  the  beautiful  face  above  her,  as 
she  cried,  ''Is  he  gone — ^Annie  Sands'  new  mamma  says  my 
papa's  never  coming  back — Oh,  I  want  my  daddy — ^I  want 
to  go  home." 

She  continued  calling  him  and  sobbing,  and  the  mother 
rose  to  take  the  child  away. 

''Laura!"  cried  Grant,  in  a  passionate  question.  He  saw 
the  weeping  child  and  the  grief -stricken  face  of  the  mother. 
In  an  instant  he  held  out  his  bony  left  hand  to  her  and  said 
gently :    ' '  God  help  you — God  hdp  you. ' ' 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


HARVEY  tried  sincerely  to  believe  in  Tom  Vm  Docm 
lip  to  the  very  day  when  it  happened.  For  the  lowi 
hiid  accepted  him  gladly  and  unanimouiily  ks  itt 
most  diatiuiiruished  citieen.  But  when  the  town  read  in  ite 
Timet  one  November  day  after  he  had  come  borne  fron  ImI 
political  campaign  through  the  east  for  sound  moocj  ud 
the  open  millH — a  campaign  in  which  Harvey  had  SMB  hbi 
thrnii^'h  the  tinted  gla^'^^  oi  the  Harvey  Daily  TtmeiMOM 
of  the  men  who  had  saved  the  country — when  the  town  r 
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to  the  beckoning  arms  of  Margaret  Fenn.  But  the  feeling  of 
fnnlom,  the  knowledge  that  he  could  speak  to  any  woman 
ais  he  chose  and  no  one  could  gainsay  him  legally,  the  con- 
R<«:ousnesR  that  he  had  no  ties  which  the  law  recognized — 
and  with  him  law  was  the  synonym  of  morality — the  exu- 
iH-rant  sense  of  relief  from  a  bondage  that  was  oppressive  to 
him.  overbore  all  the  influence  of  the  town's  spirit  of  wrath 
in  the  air  about  him. 

As  for  the  morality  of  the  town  and  what  he  regarded  as 
it5  prudery — he  scorned  it.     He  believed  he  could  live  it 
down ;  he  said  in  his  heart  that  it  was  merely  a  matter  of  a 
few  weeks,  a  few  months,  or  a  few  years  at  most,  before  they 
would  have  some  fresh  ox  to  gore  and  forget  all  about  him. 
He  was  sure  that  he  could  play  upon  the  individual  self-in- 
terest of  the  leaders  of  the  community  to  make  them  respect 
kim  and  i^iore  what  he  had  done.    But  what  he  had  done, 
did  not  bother  him  much.     It  was  done. 
He  seemed  to  be  free,  yet  was  he  free  ? 
Now  Thomas  Van  Dorii  was  thirty-eijrht  years  old  that 
aotumn.     Whether  he  love<I  the  woman  he  had  abandoned  or 
Dot.  she  was  a  part  of  his  life.     Counting  the  courtshi])  dur- 
inir  which  he  and  this  woman  had  boon  as.s(R'iato(l  elosoly, 
Bfirly  ten  years  of  his  life,  half  of  the  years  of  his  nian- 
kowl — and  that  half  the  most  active  and  enVctivo  part,  had 
been  spent  with  her.     A  million  threads  of  memory  in  his 
brain  le<i  to  her;  when  he  remembered  any  imjjortaiit  event 
in  his  life  during  those  ten  years,  always  the  eliain  of  associ- 
itfd  thought  led  back  to  the  imaire  of  her.     TIuto  .s1u»  was, 
5xM  in  his  life;  there  she  smiled  at  him  tliroiij^h  evory  hour 
of  thtjse  ten  years  of  their  life,  married  or  as  Iovits  toi:»'thrr. 
For  whom  (jo<1  had  joined,  not  Joseph  (^ilvin.  not  •loso|)h 
Calvin,  sitting  as  Judge  protera,  not  Joseph  Calvin  vostt-d 
With  all  the  authority  of  the  threat  commonwealth  in  whii'h 
he  lived,  could  put  asunder.     That  wjis  curious.     At  times 
Thomas  Van  Dorn  was  (•onsei(ms  of  this  plienomenon,  that 
he  was   free,    yet    bound,    and    that    while    there    was    no 
Hod,  and  the  law  was  the  final   word,   in   all   cniisiderable 
tkini»,  some  way  the  brain,  or  the  nuiu\  that  is  fettered  to 
the  brain,  or  the  soul  that  is  built  upon  the  a^pe<'t  of  the 
niiul  fettered  to  the  brain,  held  him  tethered  to  the  past. 
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For  our  lives  are  nat  material,  whatever  our  bodicB  n 
Our  livi-ii  are  ihi-  accumulatiuux  uf  couBewtUDCMk  the  a 
bliai;  uf  our  meinoriefi,  our  affetrtiuna,  our  jiulyinetii 
anpiraliotiK,  our  wtrakuuHit^.  uur  KLrvliKlli — the  vast  nufti 
all  our  im previous,  Rood  ur  bad,  made  u|>on  u  malerial  pU 
oallod  the  brum.     The  brain  is  of  the  dust.     The  pirton^ 
which  ia  a  human  life — ut  uf  the  sptht.    And  the  aptrit  a 
God.     Aud  wbpu  by  whatever  laws  of  chanm  or  ( 
Ush  purpose  or  low  dcxire  two  liv«H  arc  joined  until 
oement  of  years  ha«  uniteil  the  ni>Tiadft  of  daily  wuh' 
that  make  up  a  Krinnent  of  tbuso  lives,  Uicy  are  tbua  j 
in  the  Kjiirit  forever. 

Now  Thomas  Van  Dom  went  about  hia  free  life  di_ 
day,  ftloryirig  in  hi*  liberty.  But  Mrnnda  of  hia  old 
flowing  idly  and  unnoticed  through  minalea  of  faia 
•xiateuve.  kepi  tripping  bira  and  bothering  him.  Ub 
hia  clothes,  hia  lixed  habits  of  work,  the  manifold  ei 
eomfortx  that  he  prised — all  thr  axsociatiotu  of  bia  ItCr  ' 
home — eame  to  biro  a  thousand,  thousand  tinwa  a 
tie  knife-edfted  rmta  in  the  fabric  of  hia  new  frvedon. 

And  he  would  have  aaid  a  year  befon-  that  it  waa  | 
eslly  impomible  for  one  child — one  Bmall,  fatr-halred  i 
of  five,  with  pleadinit  face  and  cagrr  eyes — 1o  meet  a  n 
often  in  a  eiven  period  of  time,  an  Lila  met  him.  At  A 
had  avoided  her;  be  would  dnek  into  atom:  bun?  im 
way*,  or  hide  hiinM>lf  in  );roupR  of  men  on  the  odewaft 
be  saw  her  comioR.  Thrn  there  came  a  time  wben  bl 
tbat  the  little  figure  waa  alippioR  aeroaa  the  atrcet  la  I 
bim  becaruH.'  his  presrncv  ahnmed  her  with  her  playtaaV 

He  had  never  in  hia  heart  believed  that  the  child  I 
mncb  to  him.  Sbe  was  merely  part  of  the  chain  tbat 
bim,  and  yet  now  that  ahc  wan  not  of  him  or  hia  inlrrM 
■aimed  to  Thomaa  Van  Dom  that  she  madi?  a  pirroua  6 
Upon  the  Btreet,  and  that  the  ladnen  that  tlitied  ova 
tiee  wben  abe  aaw  him,  in  some  way  rrproaehnl  htm. 
yet— what  riyht  had  nbe  in  him — or  why  nboiild  he  Ut 
annoy  him,  or  diaturh  h'u  peaer  am)  the  happinnw  thi 
freedom  broiiithl.  Materially  he  noticed  that  she  wai 
fad.  well  dmaed.  and  be  knew  that  ahe  waa  woU  1 
What  marc  eould  abe  have— but  tbat  waa 
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t  wreck  bis  life  for  the  mere  chance  that  a  child  ahoold 
pd  a  little.  There  was  no  sense  in  such  a  proposition, 
'homaa  Van  Dom's  life  was  regulated  by  sense — 
Q  sense^borse  sense,  he  called  it. 
curious — and  scores  of  Tom  Van  Dom's  friends  won- 
it  it  then  and  have  marveled  at  it  since,  that  in  the 
Dths  which  elapsed  between  his  divorce  and  his  re- 
^,  he  did  not  fathom  the  shallowness  and  pretense  of 
*et  Fenn.  But  be  did  not  fathom  them.  Uer  glib 
ken  mechanically  from  cheap  philosophy  about  being 
ou  think  you  are,  about  shifting  moral  responsibility 
lod  intentions,  about  living  for  the  present  and  ignor- 
i  past  with  the  uncertain  future,  took  him  in  corn- 
She  used  to  read  books  to  him,  sitting  in  the  glow 
red  lamp-shade — a  glow  that  brought  out  hidden  hints 
splendid  feline  body,  books  which  soothed  his  vanity 
lied  his  mind«     In  that  day  he  fancied  her  his  intel- 

equaL  He  thought  her  immensely  strong-minded, 
lar  headed.     He  contrasted  her  in  thought  with  the 

had  put  away,  told  Margaret  that  Laura  was  always 
about  duty  and  getting  her  conscience  pinched  and 
Of  about  it.  They  agreed  sitting  there  under  the  lamp, 
ey  had  been  mates  in  some  far-off  jun«^lo,  that  they 
*n  parted  and  had  been  seeking  one  another  through 
ad  that  when  their  souls  met  one  of  the  e<iuation8  of 
/sieal  universe  was  solved,  and  that  their  happiness 
t  adjustment  of  ages  of  wrong.  She  thought  him  the 
-illiant  of  men ;  he  deemed  her  the  most  wonderful  of 
,  and  the  devil  checked  off  two  drunken  fools  in  his 
»ry. 

IS  in  those  halcyon  days  of  his  courtship  of  Margaret 
irben  he  felt  the  pride  of  con(|uest  of  another  kouI  and 
:roiigly  upon  him,  that  Judj;e  Thomas  Van  Doni  be- 
ac<|uire— or  perhaps  to  exhibit  noticeably — the  turkey 
*  gait,  that  ever  afterwards  went  with  him,  and  became 
i  as  the  Van  Dom  Strut.  It  was  more  than  mere  knee 
-though  knee  action  did  characterise  it  prominently, 
rut  properly  speaking  bejran  at  the  tip  of  his  hat — 
r,  black  hat  that  sat  so  cockily  upon  his  head.  His 
rat  thrown  back  as  though  he  had  been  pulled  b^  ^ 
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cbeck-ma.  Uik  BbouMcn  swuou  jaiintily — moro  ilun 
UI7-.  call  It  insolftitty — wi  he  wulkeJ,  uid  his  trunk 
with  some  sLdleliiieK-s  an  Itui  [iniud  liaudii  uiul  Irgi 
formed  their  uratid  funclioii):^.  But  withal  lie  bows 
unilnl— wilh  miieh  condnu-ciiHion — and  lifled  bis  hal 
from  liU  iMiidKoiiif  head,  and  wlii-u  wumini  paiaud  be  1 
it  like  a  lUg  in  a  formnl  iMlute.  and  while  hi>>  liuJy  fl 
coniplaeottee,  hix  fnrvi  never  lost  the  clium  and  gnc 
courtesy  that  drew  men  to  him,  and  held  them  in 
hi«  fatiilit. 

One  bitter  eold  Dwember  day,  when  the  wind  was  bl 
sleet  down  Market  Street,  and  hardly  a  pa»ier-by  daf 
the  doora  of  the  slorea,  the  hnnditome  Judite  sailed 
into  the  Amen  Corner,  fumbled  over  the  matraxium. 
out  a  pm-ketfiil  of  i<it;ans  from  the  ctvw,  wilhoul  rallin 
Brothi-rlnn  who  was  in  the  rear  of  the  atore  workiiifC 
his  aei*nunt«,  litrhted  a  eiitar,  and  stood  lookiui;  out  I 
fronted  window  at  the  deserted  frray  windy  street, 
iimonnir  the  prntenee  of  Captain  Morton  who  wu  | 
infC  to  be  deeply  buried  in  the  Xalionat  Tribtine,  but  wi 
walehtnir  the  Jud^'  and  tr^inii  to  Kiimmon  couraite  to 
The  .hidge  unbiittoneil  hut  modlah  cray  coat  that 
rcacheil  hix  hrel«  and  put  liiK  handi  behind  him  for  a 
ss  be  puffed  and  pondered — apparently  dcluitinK  ao 

"Judffe,"  said  the  (.'aptain  nuddenly  and  then  ths 
tain's  courage  fell  and  ho  added,  "Bad  momine." 

"Yea,"  aeiiuiesced  the  Judfn>  from  his  abMrartioa. 
toog  pause  tliat  followed.  Captain  Morton  awallowetl  1 
ft  peek  of  Adam  a  apples  that  kept  enmtnn  up  In  ebokl 
■ad  tbon  h«  Heared  his  throat  and  spoke: 

"Tom — Tom  Van  Uom — look  around  here."  He 
his  voice  and  went  on,  "I  want  to  talk  to  j-ou."  T 
tain  oliiett  over  nn  the  Wneh. 

"Sit  down  here  a  minute — I've  b«n  wnntins  to  m 
fur  a  month."  Captain  Morton  spoke  all  but  in  ■  wl 
The  Allan 'a  apple  kept  otraiifilinir  him  The  Judc 
that  the  old  man  was  wre«tlin|r  with  some  hearjr  pn 
Ua  lume^l,  and  lookint;  down  at  the  tittle  wivned 
•Blml;     "Well.  Captain T" 

The  Captain  moistened  his  lipa,  patted  hi*  Umi  a 
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and  twirled  his  fingers.    He  took  a  deep  breath  and 

*'Tom,  I've  known  you  since  you  were  twenty-one 

old.    Do  yon  remember  how  we  took  you  in  the  first 

you   came   to   town — me   and   mother  t   before   the 

was  done,  eht"    A  smile  on  the  Judge's  face  em- 

Ded  the  Captain.    ''You've  got  brains,  Tom — lots  of 

B — I  often  say  Tom  Van  Dom  will  sit  in  the  big 

at  the  White  House  yet— what  say!    Well,  Tom—" 

there  was  the  place  to  say  it.    But  the  Captain's 

I's  apple  bobbed  convulsively  in  a  second  silence.    He 

k1  to  take  a  fresh  start:    ''Tom,  you're  a  sensible 

-f    I  says  to  myself  I'm  going  to  have  a  plain  talk  to 

nan.     He's  smart;  he'll  appreciate  it.    Just  the  other 

•George  back  there,  and  John  Hollander  and  Dick  Bow- 

ind  old  man  Adams,  and  Joe  Calvin,  and  Kyle  Perry 

in  here  talking  and  I  say.s — Gentlemen,  that  boy's 

rains — lots  of  brains^-eh?  and  he's  a  prince;  'y  gory  a 

e.  that's  what  Tom  Van  Dom  is,  and  I  can  go  to  him — 

talk  to  him — what  say?"    The  Captain  was  on  the 

again.     Slowly  there  mantled  over  the  face  of  the 

e  the  gray  scum  of  a  fear.    And  the  scar  on  his  fore- 

fiashed  crimson.    The  Captain  saw  that  he  had  been 

patetl.     He  began  patting  his  toes  on  the  floor.    Judge 

[)orn*8  face  was  set  in  a  cement  of  resistance. 

TellT"  barked  the  Judpe.     The  little  man's  lips  dried, 

liled  weakly,  and  licked  his  lips  and  said:     "It  was 

my  sprocket — my  Household  Horse — I  says,  Tom  Van 

understands  it  if  you  pcntlemen  don't  and  some  day 

ind  me  will  talk  it  over  and  'y  gory — he'll  buv  some 

-he'll  back  me." 

e  Captain's  nervous  voice  had  lifted  and  he  was  talking 
It  the  clerk  and  Mr.  Brotherton  both  in  the  back  part  of 
lore  might  hear.  The  cement  of  the  Judge's  counte- 
?  cracked  in  a  smile,  but  the  gray  mantle  of  fear  still 
ired  across  his  eyes. 

ill  right.  Captain,"  he  answered,  "some  other  time — 
iow— I'm  in  a  hurry,"  and  went  strutting  out  into  the 
a. 

r.  Brotherton  with  his  moon  fjico  shininir  into  the  lodpor 
bed  a  great  clacking  laugh  and  got  up  from  his  stool  lo 
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eone  to  tbe  ci^nr  case.  Baying,  "Well,  say — Cap — if 
a*  wput  uti  viib  wliut  you  atartiHl  oul  tu  Mty,  1  il  a'  | 
dolUin — «uty,  I'd  a'  uiade  it  ten  duUan — loiy!"  A 
laughed  a^nm  a  laugh  that  MiMiied  to  set  all  ibc  cHtuI 
the  pluxb  [-(iven-d.  Mittii  liiipd  toilet  canes  on  III)*  n<>w  a 
a-tlult>?r.  111!  walknj  down  the  store  witli  depbautute 
aa  he  luuglied.  mid  then  thu  door  o|>cimhI  and  Dr. 
came  in.  Five  luoiitliH  liad  put  a  pervf-pt ible  bow  li 
ahoulders,  and  an  occasional  cast  ot  anL-«rtaiuty  in 
twinkliitc  ey^, 

Mr.  Bnitberton  callwl  half  down  tbe  store.  "Saj, 
yna  ahmild  bavn  been  here  a  minute  aro,  and  aeeti  tb 
tain  brixile  up  In  Tom  Van  Duni  alwut  his  low  affa 
then  ^t  cold  feet  and  trj-  to  ftell  him  noroe  Uouiwhold 
Btuck."  The  ('aplain  Rrinned  Bhccpixhiy.  tbe  Ooelar 
the  Captain  afTwtinnatrh-  on  the  Kboiilder  and  ebirpe 

"80  you  went  after  him,  did  you,  Kzrj'T"  The  Ion 
of  bis  face  twitrhed.  "I'oor  Tom — packing  up  liwearn 
petlteoat  and  goinfT  forth  to  fniB  with  ((ml — no  urn 
senxo,"  piptvl  the  Doctor,  glancing  over  tbe  headlinea 
Star.  The  Captain,  still  clinging  to  the  Kuhjeet  iJ 
been  too  mneh  for  him.  remarked:  "l>Oip— don'l  yo 
snne  one  ought  to  trll  himT"  The  DtH-ior  put  d< 
paper,  Nlroked  hio  jiompadour  and  looking  over  faji 


"  E«rj' — if  some  one  hasn't  told  him — 00  ore 
tried  to  fell  him  onee  myself.  I  talknl  pretty  middlui* 
Erry."  He  wiw  speskinfr  noflly,  then  he  pined  ©at, 
what  a  man's  heart  doexn't  tell  him.  hi*  friemni  cant 
Exrj'.  A  mning  frirnti  is  often  n  gmid  tonic  fur  a  wrak 
Tbe  Doeior  looked  at  tbe  Captain,  then  eoneludnl: 
was  a  hrave,  kind  act  yon  tried  to  do — and  I  ' 
you  got  it  to  bim — w>me  way.  lie's  a  keen  one— 1 
nighty  keen  one;  and  be  understood." 

Mr.    !trorherti>n    went   Imck   to   bis   ledger:   the 
plnnired  into  the  Star,  the  Captain  folded  up  his 
and  bettnn  studying  the  trinkets  in  the  holiday  slock 
abciw  ca<w>  under  the  new  bonks.     A  comb  and  bnutb  wi 
toin  shell   Ucka  neemed   to   arrest   fan   eye*.     "Doi 
nuaed,  "Chriatmaa  never  eooMH  that  I  dont  tUnk  fl 
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nother!  I  guess  I'd  just  about  be  getting  that  oomb  and 
ish  for  her."  The  Doctor  casually  looked  through  the 
vw  case  and  saw  what  had  attracted  the  Captain. 
>oe/'  again  the  Captain  spoke,  bending  over  the  case 
th  hia  fiice  turned  from  his  auditor:  ^'You're  a  doctor 
d  are  supposed  to  know  lots.  Tell  me  this :  How  does  a 
in  break  it  to  a  woman  when  he  wants  to  leave  her — 
t^'  Without  waiting  for  an  answer  the  Captain  went  on: 
knd  this  is  what  puzzles  me — how  does  he  get  used  to  an- 
ber  one — with  that  one  still  living?  You  tell  me  that. 
1  think  he*d  be  scared  all  the  time  that  he  would  do  some- 
ing  the  way  his  first  wife  had  trained  him  not  to.  Of 
orae,'*  meditated  the  Captain,  ''right  at  first,  I  suppose  a 
■a  may  feel  a  little  coltish  and  all.  But,  Doc,  honest  and 
•e»  when  mother  first  left  I  kind  of  thought — well,  I  used 
*  enjoy  swearing  a  little  before  we  was  married,  and  I  says 
I  BOLyielf  I  guess  I  may  as  well  have  a  damn  or  two  as  I  go 
bag — but.  Doc,  I  can't  do  it.  Ehf  Every  time  I  set  off 
le  fireworks — she  fizzles;  I  can  see  mother  looking  at 
le  that  way."  The  old  man  went  on  earnestly:  ''Tell 
le,  Doc,  you're  a  smart  man — how  Tom  Van  Dom  can 
b  it  What  sayt  'Y  gory  I'd  be  scared — right  nowl 
bd  if  I  thought  I  had  to  get  used  all  over  again  to  another 
ioaian,  and  her  ways  of  doing  things — say  of  setting  her 
iKad  Friday  night,  and  having  a  hot  brick  for  her  feet  and 
fttting  her  hair  in  her  teeth  when  she  done  it  up,  and  dos- 
l|  the  children  with  sassafras  tea  in  spring — I'd  just 
Itarally  take  to  the  woods,  eh  f  And  as  for  learning  over 
tun  all  the  peculiarities  of  a  new  set  of  kin  and  what  they 
I  like  to  eat  and  died  of,  and  how  they  all  treated  their 
M  wives,  and  who  they  married — Doc  ?  Doc  ? ' '  The  Cap- 
in  shook  a  dubious  and  doleful  head.  "Fourteen  years, 
DC,"  sighed  the  Captain.  "Pretty  happy  years — children 
ming  on, — trouble  visiting  us  with  the  rest;  sorrow — hap- 
Dcaa  akimping  and  saving;  her  a-raking  and  scrapini^  to 
ike  a  good  appearance,  and  make  things  do ;  me  trying  one 
bug  and  another,  to  make  our  fortune  and  her  always  kind 
d  encouraging,  and  hopeful;  death  standing  between  us 
d  both  of  un  sitting  there  by  the  kitchen  stove  trying  to 
ike  up  some  kind  of  prayer  to  comfort  the  other.    Four- 
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taen  yesrs  of  it.  Due — her  aod  me,  ftnd  her  ao  patiq 
forbekriii^' — Doe — you're  a  smart  inau — tell  nw,  Dtx. 
did  Tom  Van  Dorn  get  around  to  actually  doinc  it  1 
uayT" 

The  Doctor  waved  bis  folded  paper  in  an  impatient  | 
at  tilt!  Captain. 

"We  are  all  products  of  our  ywierdays,  Etey;  i 
what  wo  wen>,  and  we  will  t>c  what  we  were.  Man  b 
SoDietimeii  out  of  the  depth  of  him  n  god  rises — wmetui 
a  beaM.  1  'vt  sat  by  the  bed  end  seen  life  (caap  into 
I've  stood  in  the  ranks  and  fought  with  men  aa  you 
uid  have  seen  thi-m  fight  and  then  agatit  hare  seat 
turn  (ail  likr^  (^powardN.  1  have  sat  by  tlie  bed  and  ■ 
sigh  into  the  dust.  What  is  life — what  is  the  Gi 
qnicketiR  and  direicta  ua, — why  and  bow  and 
Ezry  Morton,  man — 1  don't  know.  And  as  for  T< 
that  roaring  hell  of  lust  and  lying  and  cheap  parchioc 
where  he  is  plunging^why.  Ezry,  I  eoold  alnoat  ay  t 
foo!;  the  dnmned  befurflinnd  fool!" 

Ah  (he  I}<x't(ir  went  whisdini:  homeward  through  tbt 
that  wintci  niiiht  be  wondered  bow  many  more  moal] 
black  Hjiell  of  grief  ami  de«pair  wonid  cover  hta  dn 
Five  montbf  had  paiwed  nincc  that  Rumraer  day  wbi 
home  had  fatloii.  He  knew  how  tragic  her  Btrngcle  < 
St  hcmelf  into  her  new  environment.  She  was  d« 
but  not  living  in  the  .\'<«bit  home.  It  wan  the  Nribit 
a  kindly  alKiilc,  hut  not  her  home.  Her  home  waa 
The  itevereil  nwln  of  her  life  kept  Mirring  in  her  t 
in  her  heart,  ami  outwardly,  her  spirit  showed  a 
and  unhappy  being,  trying  to  rebuild  life,  to  readjml 
after  th«  tdiock  that  all  but  kilU.  The  Dncior  realM 
KQ  agony  Ibe  new  growth  was  bringing,  and  that 
atirred  mmcwhat  to  Mmtber  meditatran  by  Captain  Mi 
refiectiona,  the  Ikietor'a  tune  waa  a  doleful  little  tmM 
whiirtled  into  the  wind.  Excepting  Krnvnn  Adan 
■till  came  dally  bringing  hU  %-iolin  and  was  rapidly  k 
all  that  she  knew  of  the  thenry  of  muHic.  Laura  V»i 
had  no  iiitcreat  in  life  outride  of  her  family.  Wta 
I  eame  to  dinner  as  frequently  they  e 
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to  feel  no  constraint  with  them.  Grant  had  even 
er  laugh  with  stories  of  Dick  Bowman's  struggles  to 
ed  card  socialist,  and  to  vote  the  straight  socialist 
ind  still  keep  in  ward  politics  in  which  he  had  been  a 
eeler  for  nearly  twenty  years.  Laura  was  interested 
organization  of  the  unions,  and  though  the  Doctor 
at  it  and  made  fun  of  Grant,  it  was  largely  to  stir  up 
iMion  in  which  his  daughter  would  take  a  vital  in- 

it  was  getting  something  more  than  a  local  reputation 
r  circles  as  an  agitator,  and  wao  ii^  demand  as  an  or- 
*  in  different  parts  of  the  valley.  He  worked  at  his 
nore  or  less,  having  rigged  up  a  steel  device  on  the 
of  his  right  forearm  that  would  hold  a  saw,  a  plane  or 
ner.  But  he  was  no  longer  a  boss  carpenter  at  the 
His  devotion  to  the  men  and  in  the  work  they  were 
leemed  to  the  Nesbits  to  awaken  in  their  daughter  a 
iterest  in  life,  and  so  they  made  many  obvious  ex- 
0  have  the  Adamses  about  the  Nesbit  home, 
ron  was  growing  into  a  pale,  dreamy  child  with  won- 
eyes,  lustrous,  deep,  thoughtful  and  kind.  He  was 
nad,  and  read  all  the  poetry  in  the  Nesbit  library^ 
t  Doctor  loved  poetry  as  many  men  love  wine.  Hero- 
id  mythoiogy,  romances  and  legends  Kenyon  read  day 
iy  between  his  hours  of  practice,  and  for  diversion  the 
;  before  the  fire  or  in  the  sun  of  a  chilly  afternoon, 
g  them  in  such  language  as  little  Lila  could  under- 
So  in  the  black  night  of  sorrow  that  enveloped  her, 
Xesbit  often  spent  an  hour  with  Grant  Adams,  and 
A  much  that  was  near  her  heart. 
ras  strong,  sometimes  she  thought  him  coarse  and  raw. 
ced  the  jargon  of  the  agitator  with  the  enthusiasm  of 
sh  and  the  vernacular  of  the  mine  and  the  shop  and 
^  But  in  hira  she  could  see  the  fire  of  a  mad  con- 
passion  for  humanity. 

ag  those  days  of  shame  and  misery,  when  the  old  in- 

of  life  were  dying  in  her  heart,  interests  upon  which 

boiided  since  her  childhood — the  intorrsts  of  home, 

ren,  of  wifehood  and  motherhood,  to  which  in  joy  she 
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had  con»H'r&tP(l  htinelf,  she  listened  often  to  Grant 
rtitil    there   ojuae    into    her   lUc   iilowly    and 
•Imiwt  without  her  cunwinus  reitlizalion  of  it,  . 
a  new  hppe,  a  new  path  toward  luwfulneas  that  i 
only  happineaN. 

As  thp  Doctor  went  whMtlin<r  into  thf  Mlonn  that  Dq 
night,  he  went  over  iti  hix  mind  rather  nerioualy  the  n 
and  tbp  direction  and  the  final  uuttniine  of  tboar  mat 
ooosciouK  biiildintrx  of  inlcr<'-il  in  itocial  pmbleou  that  1 
patting  forth  in  his  daiightor's  mind.  Above  rxtr, 
else,  he  wiw  not  a  refonner.  He  hated  the  refonnei 
Bnt  he  preferred  tn  see  her  inlerested  in  the  work  of 
Adams — even  Ihoiijrh  he  eonsidered  Grant  mildly  d 
and  felt  that  his  ffrowinp  power  in  the  valley  waa  daa 
— rather  than  to  see  her  under  the  black  pall  that  en* 
her. 

It  was  early  in  the  evening  ax  the  Doelor  went  op  tl 
He  pamed  Jnd^  Van   Dom,  striding  along  and  w 
turn  into  Conprem  fftreet  In  vinit  hia  lady  love.     The 
carried  a  larjre  roll  of  architect "s  plans  under  bta  ana; 
Doctor  nodded  to  the  Judge,  nnd  the  Jndw  mtber 
that  he  was  free  and  did  not  have  to  slink  to  his  lady's  W 
returned  a  gracionn  ennd  evening,  and  his  tall,  «trai|tbt  it 
went  prancing  down  the  street.     When  the  Doctor  eni 
his  home,  be  found  Uiitra  and  Ltla  ntting  by  the  op 
The  child  was  in  her  night  gown  and  they  were  dia 
Santa  Clans.    Lila  was  uying: 
"Kenjron  told  me  Santa  (Tana  was  yonr  falhert" 
Beftire  the  mother  could  reply  the  little  Toiee  went 
"I  wonder  if  my  Sauta  ClauM  will  eoroe  this  year — ■ 
notberf — Why  doesn't  father  ever  come  to  ua,  m 
why  doesn't  he  play  wilh  me  when  I  see  himl" 

N<rw  there  in  the  ntury  of  the  nlKcnl  one  that  parfi 
— the  legend  nbciut  Oo«l  and  Heaven  and  the  annrl* — i 
tiful  and  comforting  Irgend  it  is  for  nnall  minda,  ai>4 
nemful.  (tod  miir  in  Ili»  own  way  brinic  us  to  r«altai 
deed  and  in  Iruth.  When  the  lonely  fatlier  or  the  1 
hearted  m'ltber  tells  t)ie  desolate  child  that  leftend, 
bood  tads  snrDcaae  there  for  Its  sormw.  tint  wbM  f 
no  Ood,  DO  HcaTtn,  no  anfHs  to  whom  the  abN«it  4 
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le,  what  then  do  deserted  mothers  say  t— or  dishonored 
bin  annwert  What  surcease  for  its  sorrow  has  the  little 
lelj.  aching  heart  in  that  sad  caseT  What  then,  ''ye  merry 
■Itemm  that  nothing  may  dismay"? 


CHAPTER  XXV 

IN  WHICH  WS  8BB  TWO  TBMPUDS  AHD  THB  OOMIBim  TH 


IT  was  an  old  oomplmint  in  Harvqr  that  tlie  B 
TrUnms  was  too  much  of  a  bulletin  of  the  doiiifi  < 
Adams  family  and  their  friends.  But  when  a  ma 
all  the  type  on  a  paper,  writes  all  the  editorials  and  f 
the  news  he  may  be  pardoned  if  he  takes  flrst  audi  mm 
near  his  hand.  Thus  in  the  May  that  followed  even 
down  in  the  last  chapter  we  find  in  the  Trihtne  a  few 
of  interest  to  the  readers  of  this  narrative.  We  leai 
instance  that  Captain  Ezra  Morton  who  is  introdncin 
NoneHuch  Sewing  Machine,  paid  his  friends  in  Pn 
school  district  a  visit ;  that  Jasper  Adams  has  been  proi 
to  superintendent  of  deliveries  in  Wright  &  i'err;>**s  ! 
that  Kenyon  Adams  entertained  his  friends  in  the 
Grade  of  the  South  Harvey  schools  with  a  violin  solo  c 
last  day  of  school ;  that  Grant  Adams  had  been  made  a»i 
to  the  secretary  of  the  National  Building  Tradesi  As 
tion  in  South  Har\'ey;  that  Mr.  George  Brotbertoo 
MiMH  Emma  Morton  and  Martha  and  Ruth  had  enjcq 
pleasant  visit  with  the  Adamses  Sunday  afternoon  am 
resumed  an  enjoyable  buggy  ride  after  partaking  of  a  di 
dinner.  In  the  editorial  column  were  some  reflection 
dently  in  Mr.  I^ft  s  most  lucid  style  and  a  closing  para| 
containing  this:  '*Happinef«  and  character/'  said  the  1 
Blow  Philosopher,  '*are  inseparable:  but  how  easy  it 
be  happy  in  a  great,  beautiful  house:  or  to  be  unhappi 
comes  to  that  in  a  great,  beautiful  house:  Environment 
influence  chsracter ;  but  all  the  good  are  not  poor,  nor  i 
rich  bad.  Therefore,  the  Peach  Blow  Philosopher  tal 
the  woods.  He  is  willing  to  leave  something  to  the 
Almighty  and  the  continental  congress.  Selah!" 
As  Dr.  Nesbit  sat  reading  the  items  above  aet  forth 
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«d  new  veranda  of  the  residence  that  he  was  so  proud 
his  home,  he  smiled.  It  was  late  afternoon.  He  had 
hard  day's  work — some  of  it  among  the  sick,  some  of 
ttg  the  needy — the  needy  in  the  Doctor's  bright  lexicon 
those  who  tried  to  persuade  him  that  they  needed 
ftl  ofSces.  ''I  cheer  up  the  sick,  encourage  the  needy, 
or  'em  both,  and  sometimes  for  their  own  good  have 

0  'em  all, "  he  used  to  say  in  that  day  when  the  duties 
profession  and  the  care  of  his  station  as  a  ruling  boss 
itics  were  oppressing  him.  Dr.  Nesbit  played  politics 
ame.    But  he  placed  always  to  win. 

1  Linen  Pants  is  a  bland  old  scoundrel,"  declared 
Opinicm,  about  the  corridors  of  the  political  hotel  at 

[>ital.  ''But  he  is  as  ruthless  as  iron,  as  smooth  as  oil, 
bitter  as  poison  when  he  sets  his  head  on  a  proposition. 
-4ie  buys  men  in  all  the  ways  the  devil  teaches  them 
—offices,  power,  honor,  cash  in  hand,  promises,  pres- 
mything  that  a  man  wants,  Old  Linen  Pants  will 
for,  and  then  get  that  man.  Humorous  old  devil, 
quoth  Public  Opinion.    '* Laughs,  quotes  scripture, 

in  a  little  Greek  philosophy,  and  knows  all  the  new 
,  but  never  forgets  whose  play  it  is,  nor  what  cards 
L'*    Thus  was  he  known  to  others. 
as  he  remained  longer  and  longer  in  the  game,  as  his 

term  as  state  Senator  began  to  lengthen,  the  game 
nd  there  began  to  lose  in  his  mouth  something  of  its 

savor.  That  afternoon  as  he  sat  on  the  veranda 
>king  the  lawn  shaded  by  the  elm  trees  of  his  greatest 
Dr.  Nesbit  was  discoursing  to  Mrs.  Nesbit,  who  was 
'  and  paid  little  heed  to  his  animadversions;  it  was 
aquy  rather  than  a  conversation — a  soliloquy  accom- 

by  an  obligato  of  general  mental  disagreement  from 

fe  of  his  b^m,  who  expressed  herself  in  sniffs  and 

and  scornful  staccato  interjections  as  the  soliloquy 

u    Here  are  a  few  bars  of  it  transcribed  for  begin- 

n  the  Doctor's  solo:  ** Heigh-ho— ho  hum — ^Two 
I  States  Senators,  one  slightly  damaged  Governor, 
1  down,  five  congressmen  and  three  liars,  one  supreme 
juttiee,  also  a  liar,  a  working  interest  in  a  second, 
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and  a  slight  equity  in  a  Uiird;  orgaaizattuo  of  the 
speaker  <.if  (tie  linuitc, — forty  lian  and  thirty-  thieves- 
my  political  asscia,  my  dear," 

"I  wish  yuLi'd  ijtiit  pulitics,  Doctor,  and  attend  1 
prai-tice,"  tliia  by  way  of  accompaiiiuatit  froa  Uta. 
The  Doctor  was  in  a  playful  aud  facelioui  mood  that 
ant  afternoon. 

Ue  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  reaobcd  up  in  tlte  aii 
ontatretcfaed  arma,  clapped  hia  hands  three  timflt,  , 
kicked  hia  aboe-beela  three  times  at  the  end  of  hit 
little  Irgft,  smiled  and  proceeded:  "Liabilities  at 
N'enbit,  dealer  in  public  Rrief.  licensed  diapeoMr  of 
joy,  purveyor  of  Somethios  Squally  Good,  item  one, 
nine  K^nlleint'ii  who  tliiuk  they've  been  promitrd  tfai 
jobs — but  tbey  are  mistaken,  tliey  have  been  told  oa\ 
I'll  do  what  I  ran  fnr  tht^m — which  is  true;  item  two, 
humlnMi  friondn  who  want  somethinK  and  may  ask  I 
roiniilc;  item  tbn'o,  s«-venty-five  men  who  will  be 
been  i)rimed  up  by  the  loathed  oppoaitioD  to  dema 
item  four,  Tom  Van  Dom  who  is  as  sure  as  gnna  to  til 
about  a  year  he  has  to  have  a  vindieatktu  by 
anollier  term;  item  five — " 

"Ue  can't  have  it,"  from  Mn.  Ncsbit.  and  then 
voice  went  on; 

"Item  six.  a  big,  husky  fight  in  Greeley  eoootr  ' 
maharaja  of  Harvey  and  the  adjoining  provincea."  J 
ugfa  roHe  from  the  I>octor,  then  followed  more  clai>p 
hands  and  kickintt  ot  h<H-U  and  aome  atappini^  uf  sosj 
an  the  voices  of  Kcayou  and  Lila  came  into  the  Temi 
the  lawn,  and  the  Doctor  cwst  up  his  acc«ont>:  "1 
now — naupht'ti  a  naught  and  liK)ir<''R  a  Iibiii^  Bnd  a 
and  subtract  the  protils  and  multiply  the  trouble  i 
have  a  busted  comniuuily.  Corrwt,"  he  piped,  " 
my  dear.  o(i«pr>'e  a  buoted  cumiDUuity.  Your  afft 
hird  and  master,  kind  husband,  indulgent  fallier,  |p 

Lten  |p>ne  Imt  not  fnriri>tten.     Ilnw  art>  iho  mifbty  falh 
"Doetor,"  Knappe<i  Mrs.   Nnabit.  "don't  be  a  foo 
me.  Jam«^,  will  Tom  Van  Dom  want  Xu  run  afrainf" 
Makins  a  baaket  with  hia  hands  fur  the  ba^  a( 
the  I>aQtor  aaawvred  slowly.  "Ho-ho-hot    Oh,  I  daot 


I 


TWO  TEMPLES  AND  THE  CONTENTS    287 

Kmld  say— yes.  Hell  just  about  have  to  run— for  a 
ation. ' ' 

ell,  youU  not  support  him!    I  say  you  11  not  support 

Mrs.  Nesbit  decided,  and  the  Doctor  echoed  blandly: 

len  I'll  not  support  him«    Where's  Laura f"  he  asked 

• 

le  went  down  to  South  Harvey  to  see  about  that  kinder- 
I  she's  been  talking  of.  She  seems  almost  cheerful 
the  way  Eenyon  is  getting  on  with  his  music.  She  says 
ild  reads  as  well  as  she  now  and  plays  everything  on  the 

that  she  can  play  on  the  piano.    *' Doctor/'  added 
Nesbit  meditatively,  ''now  about  those  oriental  rugs  we 
going  to  put  upstairs — don't  you  suppose  we  could 
he  mon^  we  were  going  to  put  there  and  help  Laura 
that  kindergarten  f    Perhaps  die'd  take  a  real  interest 
^  through  those  children  down  there."    The  wife  hesi- 
and  asked,  **  Would  you  do  itt" 
•  Doctor  drummed  his  chair  arm  thoughtfully,  then 
is  thumbs  in  his  suspenders.    "Greater  love  than  thia 
lo  woman  shown,  my  dear — that  she  gives  up  oriental 
for  a  kindergarten — by  all  means  give  it  to  her." 
imea,  Lila  still  grieves  for  her  father." 
»,"  answered  the  Doctor  sadly,  **and  Henry  Penn  was 

office  this  rooming  begging  me  to  give  him  something 
rould  kill  his  thirst." 

doctor  brought  his  hands  down  emphatically  on  his 
arms.  ''Duty,  Bedelia,  is  the  realest  obligation  in 
»rld.  Here  are  Lila  and  Henry  Fenn.  What  a  miser- 
vi  of  tommy  rot  about  soul-mating  Tom  and  this  Fenn 
1  conjured  up  to  get  away  from  their  duty  to  child 
uaband.  They  have  swapped  a  place  with  the  angels 
right  to  wallow  with  the  hogs;  that  s  what  all  their  line 
7  amounts  to."  The  Doctor's  shrill  voice  rose. 
''  don't  fool  me.  They  don't  fool  any  one;  they  don't 
■Qol  each  other.  I  tell  you,  my  dear,"  he  chirpe<l  as 
e  from  hia  chair,  **I  never  saw  one  of  thoRc  illicit  love 

in  life  or  heard  of  it  in  literature  that  was  not  just 
old  fashion,  dovmright,  beastly  selfishness.  Duty  is  a 
r  thing  in  life  than  what  the  romance  peddlers  call 
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The  Doctor  stood  looking  at  bis  wife  qncslioDitisljr— 
f  furKoiiie  approving  rcHpoii^e.     UIk-  kejit  on  Mwing. 
1  Sattertliwiutes  with  hearts  oE  tnarblv,"  be  cried  aa  I 
Uted  the  cast  iron  waves  of  her  hair  and  went  c 
bto  the  hou^. 

Mrs.  Nesbit  was  aroused  from  her  reverie  by  tbe  raltir 
the  Adams  bugg^'.  Wheu  it  drew  up  to  the  curb  la 
and  Orajit  climbed  out  and  came  up  the  waUi.  Lanra  i 
a  simple  summer  dress  that  brought  out  all  the  eiqold 
coloring  of  her  skin,  and  made  her  light  hair  ahiue  in 
kind  of  haloed  glory.  It  had  been  mouths  since  the  tooth 
had  seen  in  her  daughter's  face  such  a  smile  as  the  dau|rhl 
gave  Uy  the  man  besiide  her — red-faced,  angalar,  bard  i 
cled,  in  his  dingy  blue  carpenter's  working  elothet  with  I 
measuring  rule  und  p>^rK'il  Hti<^'king  from  bis  aprun  | 
and  with  his  cripplt-d  arm  tipped  by  its 
holder. 

"Grant  is  going  to  take  that  box  of  Lila'a  toy*  down  tot 
kinilergHrien,  mother,"  she  explained. 

Wlien  they  had  disa|ipear4>d  up  the  stairs  Mra.  NeibiteiNi 

hear  them  on  the  flmir  abuve  and  soon  the  heavy  ttri  of  tl 

man  carr>'ing  a  burden  were  on  the  stairs  and  in  i 

minute  the  young  woman  wai*  saying: 

^^     "Leave  them  by  the  teadier's  desk.  Grant,"  and  m  I 

^F'tatied  the  bone,  she  called,  "Now  you  will  get  that  * 

^■dD  to-night  without  fail— won 't  you  t    1 11  be  down  aad  i 

^Kwt  in  the  south  partition  in  the  moniing."    As  iilwgw^ 

^■Irom  the  door  she  greeted  her  mother  with  ■  i^^^^| 

^B^roppetl  wearily  into  a  chair.  ^^^^H 

^P      "Oh  mother,"  she  cried,  "it's  going  to  l>e  ao  flob^^^^ 

hu  the  room  nearly  rini.^ed  and  he's  interri^iling  tbawM 

of  the  union  men  in  South  Ilaney  and  (ienrge  HrothertM 

is  going  to  give  ux  every  month  all  tlie  magaxincb  and  perinAi 

cals  that  are  not  returnable  and  Gi-orge  brought  down  k 

lot  of  Christmas  numbers  of  illustrated  papers,  and  welfl 

oiitting  the  bright  piclunv  oul   and  pinning  them  nn  la 

wall    and   <ieonre   himself   worked    with   u«   all    aftcmoH 

Ominre  says  he  is  going  to  make  every  one  of  bis  lodges  «m 

tribut<>  monthly  to  the  kindergarten — be  Ifdungs  to  evn 

thmg  but  the  Ladies  ol  Oic  Q.  i^  '&.— "  li^t,  ^oukd  « 
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lied  with  her, — ''and  Grant  says  the  unions 
ay  half  of  the  salary  of  the  extra  teacher. 


jasier/' 


I,  don't  you  think — " 

jhter  interrupted  her.  ''Now,  mother/'  she 
t  you  stop  me  till  I'm  done — for  this  is  the 
y  Sands  came  down  to-day  to  help^"  Laura 
at  her  mother's  surprised  glance,  "and  Morty 
e  us  $200  for  the  kindergarten  just  as  soon  as 
out  of  his  father  for  expense  money.''  She 
,  tired  breath,  "There,"  she  sighed,  "that's 

d  came  up  and  the  mother  caught  the  little 
playing  with  her,  tying  her  hair  ribbon, 
her  skirts,  rubbing  a  dirt  speck  from  her 
ling  the  little  one  rapturously  in  her  arms. 
Yomen  were  alone,  Laura  sat  on  the  veranda 
head  resting  upon  her  mother's  knee.  The 
the  soft  hair  and  said:    "Laura,  you  are 

r,"  the  daughter  answered.  "The  mothers 
'or  help  down  there  in  South  Ilarvey,  and," 
le  drearily — "so  am  1;  so  we  are  speaking  a 

er  head  in  the  lap  above  her.  "And  I'm  go- 
mething  worth  doing — something   fine  and 

the  lazy  clouds,  "You  know  I'm  glad  about 
Grant  thinks  Morty  sincerely  wants  to 
hing  real — to  help  and  be  more  than  a  money 
10  old  spider  would  just  let  him  out  of  the 
jther  stared  at  her  daughter  a  second. 
,  about  the  only  money  jrrubbing  Morty  seems 
rubbing  money  out  of  his  father  to  maintain 

•  smiled  and  the  mother  went  on  with  her 
r,  did  you  know  that  little  Ruth  Morton  is 
taking  vocal   lessons  this  summer!"    The 
>r  head.     "(Jrant  says  Mr.  Brotherton's  pay- 
thinks  she  has  a  wonderful  voice." 
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"Voice — "  cHt  in  Mrs.  Xesbit,  "why  Lanim,  th»< 
only  fourteen— voice — !'" 

Laura  anxwered.  "Yes,  mother,  but  yoa'vc  w 
htr  sin^;  she  has  a  Wautiful.  de<rp.  iM>DtnUto  Toice.  h 
treble  above  'C  w  a  trifle  squeak}',  aiid  Mr.  Itrothertfl 
he'x  '^oing  to  have  it  oili'd';  so  Kbe's  to  'take  voeal^ 
larly." 

On  matters  musical  Mn.  NtMbit  believed  bIm  hw) 
to  know  the  whaW  truth,  »o  she  asked:     "Where  do 
Bmlbcrton  enme  in,  IjauraT" 

"Oh,  mutiier,  lie's  alwn)**  been  a  kind  of  god-fat 
thoHC  i^irU.  You  know  as  well  as  1  that  Kruma'*  Ix^-i 
iag  with  that  fnnnral  ehuir  of  yours  and  &fr.  UrollM 
all  these  yeant.  only  brcaune  he  got  her  into  it,  and 
aays  he'a  kept  Mrs.  Ilerdii-ker  from  diseharirinii  Marl 
two  yean,  just  by  Khoer  nerve.  Of  course  Orant  | 
fxtaa  Mr.  BrotliTUm  but  <jrant  says  Martha  a  ao  prett; 
flneli  a  trial  to  .Mra.  Ilrrdickerl  1  like  Martha,  but.  ■ 
abe  juat  thinka  nhe  should  be  carried  round  on  a  chip  b 
of  her  brown  cyof  ami  n^d  hair  and  dear  little  anabb] 
Grant  sayii  Mr.  Drotherton  is  trying  to  get  the  nraocji 
way  to  float  the  Captain'a  stock  cotnpany  and  p 
Uouaehald  Hone  on  the  mariiet.  t  think  Mr.  Broths 
B  fine  uiai),  mother — he's  always  doing  tbioga  to  fa 
pie.- 

kirs.  Nesbit  folded  up  tier  work,  and  brgan 
"Qeurife  nrntherloii,  Laura."  said  her  mother  aa  • 
at  full  leocth  looking  down  upon  her  child,  "ha«  a 
an  angd,  and  perhaps  the  heart  of  a  god,  bul  he 
onion  and  during  the  twenty  yean  I've  been  aingini 
kin  I've  never  known  him  to  speak  a  correct  : 
CotnnKm,  Laura — common  an  diahwaler." 

Aa  Laura  Van  I)om  ulked  the  currents  of  life 
about  her  were  rvfti'cted  in  what  she  said.  Rut  a 
nut  know  the  spirit  that  was  moving  the  currentai  (a 
a  DeigblHiriy  khyims  thoKc  who  wrre  gathering  . 
»en  canrful  to  Kfm  rauual  in  thi-ir  kindnrwi.  and  —.^^ 
not  know  how  deeply  they  were  moved  to  help  her.  B 
*  were  hanlly  in  Ueorge  Brolhertoa*B  lino;  ytt 

laid  bundles  of  papeca,  ransacked  hn  abop  and  tai 
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of  old  posters  and  picture  papers  to  her.  Captain 
ought  a  beloved  picture  of  his  army  Colonel  to 
room,  and  deaf  John  Kollander,  who  had  a  low 
the  ignorant  foreigners  and  the  riff-raff  and  scum 
which  Laura  was  trying  to  help,  wished  none  the 
p  her,  and  came  down  one  day  with  a  flag  for 
room  and  insisted  upon  making  a  speech  to  the 
patriotism.  He  made  nothing  clear  to  them  but 
t  quite  clear  to  hims(»lf  that  they  were  getting 
a  charity,  which  they  little  deserved,  and  never 
irn.  And  to  Laura  he  conveyed  the  impression 
nsidered  her  mission  a  madness,  but  for  her  and 
r  which  she  w&s  fighting,  he  had  appreciative 
He  must  have  impressed  his  emotions  upon  his 
e  came  down  and  talked  elaborately  al)Out  starting 
ehool  in  the  building,  and  after  planning  it  all  out, 
and  forgot  it.  The  respectable  iron  gray  side- 
f  Ahab  Wright  once  relieved  the  dingy  school 
1  .Ahab  looked  in  and  the  next  day  Kyle  Perry 
•f  the  firm  of  Wright  &  Perry  came  trudging  into 
rarten  with  a  huge  box  which  he  said  contained  a 
>at-a-p-p-p-pppat-pat — "  here  he  swallowed  and 
liver  and  finally  said  p-p-patent,'*  and  then  started 
ong  struggle  with  the  word  swing,  but  he  never 
and  until  Laura  opened  the  box  she  thought  Mr. 
brought  her  a  soda  fountain.  But  Nathan  Perry, 
10  came  wandering  down  to  the  place  one  after- 
Anne  Sands,  put  up  the  swing,  and  suggested  a 
practical  devices  for  the  teacher  to  save  time  and 
r  work,  while  Anne  Sands  in  her  teens  looked  on 
observes  a  major  god  completing  a  bungling  job 
is  on  a  newly  contrived  world. 
PS  coming  home  from  his  day's  work  Amos  Adams 
p  in  for  a  ehat  with  the  tired  teacher,  and  he 
ler  curiously  with  his  quiet  manner  and  his  un- 
A'orldliness,  and  his  tough,  unyielding  optimism, 
lectures  for  the  children.  He  would  watch  them 
mes,  try  to  play  with  them  himself  in  a  pathetic, 
'hI  way,  telling  them  fairj'  stories  of  an  elder 
amer  day  than  ours.    Sometimes  Doctor  Neebit, 
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for  Luura  in  his  ba^rfry,  wodUI  And 
room,  aiid  they  would  fall  to  Uirir  everlaBtinf 
the  rtali(,v  ot  titn<r  and  spa(.>c  with  the  Doctor  a, 
y  h'm   impious  attempt   to  cnudi   the  tenoinaliig] 
abstract  philosophy  in  his  JndiaQS  vernacular. 

Lids  Bowman  briii^iiii;  hiT  litUi.-  bnwd  flonvtimai  i 
■it  silently  watching  the  children,  and  look  at  baura 
about  to  speak,  but  Kb?  ulwayti  went  ouoy  with  her  mind 
rc)iev(-d.  Violet  llo^aii,  who  bmueht  her  berultted 
bedizened  eldest,  made  up  for  Mrs.  Howinan'A  retM 
Moreover  Violet  brought  other  moLbvrK  and  their  waa  i 
talk  on  the  topics  of  the  day — talk  thai  rrvealed  to  L 
Nesbit  a  whole  philosophy  that  was  new  lo  brr — tJie 
fnlness  of  the  pour  to  tho  poor. 

Hut  if  others  brought  lo  Laura  Van  [>om  nul 
Dtrensth  and  spiritual  comfort  in  brr  enterprne. 
Adams  waved  the  wand  of  hix  steel  claw  over  the  kit 
ten  and  made  it  live.  For  he  was  a  power  in  (he 
Valley.  Her  friends  knew  that  his  word  gave  the  ki 
(rarlen  the  endontement  of  (>very  union  there  and  than  hn 
to  it  tnothers  with  children  and  with  protileou  m  vi 
ehilJrfn,  whom  I^ura  Van  Dom  otberwi>«  ticrer  < 
have  reached.  The  unions  made  a  snail  donation  mni 
to  the  wiirk  whirh  cnve  them  Ihe  feelinft  of  pniprielo 
in  (be  place  and  the  mother*  and  children  came  in 
mpeet.  Bnt  if  flrant  gave  life  to  the  kiuderiranen,  h 
more  than  ho  fra^^  1**0^  ^^  n^slraininic  hand  of  I 
Van  Dom  alwaj-s  woa  upon  him,  and  bis  friends  n 
Valley  came  to  rcalixe  her  friendship  fur  them  and 
MQ>».  They  knew  that  many  a  renture  of  (Irant'a  V 
would  have  bet'n  a  wild  gooss  rhawe  but  for  thi 
ber  counsel.  And  the  two  came  to  rely  upon  each 
uneonacioiisly. 

So  in  the  ugly  tittle  building  near  Dnolry'a  nioon  fai 
Ilanrey  the  two  towns  met  and  worked  toirelher;  ai 
lo  hcjj  a  broken  heart,  a  bniiwd  life.  Krom  out  « 
nnexplonnl  realm  where  our  dn-amii  are  lili<i>mini;  inia 
fruit  of  n-alily  one  ereninf;  came  Mr.  Left 
"  Wii»cvrr  in  ihe  joy  «>f  wrvice  Rtvcx  pari  of  hiuuwlf  K 
vast  mm  of  sacriHctal  giritiK  that  baa 
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AH  began  to  walk  erect,  ia  adding  to  humanity 's  hi 
building  an  unseen  temple  wherein  mankind  is  a 
From  its  own  inhumanity.    This  sum  of  sacrifii 
is  the  temple  not  made  with  hands!" 
the  foundations  of  that  part  of  the  temple  not  ma 
inds  in  South  Harvey,  may  be  said  to  have  been  la 
B  watertable  set  on  the  day  when  Laura  Van  Doi 
ughed  the  bell-chime  laugh  of  her  girlhood.    An 
\y  came  well  along  in  the  summer.    It  was  twiligh 
t  Doctor  was  sitting  with  his  wife  and  daughter  oi 
ist  veranda  when  Morty  Sands  came  flitting  acro« 
n  like  a  striped  miller  moth  in  a  broad-banded  outing 
le  waved  gayly  to  the  little  company  in  the  veranda 
ne  up  the  steps  at  two  bounds,  though  he  was  a  man 
ty-eight  and  just  the  least  bit  weazened. 
II,"  he  said,  with  his  greetings  scarcely  off  his  lips, 
le  to  tell  you  I've  sold  the  colt!" 
chorus  repeated  his  announcement  as  a  question. 
,  sold  the  colt,"  solemnly  responded  Morty.    And 
led,  ** Father  just  wouldn't!     I  tried  to  get  that  two 
in  various  ways — adding  it  to  my  cigar  bill;  slip- 
n  on  my  bill  for  raiment  at  Wright  &  Perry's,  but 
nned  Kyle  down,  and  he  stuttered  out  the  truth. 
>  get  the  horse-doctor  to  charge  the  two  hundred 
^ill  and  when  father  uncovered  that — 1  couldn't 
'onger  so  I've  sold  the  colt!" 
VIorty,  what  for  in  Heaven's  name!"  asked  Laura, 
m  fumbling  in  his  pockets  before  he  spoke.     He 
ile,  but  as  his  hand  came  out  of  an  inside  pocket, 
itlv:     **For  two  hundred  and  seventeen  dollars 
I  fought  an  hour  for  that  half  dollar!"     He 
the  Doctor,  sayinpr:     **It'8  for  the  kindergarten, 
for  her.  Doctor  Jim!" 

iy  had  gone  Mrs.  Nesbit  said:    **What  queer 

mds  blood  is,  Doctor.     There  is  Mary  Sands 's 

boy,  and  Daniel  has  bred  nothing  into  him. 

ave  been  a  queer  breed  a  generation  or  two 

did  not  answer.     Ho  took  the  money  which 
n  to  him,  handed  it  to  Laura  and  said:    ''And 
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DOW  my  dear,  ocei^pt  this  token  nf  drvotioti  frmn  Sir  U* 
mn  Saiulx.  of  l>ic  uroUlrti  brnrt  iiiiil  wowltrn  hHMl!"  j 
Ifara  Laura  laiigheil.  not  in  dmsioti,  tiol  in  iMrrimi'Dt  r 
but  in  bbrrr  juy  that  life  ntuld  mran  no  niiich.  And 
flbe  laiiylK-d  (Iir  lt*m|ile  not  niAdr  wilh  tiaitd*  br^nn  to 
■Imnit  and  ticautiful  in  bvr  heart  »im]  in  lh«  Ix-arts  of 
who  tiiiirlu-il  brr. 

How  tht>y  would  Iiave  Kneered  at  l^um  V«n  Don't  tii 
in  Ilic  tf'niplc,  tliosp  practical  folk  who  helped  ber  ben 
tbey    hiTL-d    bi-r.     Hmr    (inirgf    Bmiberton    would  ki 

tlmghed:  with  what  suRpieion  John  Hollander  would  k- 
1tfcw«d  the  ki^d<^rplncn.  if  he  had  bwn  told  that  it  ^ 
ftrt  of  a  templt*.  For  h<>  had  no  ftort  of  an  idea  of  IrtK. 
:fte  rap-tnc  and  btib-tail  of  Kouth  Harvey  inio  a  teaplcs 
loirw  vcrj-  well  the>'  dwerved  no  tonple.  They  wm  d» 
leta  and  wifkwi.  liow  Wright  &  IVrrv  wonid  have  mi* 
at  any  one  who  would  have  called  the  dreary  little  M 
where  Laura  Van  Dom  held  forth,  a  temple.  For  tbqr 
pretended  to  see  only  the  earthly  dimenmons  of  Bttr 
thing*.  But  in  their  hearts  they  knew  the  truth.  It  ii 
American  way  to  rnank  the  beauty  of  our  nobler  aelTtaa 
,  real  wives  nndcr  a  gihin?  deprecation.  So  we  wear  the 
neer  of  materialism,  and  beneath  it  we  are  intense  'tiatU 
And  woe  to  him  who  reckons  to  the  contrary! 

Perhaps  the  town's  views  on  temples  in  genenl  i 
Laura's  temple  in  particular,  was  summed  op  by  HI 
Herdieker,  Prop.,  when  she  read  Mr.  Left's  refleetioni  i» 
Tribune.  "Temples — eht — temples  not  made  with  band 
is  iti  Well,  Miss  I<aura  can  get  what  eomfort  abe  en 
of  ber  baby  shop ;  but  met  Every  man  to  his  trade  aa  ■ 
Perry  said  when  he  tried  to  bny  a  doxen  aeinon  and  fi 
sewinir  machine — me  t — I  get  my  heart  balm  adlioft  k 
and  if  others  ^ts  theirs  coddling  brata — 'tis  the  good  0< 
wisdom  that  makes  as  different  and  no  business  of  nte 
long  as  they  bring  grist  to  the  profit  mill!  Tba  trv 
with  their  temples  is  that  they  don't  pay  taxea!" 

So  in  the  matter  of  putting  ap  temples— partioaiiff] 
the  matter  nf  erecting  temples  not  made  with  bandiw 
town  worked  blindly.  Rut  so  far  as  Laura  Van  Dans  i 
eaBeemed,  while  she  waa  working  on  ber  part  of  Ikr^ 
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n  of  youth  still  in  her  heart  Tonth  indeed 
/cry  soul  that  life  has  not  tarnished,  and  if 
1,  hold  ourselves  true  and  bow  to  no  circam- 
rrogant  it  may  be,  youth  still  will  abide  in 
zh  many  years.  Now  Laura,  who  was  bom 
nc  Van  Dorn,  was  taking  up  life  with  that 
at  comes  to  every  unconquered  soul.  She 
s,  she  believed  in  herself,  and  youth  shone 
m  her  face  and  glowed  in  her  body, 
^an  Dorn,  M'ho  had  been  her  husband,  she 
Mflf  to  hold  no  unkind  thought.  She  even 
en  the  child  asked  for  him — to  harbor  no 
m.  So  the  child  turned  to  her  father  when 
ural  face  of  a  child ;  it  was  a  sad  little  face 
)ugh  no  one  else  ever  saw  it  sad;  but  the 
n  she  spoke  and  looked  gently  at  him,  in  the 
ay  he  would  come  back  to  her. 
Kfd  that  on  the  night  when  Laura's  laugh 
i)p:h  her  temple  another  rising  temple  wit- 
\y  entirely  befitting  its  use. 
te  that  night  when  a  pale  moon  was  climb- 
ey  below  the  town,  Margaret  and  her  lover 
le  great  unfinished  house  which  they  were 

uncurtained  windows  the  moonlight  was 
ig  white  splashes  upon  the  floors.  Across 
ays  they  wandered  locating  the  halls,  the 
1,  the  spacious  dining-room,  the  airy,  com- 
is  exposed  to  the  south,  the  library,  the 
ballroom  on  the  third  floor.  It  was  to  be  a 
is  house  of  Van  Dorn.     And  in  tlieir  fancy 

woman  called  it  the  temple  of  love  erected 
he  love  god  whom  they  worshiped.  They 
iiaiiy  a  merry  company.  They  saw  the  rich 
1  the  dining-room.  They  pictured  in  this 
•apering  through  the  ball  room.     They  en- 

and  contentment  in  the  library.  In  the 
1  they  installed  elejjanee  and  luxury,  and 
ned  with  ostentatious  pride  for  the  cominsir 
obility  as  Harvey  and  its  environs  and  \X!k!^ 
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gnrnmndiiig  state  and  Nation  ooold  piodoee.  A  gr 
proud  temple^  a  rich,  beautiful  temple,  a  strongp  maftc 
temple  would  be  this  temple  of  love. 

''And,  dearest/'  said  he — ^the  master  of  the  house,  a 
held  her  in  his  arms  at  the  foot  of  the  stairway  that  si 
down  into  the  broad  hall  like  the  ghost  of  some  ban 
grandeur,  ''dearest,  what  do  we  care  what  thqr  mjl 
have  built  it  for  ourselves — ^just  for  you,  I  want  it— 
for  you;  not  friends,  not  children,  not  any  one  bat 
This  is  to  be  our  temple  of  love.*' 

She  kisKd  him,  and  whined  wordlev  assent    Then 
whispered:    "Just  you — ^you,  you,  and  if  man.  wobmi 
ehild  come  to  mar  our  joy  or  to  lessen  our  love,  Qod 
the  intruder/'    And  like  a  flaming  torch  die  flutlevei 
his  arms. 

The  summer  breexe  came  caressingly  through  an  und 
window  into  the  temple.  It  seemecl — the  summer  bi 
which  fell  upon  their  cheeks — like  the  benediction  of  i 
pagan  god ;  their  god  of  love  perhaps.  For  the  grand  he 
the  rich  house,  the  beautiful,  masterful  temple  of  1 
mad  love  was  made  for  summer  breezes. 

But  when  the  rain  came,  and  the  storms  fell  and  beat  i 
that  hou.se,  they  found  that  it  was  a  house  built  upon  s 
But  while  it  Ktoo<l  and  even  when  it  fell  there  was  a  ten 
a  real  temple,  a  temple  made  with  hands — a  temple 
all  Harvey  and  all  the  world  could  understand ! 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

mSBtt  STABTS  ON  ▲  LONQ  UPWABD  BUT  DKVI0U8  JOUBNIT 

(|HE  Van  Doms  opened  their  new  house  withont  oeten- 
Ution  the  day  after  their  marriage  in  October. 
There  was  no  reception ;  the  handsomest  hack  in  town 
d  for  them  at  the  railway  station,  as  they  alighted  from 
imited  from  Chicago.  They  rode  down  Maricet  Street, 
le  Avenne  to  Elm  Crest  Place,  droye  to  the  new  house, 
liat  night  it  was  lighted.  That  was  all  the  ceremony 
maewarming  which  the  place  had.  The  Van  Doms 
what  the  town  thought  of  them.  They  made  it  plain 
they  thought  of  the  town.  They,  allowed  no  second 
IKople  to  crowd  into  the  house  as  guests  while  the  first 
people  smiled,  and  the  third  rate  people  sniflfed.  The 
B  had  some  difficulty  keeping  Mrs.  Van  Dom  to  their 
Me.  She  was  impatient — ^having  nothing  in  particular 
nk  about,  and  being  proud  of  her  furniture.  Naturally, 
were  calls — a  few.  And  they  were  returned  with  some 
biliousness.  But  the  people  whom  the  Van  Doms  were 
us  to  see  did  not  call.  In  the  winter,  the  Van  Doms 
to  Florida  for  a  fortnight,  and  put  up  at  a  hotel  where 
could  meet  a  number  of  persons  of  distinction  whom 
!ourted,  and  whom  the  Van  Dorns  pressed  to  visit  them. 
I  she  came  home  from  the  winter's  social  excursion, 
Van  Dom  went  straight  to  the  establishment  of  Mrs. 
icker,  Prop.,  and  bought  a  hat;  and  bragged  to  Mrs. 
icker  of  having  met  certain  New  York  social  digni- 
I  in  Florida  whose  names  were  as  familiar  to  the  EEarvey 
'n  as  the  names  of  their  hired  girPs  beaux!  Then 
ig  started  this  tale  of  her  social  prowess  on  its  career, 
aret  was  more  easily  restrained  by  her  husband  from 
ng  the  house  to  the  Plymouth  Daughters  for  an  enter- 
lent.    It  was  in  that  spring  that  Margaret  began— or 
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'  periiaps  they  both  bo^iui  to  put  on  what  Gforfcv  Brotk 
called  ihf  "Vaii  Uorii  remiiant  sale."  Th«r  parade 
down  Market  Street  cvcrj-  jDoming  at  ciglit  thirty. 
sisted  of  one  liandimnie  rather  overdrcMed  man  and  one 
tiful  rather  conspicuously  dressed  wuniaa.  On  fair 
they  rode  in  a  mkiKh-loolcing  vehicle  known  aa  a  Utj 
in  bad  weather  they  walked  through  Market  StneL 
foot  of  the  atain  Iradiiip  to  the  Judirr'a  nffioe  tbe^  | 
wttli  nil  the  vollH^c  of  alTection  [>eriniilt'd  Ity  the  rai 
propriety  and  at  five  in  the  evening.  Mm,  V«o  " 
appeared  on  Market  Street,  and  at  th«  foot  of  tlw 
befi^i>-   iho  Jadge'u  ofilee,  the   parade  reauiDed   Ha  i 

"Well^^iay,"  said  Oeorpc  Brotherton,  "right  i 
tie  line  of  ilaple  and  fancy  love  tlial  firm  is  < 

Rather   nice   titiea    too;    good    deal    of 
tMnditiga — well,  say — frlai)cii)ti  at  tlie  illuxt rattona,  la 
like  to   reail   the   text.     Hot   man — mv— War   yuur 
Georfrcl     With  me  it's  alwa>-a  a  aign  of  low  xtock  «  ~ 
it  all  in  the  window  and  the  abow  easel     Well,  aay— 
he  laughed   like   the  ripping  of  an  earthi^unke. 
tainly  looka  to  me  aa  if  tfaey  were  raovintr  the  lint . 
qaiek  turnover  at  a  small  profit!     WH!  say  I" 

Bat  without  the  eomplicated  ceremony  reqnirH  to 
the  town  that  be  was  pleased  with  hia  matrimouial  \ 
the  handKome  Judge  waa  a  busy  man.     Kvery  time  I 
Dr,  N«hil  toddling  up  or  down  Market  f»lri«et,  or  I' 
South  Harvey,  ur  in  the  remotenanes  a(  Foley  or  ) 
the  Judre   whipped  up   his   energiea.     For   h«  F 
the  Doctor  never  lost  a  fight  through  ovri 
th*  Jiidm*.  alone  for  the  first  time  in  his  ■■areer,  : 
bring  alnut  hia  nomination,  where  a  nomination  i 
Hedion.     Now  a  judf«  who  showefl  the  courage  of  1 
▼ietiiimi.  at  Judge  Van  Uom  hai)  ahown  bis  eoaruti 
tng  aelilementa  in  the  mine  accident  caMa  and  — ' 
matter*  of  nerasinnal  interat,  waa  rather  more  i 
needed  by  the  mine  ownera  of  Harvey  than  UmI 
bnm,  wba  merely  uaed  the  mine  owner's  noory  to  ■ 
hh  awn  enda,  and  incidentally  woric  out  the  ( 
tioo.    Daniel  Snnda  played  both  sidrt.  whieh  ' 
YsB  Dom  eonld  ask.    But  wbeo  the  Doctor  aaw  l| 
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was  giving  secret  aid  to  Van  Dorn,  the  Doctor's  heart  wai 
hot  within  him.  And  Van  Dorn  continued  to  rove  the  dis 
trict  day  and  night,  like  a  dog,  hunting  for  its  buried  bone 

It  was  in  the  courthouse  that  Van  Dorn  made  his  strong 

est  alliance — in  the  courthouse,  where  the  Doctor  was  sup 

posed  to  be  in  supreme  command.    A  capricious  fate  hac 

arranged  it  so  that  nearly  all  the  county  officers  were  running 

for  their  second  terms,  and  a  second  term  was  a  time  honorec 

courtesy.    Van  Dorn  tied  himself  up  with  them  by  main 

taining  that  his  was  a  second  term  election  also, — and  f 

second  regular  four  year  term  it  was.    His  appointment,  anc 

his  election  to  fill  out  the  remainder  of  his  predecessor  V 

term,  he  waved  aside  as  immaterial,  and  staged  himself  at 

a  candidate  for  his  second  term.    The  Doctor  tried  to  breal 

the  combination  between  the  Judge  and  the  second  tenr 

county  candidates  by  ruthlessly  bringing  out  their  deputies 

against  the  second  termers  as  candidates.    But  the  scheme 

provoked  popular  rebellion.    The  Doctor  tried  bringing  oui 

one  young  lawyer  after  another  against  the  Judge,  but  all 

had  retainers  from  the  mine  owners,  and  no  one  in  the  county 

would  run  against  Van  Dorn,  so  the  Doctor  had  to  pick  hif 

candidate  from  outside  of  the  county,  in  a  judicial  conventior 

wherein  Greeley  County  had  a  majority  of  the  votes.    Bui 

Van  Dorn  knew  that  for  all  the  strategy  of  the  situation,  the 

Doctor  might  be  able  to  mass  the  town's  disapproval  of  Vac 

Dorn,  socially,  into  a  political  majority  in  the  conventior 

against  him.     So  the  handsome  Judge,  with  his  matrimonial 

parade  to  give  daily,  his  political  fortunes  to  consider  every 

hour,  and  withal,  a  court  to  hold,  and  a  judicial  serenity  tc 

maintain,  was  a  busy  young  man — a  rather  more  than  passing 

bugy  young  man ! 

As  for  the  Doctor,  he  threw  himself  into  the  contest  againsi 
Van  Dorn  with  no  mixed  motives.  ** There,'*  quoth  the 
Doctor,  to  the  wide  world  including  his  own  henchmen,  yeo- 
men, heralds,  and  outriders,  'Ms  one  hound  pup  I  am  going 
to  teach  house  manners!"  And  failing  to  break  Van  Dom'« 
alliance  in  the  courthouse,  and  failing  to  bulldoze  Daniel 
Sands  out  of  a  secret  liaison  with  Van  Dorn,  failing  tc 
punish  those  of  his  courthouse  friends  who  permitted  Van 
Dorn  to  stand  with  them  on  their  convculion  \\^^\&  \xi  "^ia 
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primary,  the  Doctor  went  forth  with  his  own  primary 
»od  luiiiouuced  tbat  be  proposed  to  beat  V'an  Horn 
convention  single  bunded  and  nloiie. 

And  no  quiet  are  the  wiiecls  of  our  govcrnnent,  t| 
beard  them  grinding  during  the  spring  and  Mrlj  t 
— frw  except  the  little  coterie  of  citixetts  wbo  piy  at 
to  the  details  of  party  politics.  Vet  nndemnth  u 
the  town,  and  thmugb  the  very  hearl  of  ir  wherever  t 
of  the  spider  went,  Uiere  wa»  a  cruel  rrnding.  Tn 
with  hate  in  their  hearts  were  pnlling  at  the  web, 
its  fliaments,  Iwinling  it  out  of  shape,  ripping  its  teil 
a  desperate  struggle  to  control  the  web,  and  with  that 
to  govem  the  people. 

Then  Dr.  .N'eHbit  puNhed  bin  way  into  the  Tcry  maH 
spider,  and  bolted  into  Daniel  SandxH  officv  to  re| 
final  protest  againttt  SandH'H  covert  alliance  with  the 
lie  plunked  angrily  into  the  den  of  the  tipider,  abut  ill 
turned  the  spring  lock,  and  looking  around  saw  i 
bnt  Van  Dom  himself. 

Tbc  Doelor  burst  out:  "Well,  young  inao! 
here,  eh!"  Van  Dom  nodded  pleajianlly,  ao4  replk 
ciouxly:  "Vea,  Doctor,  here  1  aui.  and  1  believa  wa  b 
here  before — at  one  time  or  another." 

Th«  Doctor  ut  down  and  slapping  a  fat  hKnd  on 
arm.  cried  angrily:  "Thoina<i,  it  can't  be  did — yoa 
cut  Vr." 

Judge  Van  Dorn  answered  blandly,  rather  patroi 
"VeH,  Dr.  Jim,  it  can  be  done.    And  1  xliall  do  it. 

"Have  you  let  'cm  fool  you — the  tcllown  on  the 
asked  the  Doctor. 

Judge  Van  Dom  tapped  on  the  desk  beside  his 
tatively.  then  annrered  slowly:  "No — 1  abnuUl  i^j 
mostly  lied  to  me — they're  not  for  me — excepting.  | 
Captain  Morton,  who  tried  to  nay  be  was  oppoaed  tl 
bat  couldn't^quile.  No — Doctor — no— Market  Street 
tool  ne." 

He  was  so  suave  about  it,  ao  naive,  and  yet  so  eock-t 
bifl  Bueeesi,  tbat   the   Doctor  was   impalieni :     "T< 
piped,  "I  tell  you,  they're  too  strong  to  bloff  and  t 
to  boy.    You  can't  make  it." 


^       piped. 
H      toboj 
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tie  younger  man  shut  one  eye,  knocked  with  his  tongue 
he  roof  of  his  mouth,  and  then  said  as  he  looked  insolently 
the  Doctor's  face: 

Well,  to  begin — what's  your  price t" 
be  Doctor  flushed ;  his  loose  skin  twitched  around  his  nos- 
;  and  he  gripped  his  chair  arms.  He  did  not  answer  for 
iy  a  minute,  during  which  the  Judge  tilted  back  in  his 
r  beidde  the  desk  and  looked  at  the  elder  man  with  some 
r  of  curiosity,  if  not  of  interest. 

My  price,"  sneered  the  Doctor,  ''is  a  little  mite  low  to- 
It*8  a  pelt — a  hound  pup's  pelt  and  you  are  going 
umish  it,  if  you'll  stop  strutting  long  enough  for  me 
kin  you!" 

be  two  men  glared  at  each  other.  Then  Van  Dorn,  re- 
ling  his  poise,  answered:  ''Well,  sir,  I'm  going  to  win 
}  matter  how — I'm  going  to  win.  I've  sat  up  with  this 
ition  every  night  for  six  months — Oh,  for  a  year.  I 
w  it  backwards  and  forwards,  and  you  can 't  trip  me  any 
e  along  the  line.  I've  counted  you  out."  He  went  on 
injr: 

What  have  I  done  that  is  not  absolutely  legal?  This  is 
»vemmfnt  of  law,  Doctor — not  of  hysteria.  The  trouble 
I  you."  the  Judge  settled  down  to  an  upripht  position  in 
•hair,  **is  that  you're  an  old  maid.  YouVe  so— so"  ho 
rle«l  the  **8o"  insolently,  **damn  nice.  You're  an  old 
1,  and  you  come  from  a  family  of  old  maids.  I  warrant 
r  grandmother  and  her  mother  before  her  were  old  maids, 
re  hasn't  been  a  man  in  your  family  for  five  generations." 
Doctor  rofie.  Van  Dorn  went  on  arrogantly,  **  Doctor 
es  Nesbit,  I'm  not  afraid  of  you.  And  Til  toll  you 
:  If  you  make  a  fight  on  me  in  this  contest,  whon  I'm 
ted,  we'll  .see  if  there  isn't  one  loss  cornipt  boss  in  this 
t  and  if  Greeley  County  can't  contributo  a  pompadour 
be  rogues'  gallery  and  a  tenor  voice  to  tho  penitontiarv 
r.- 

uring  the  harangue  of  the  Judge,  the  Dootor's  full  lips 
begun  to  twitch  in  a  smile,  and  his  eyes  to  twinkle.  Then 
hirped  gaily: 

Heap  o*  steam  for  the  size  of  tho  load  and  weight  of  your 
•,  Tom.    Better  hoop  'em  up!" 
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And  with  a  lungfa.  shuking  bis  tittle  roond  ■tamaA.  I 
I  toddlod  DtiLof  tbe  room  into  the  corridor,  atw)  br^n  wkisUilj 
'the  tune  iliat  tells  wbat  will  happen  when  Johmij  i 
mari'liin^  home. 

So  the  Doctor  whistled  about  his  afternoon '«  < 
did  not  rwlizo  thxt  the  whistling  was  s  fona  of  i 
nvas. 

That  evening  the  Doctor  and  Laura  began  to  r«ad  t 
I  BruwiiiiiK  where  thry  had  left  ofT  Uic  ntght  brriiir. 
I  were  in  the  laidst  of  "  I'araeelsus, "  when  tbe  father  i 
I  Dp  and  said: 

"Laura,  jou  know  I'm  going  to  flgbl  Tom  Van  OoniJ 
[  another  term  as  district  judgcT" 

"Why,   of  cuunte   vou   should,   father — I   didn't  ' 
[  he'd  ask  it  again!"  said  the  daughter. 

"We  had  a  row  this  ufti^rnoun — a  miserable,  I 
I  row.     He  got  ou  his  hind  legn  and  maried  and  i 
ne.  and  made  me  mad,  1  gu«8H.    80  1  got  to  thin' 
I  should  be  ngiiinxt  him,  and  it  camtr  in  aiv  that  a  a 
vinhiied  the  deirencii-H  as  he  has  and  wijDAe  deela 

I  old  spider  have  been  so  raw,  tiliuuldu't  be  jw 

I  district,     l/ird.  what  will  young  fellows  tliink  if  w*  l 
]  lor  him!     So  I  have  kind  uf  worktd  m>-»Glf  up,"  tbe  l' 
niled  dcprec-alingly,  "to  a  place  where  1  sevm  ta  I 
I  iBcred  duly  in  the  matter  of  licking  him  for  the  • 
1  errtl  deci'uey.     Anyway."  he  cunclitded  1 

"old   Bruwniijg'n  diver,   here,   Hu   me.     He  1 
[  piiupi'r  and,  with  his  pearl,  comes  up  a  prioee. 

"Ftatus."  crieil  the  Doctor,  waving  ihe  l>ouk.  "t  | 
Thus  thnJUjtli  the  pique  of  pride,  and  through  the  atu 
I  Kom,  a  force  of  rightcousiifMS  eume  into  the  world  of  Hal 
I  For  our  niir»ci<«  of  human  progress  arc  not  always  d 
I  prunex  and  prisms.     Tbe  LruUi  dues  nut  eoine  to  men  al<4 
nor  even,  genenilly.  as  they  are  gasJug  in  joyful  admin' 
f  U  the  good  and  the  beautiful.     Sudden  convenions  of  n 
»  are  rare,  and  often  unstable  and  * 
I  The  good  Lord  would  find  much  uf  the  best  1 
lOrid  undone  if  he  waited  until  men  gaidcd  1 
a  mutivM  and  inspired  by  new  impuUm  to  r 
t,  did  it    Tbe  mtiVi'a  no^ '» iVove  V>i  tadifa  a 
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men  who,  for  the  most  part,  are  largely  clay,  working  in  the 
clay,  for  clay  rewards,  with  just  enough  of  the  divine  im- 
pulse moving  them  to  keep  their  faces  turned  forward  and 
not  back. 

Public  opinion  in  the  Amen  Corner,  voiced  by  Mr.  Broth- 
erton,  spoke  for  Harvey  and  said:  *'\Vell,  say — ^what  do 
you  think  of  Old  Linen  Pants  bucking  the  whole  courthouse 
just  to  get  the  hide  of  Judge  Van  Dorn?  Did  you  ever  see 
such  a  thing  in  your  whole  life?"  emphasizing  the  word 
*' whole"  with  fine  effect. 

Mr.  Brotherton  sat  at  his  desk  in  the  rear  of  his  store,  con- 
templating the  splendor  of  his  i>ossessions.  Gradually  the 
rear  of  the  shop  had  been  creeping  toward  the  alley.  It 
was  filled  with  books,  stationery,  cigars  and  smoker's  sup- 
plies. The  cigars  and  smoker's  supplies  were  crowded  to 
a  little  alcove  near  the  Amen  Comer,  and  the  books — school 
books,  pirated  editions  of  the  standard  authors,  fancy  edi- 
tions of  the  classics,  new  books  copyrighted  and  gorgeously 
bound  in  the  fashion  of  the  hour,  were  displayed  prominently. 
Great  posters  adorned  the  vacant  spaces  on  the  walls,  and 
posters  and  enlarged  magazine  covers  adorned  the  bulletin 
boards  in  front  of  the  store.  Piles  of  magazines  towered  on 
the  front  counters — and  upon  the  whole,  Mr.  Brotherton 'a 
place  presented  a  fairly  correct  imitation  of  the  literary 
tendencies  of  the  period  in  America  just  before  the  Spanisli 
war. 

Amos  Adams  came  in,  with  his  old  body  bent,  his  hands 
behind  him,  his  shapeless  coat  hanging  loosely  from  his 
stooped  shoulders,  his  little  tri-colored  button  of  the  Loyal 
Legion  in  his  coat  lapel,  being  the  only  speck  of  color  in  his 
graying  figure.  He  peered  at  Mr.  Brotherton  over  his  spec- 
tacles and  said:  ** George — I'd  like  to  look  at  Emerson's 
addresses — the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Address  particularly."  He 
nosed  up  to  the  shelves  and  went  peering  along  the  books  in 
sets.  **Help  yourself.  Dad,  help  yourself —  Glad  you  like 
Emerson — elegant  piece  of  goods ;  wrapped  one  up  last  week 
and- took  it  home  myself — elegant  piece  of  goods." 

**Tes,"  mused  the  reader,  **here  is  what  I  want — I  had  a 
talk  with  Emerson  last  night.  He's  against  the  war-,  not 
that  be  is  for  Spain,  of  course,  but  HuxVey  ,^^  ad^ii^  Kxaav 
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turned  the  pages  of  his  book,  "ratfa«r  thinks  we  i 

;lit — brlifvcn  war  Ul'm  nluiig  iIk-  ])ntli  u{  grvutest  rana 

id  wilJ  lead  to  our  greater  destiny  nooutr."    The  old  fl 

ngbed.  and  cunliuunl:     "i'oor  Liucoln — 1  couldn't  get  I 

hitt  night :  they  say  he  oad  Uarrison  were  having  a  gnat  | 

about  the  HitDutioD." 

■Ider  stroked  hi.s  ragged  beard  meditatively.  Fiu 
he  said:  "(Jeorge — did  you  ever  hear  our  Kriiyoii  play  I** 
The  big  man  niMldcd  and  went  on  with  bis  worli.  "Wi 
sir,"  tlie  elder  reflvcted:  "Now,  it's  quwr  about  Keaf 
He's  jetting  to  be  a  wonder.  1  don't  know— it  all  | 
me."  He  roeo,  pat  back  the  book  on  its  shelf.  "Soa 
I  believe  I'm  a  fool — and  sometimes  thin^  like  this  boi 
aie.  They  say  they  are  training  Kenyon — on  the  other  ■ 
Of  coarse  he  just  bos  what  music  Laura  and  Mrs.  144 
eould  give  him;  yet  the  other  day,  he  got  hold  of  a  pi 
•eore  of  Schubert's  Sjinpbony  in  B  flat  and  while  be  a 
*ay  it,  he  just  sits  and  eries  over  it — it  means  so  mock  11 
ttle  fellow." 

The  gray  head  wagged  and  the  clear,  old.  bine  tym  !■ 
out  through  the  steol- rimmed  glasM-:*  ami  he  sighed:  * 
it  going  ahead,  making  up  the  mu^l  wunJerful  maw 
■Mms  to  me,  and  writing  it  down  whon  he  ean't  pl«r  j 
ivriting  the  whole  score  tor  it — and  they  tell  me — "  Im 
plained  deprecatingly,  "my  friends  on  the  ntber  xldt, 
the  ehild  will  make  a  name  for  himself."  Ue  paiaad 
asked:  '•George — you're  a  bardheaded  man— what  di 
think  of  itt  You  don't  think  I'm  erazy.  do  you,  Omi| 
I'  The  younger  man  glanced  up,  cnughl  ibe  clear,  kindtf 
p(  Amos  Adams  looking  'ineKtioinncly  down. 

"Dad,"  said  Mr.  Bnithertoii,  baiumerinir  his  fat  M  oai 
dadc,  "  'there's  more  things  in  Ueavcn  and  earth  t' 
dreamed  of  in  your  philosophy,  Horatio' — well  say, 
that's  Shakespeare.     W'c  sell  more  Sbaknpeares  than 
other   poets   combined.     Fine    business,    tliis 
And  when  a  man  holds  the  lead  in  the  trade  . 
apeara  has  done  ever  since  I  wt-nt  into  the  Red 
back  in  the  eighltea — I'm  pretty  nearly  going 
him.     And  when  he  aaya, '  Don 't  be  tim  damn  sal*. 
it  all — '  or  words  to  that  efl'ecl — and  holds  the  ' 
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it — weUy  say,  man — ^your  spook  friends  are  all  right  with  me, 
aoly  say/'  Mr.  Brotherton  shuddered,  ''I'd  die  if  one  eam< 
Riding  up  to  me  and  asked  for  a  chew  of  my  eating  tobaccc 
— ^the  way  they  do  with  you ! ' ' 

''Well/'  smiled  Amos  Adams,  ''much  obliged  to  you 
George — I  just  wanted  your  ideas.  Laura  Van  Dorn  has  seni 
Eenyon's  last  piece  back  to  Boston  to  see  if  by  any  chance 
he  couldn't  unconsciously  have  taken  it  from  something  oi 
some  one.  She  sa3rs  it's  wonderful — but,  of  course/'  the  oIg 
man  scratched  his  chin,  "Laura  and  Bedelia  Nesbit  are  jusi 
as  likely  to  be  fooled  in  music  as  I  am  with  my  controls.' 
Then  the  subject  drifted  into  politics — ^the  local  politics  oi 
the  town,  the  Van  Dom-Nesbit  contest. 

And  at  the  end  of  their  discussion  Amos  rubbed  his  bony 

lean,  hard,  old  hands,  and  looked  away  through  the  books 

and  the  brick  wall  and  the  whole  row  of  buildings  before 

him  into  the  future  and  smiled.    "I  wonder — I  wonder  ii 

the  country  ever  will  come  to  see  the  economic  and  social  ane] 

political  meaning  of  this  politics  that  we  have  now — ^this 

politics  that  the  poor  man  gets  through  a  beer  keg  the  nighl 

before  election,  and  that  the  rich  man  buys  with  his  'barl.'  ' 

He  shook  his  head.    "You'll  see  it — ^you  and  Grant — ^bnl 

it  will  be  long  after  my  time."    Amos  lifted  up  his  old  face 

and  cried:     "I  know  there  is  another  day  coming — ^a  better 

day.     For  this  one  is  unworthy  of  us.    We  are  better  than 

this — at  heart !    We  have  in  us  the  blood  of  the  fathers,  and 

their  high  visions  too.    And  they  did  not  put  their  lives  into 

this  nation  for  this — for  this  cruel  tangle  of  injustice  that  we 

show    the   world    to-day.     Some    day — some    day,"    Amos 

Adams  lifted  up  his  face  and  cried :    '  *  I  don 't  know !     May 

be  my  guides  are  wrong  but  my  own  heart  tells  me  that 

some  day  we  shall  cease  feeding  with  the  swine  and  return 

to  the  house  of  our  father!    For  we  are  of  royal  blood, 

George — of  royal  blood!" 

"Why,  hello,  Morty/'  cut  in  Mr.  Brotherton.  "Come 
right  in  and  listen  to  the  seer — genuine  Hebrew  prophet  here 
— got  a  familiar  spirit,  and  says  Babylon  is  falling." 

"Well,  Uncle  Amos/'  said  Morty  Sands,  "let  her  fall!" 
Old  Amos  smiled  and  after  Morty  had  turned  the  talk  from 
falling  Babylon  to  Laura  Van  Dorn's  kiiideT%^t\.^xi^  kxaw 
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bein^  reiuindetl  by  Laura  of  Kenyon  and  lua  mnaie,  i 
bis  Uieory  of  the  oct'utt  Mnircc  of  thr  child 'i  mr^it 
and  invitod  (icor(ce  tutd  Mony  to  cliurch  to  haar 
play. 

So  whra  Sunday  camp,  with  Jl  came  full  knovla 
moKt  memlwrH  of  the  con^egalion  were  to  bear 
Adaum'  new  compoKilion,  wliicb  had  bpca  ratlier  wji 
Ter1iM>d  by  his  friends ;  luid  Rer.  John  D«xtcr,  (evlitiB 
a  flfth  whi>el,  difu-'anled  his  wrmon  and  in  bomiUty  i 
trition  submitted  some  rxtnnponuieous  rcmarka  (m 
aioa  f«r  hiimaiiily  of  "Cbrim  and  him  trrueiflpd." 

A  little  boy  won  Kenyan  Ailains — a  filim,  preat^y 
ous  foci-d.  little  buy  in  an  Kton  jurket  aud  knickcrix 
out  so  much  lanri'i'  tliaii  hin  violin  that  he  earnrd  oi 
am.  IliM  little  hand  shook,  bnt  Clrant  caiHtbt  hi«  | 
with  a  tender,  earnest  re-nwiumni-e  put  ninem  into  t1 
anna,  aud  stilied  an  unsteady  jaw.  The  orifan  wm 
the  prdudr,  when  the  little  hand  with  the  bow  went 
wide,  tfure,  stmnc  eurve.  and  wlien  the  bow  bme 
airings,  they  sang  from  a  soul  depth  that  oo  diikl'a 
OQoe  could  know. 

It  waa  the  lint  pnblic  renderintr  of  the  now  faniOM 
in  C  minor,  known  sometiineti  aa  "The  Prairia  WI 
pwhap*  better  ao  the  Intt-rmrxzo  betwtwn  the  ae« 
third  acta  of  the  opera  that  made  Kenyon  Adama* 
Knmpe  befurr  lie  wati  twenty.  It  has  b«-eii  ohan^ml  t 
rinw  that  fiwt  tiearinfr  llirre  in  .Ifihn  Dcxter'a  dim 
the  8ands  Memorial  organ,  boiit  in  the  early  oifrll 
RliiEBlieth  Pane  Sanrls.  mother  of  Anne  of  that  tril 
QNnpoeitinu  ta  simplicity  ilaelf — Mve  for  the  rayvtie 
ttoning  that  runs  through  it  in  the  unstained  ntm 
themt*  whieh  Captain  Morton  said  always  mninded  I 
mudow  tark'a  cTeninie  MinR,  but  whieb  repcabi  Hi 
and  over  plaintively  and  Badly  an  the  stately  mmie  i 
ftt  erescradn  and  di««  with  that  nnanaweird  cry  a 
echoing  in  the  laat  faint  notn  of  the  chwtnf  ba 
ten  it  WB*  finished,  thoae  who  had  ears  heard  aw 
I  thoae  who  bad  not  said,  "Well,"  and  wi 
!  opinion,  anlcaa  they  wn«  fbola,  in  whieh  « 
•aid  tfaer  wtwld  hare  preferred  aomethiof  to  wUHi 
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e  the  thing  impressed  itself  upon  hundreds  of  hearts 
oar,  many  in  the  congregation  came  forward  to  greet 
Ud. 

>ng  these,  was  a  tall,  stately  young  woman  in  pure 
with  a  rose  upon  her  hat  so  deeply  red  that  it  seemed 
of  a  shame.  But  her  lips  were  as  red  as  the  red  of 
■e  and  her  eyes  glistened  and  her  face  was  wrought 
by  a  great  storm  in  her  heart.  Bdiind  her  walked  a 
gentleman,  a  lordly  gentleman  who  elbowed  his  way 
rfa  the  throng  as  one  who  touches  the  unclean.  The 
iiild  stood  by  Grant  Adams  as  they  came.  Eenyon  did 
e  the  beautiful  woman ;  the  child 's  eyes  were  upon  the 
He  knew  the  man ;  Lila  had  poured  out  her  soid  to  the 
MVQt  the  man  and  in  his  child's  heart  he  feared  and  ab- 
1  the  man  for  he  knew  not  what.  The  man  and  woman 
oming  closer.  They  were  abreast  as  they  stepped  into 
ilpit  where  the  child  stood.  By  his  own  music,  his  soul 
een  stirred  and  riven  and  he  was  nervous  and  excited. 
?  woman  beside  the  man  stretched  out  her  arms,  with 
uee  tense  from  some  inner  turmoil,  the  child  saw  only 
■oud  man  beside  her  and  shrank  back  with  a  wild  cry 
id  in  his  father's  breast.  The  eyes  of  Grant  and  Mar- 
met,  but  the  child  only  cuddled  into  the  broad  breast 
J  him  and  wept,  crying,  **No — no— no — '* 
n  the  proud  man  turned  back,  spumed  but  not  knowing 
1  the  beautiful  woman  with  red  shame  in  her  soul  fol- 
him  with,  downcast  face.  In  the  church  porch  she 
up  her  face  as  she  said  with  her  fair,  false  mouth: 
,  im't  it  funny  how  those  kind  of  people  sometimes  have 
— ^just  like  the  lower  animals  seem  to  have  intelligence. 
me,  but  that  child's  music  has  upset  me!" 
f  man 'a  heart  was  full  of  pride  and  hate  and  the 
n  *B  heart  was  full  of  pride  and  jealousy.  Still  the  air 
preet  for  them,  the  birds  sang  for  them,  and  the  sun 
tenderly  upon  th^n.  They  even  laughed,  as  they  went 
liigh  Jovian  way,  at  the  vanities  of  the  world  on  its 
plane.  But  their  very  laughter  was  the  crackling  of 
I  under  a  pot  wherein  their  hearts  were  burning. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 
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IKE,"  writeii  Mr.  Left,  Msiiift  tli«  pwadOQjma 
I'cachblow  philosaphcr,  "diftbeaiieiH  oabeem 
i  expect  11)0  wrung  thinfrs  of  it.    We  expeet  iMl 
rewards    for   spirilunl    virtues,    material    purudmoBtt 
Kpiritual  truiKKre'iBions :  when  even  in  the  tnatnial  i 
mnterial  rewanls  and  punish  men  U  do  not  almijrs  f 
aebt  wbieh  seem  U)  require  tbem.     Yet  the  oaty  mre  tl 
the  world  is  that  our  spiritual  lapses  bring  spiritual  ( 
inentx,  and  our  apiritual  virtues  hav«  tbetr  spuitiul 
wards." 

Now  these  obMrvatiotta  of  ^Ir.  lioft  might  well  be  Uka 
the  thems  of  this  atory.  Tom  Van  Doni's  spiritual  I 
grcMnona  had  no  material  punitihmentx  and  the  (Dod 
wu  Id  Grant  Adams  had  no  material  reward.  Yet  the  ■ 
nal  lawn  which  they  obeyed  or  violated  were  Jtientlt 
their  nrwards  and  punishmonis, 

Onee  there  entered  the  life  of  Judge  Van  Doni,  fM 
outside,  the  play  of  purely  spiritual  forces,  which  Ii 
up  and  tripped  him  in  another  man's  itame,  and  Tcni. 
fellow,  may  have  thought  tliat  it  was  a  special  V 
amuod  with  a  warrant  looking  after  him.  Now  thia  < 
Dent  bangH  on  one  "if," — if  yvn  can  call  Nate  Perry  a  i 
"One  generation  paJseth  and  another  eometh  tin.'~ 
Preaeher.  Perhaps  it  ha*  occurred  to  the  reader  t 
love  affaire  of  this  book  are  becomittg  exceedioglj  i 
agfid :  aoou  hare  only  the  dying  glow  of  early 
]^t  here  ooibm  oae  that  ia  as  young  aa  spring  fluvei*i 
b— if  Nate  P«n7  i*  a  mMn,  and  is  entitled  (u  a  lovt  t 
at  aO.  Let'*  take  a  look  at  him:  long  legged,  kaa  I 
keen  eyed,  raxor  bodH-d,  jost  bade  from  College  when  k 
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studied  mining  engineering.  He  is  a  pick  and  shovel  miner 
n  the  Wahoo  Fuel  Company's  mine,  getting  the  practical 
»nd  of  the  business.  For  he  is  heir  apparent  of  stuttering 
Kyle  Perry,  who  has  holdings  in  the  mines.  Young  Nate's 
voice  rasps  like  the  whine  of  a  saw  and  he  has  no  illusions 
about  the  stuff  the  world  is  made  of.  For  him  life  is  atoms 
dopping  about  in  the  ether  in  an  entirely  consistent  and 
satisfactory'  manner.  Things  spiritual  don't  bother  him. 
And  yet  it  was  in  working  out  a  spiritual  equation  in  Nate 
Perry's  life  that  Providence  tipped  over  Tom  Van  Dom,  in 
his  race  for  Judgeship. 

And  now  let  us  put  Mr.  Brotherton  on  the  stand: 

'*  Showers,"  exclaims  Mr.  Brotherton,  ** showers  for  Nate 

and  Anne, — why,  only  yesterday  I  sent  him  and  Grant  Adams 

over  to  Sirs.   Ilerdicker's  to  borrow  her  pile-driver,  and 

spanked  him  for  canning  a  dog,  and  it  hasn't  been  more'n 

a  week  since  I  gave  Anne  a  rattle  when  her  father  brought 

her  down  town  the  day  after  the  funeral,  as  he  was  looking 

over  Wright  &  Perry's  clerks  for  the  fourth  Mrs.  Sands — 

iTid  here's  showers!     Well,  say.  isn't  time  that  blue  streak! 

Showers!    Say,  I  saw  Tom  Van  Dorn's  little  Lila  in  the 

■lore  this  morning — isn't  she  the  beauty — bluest  eyes,  and  the 

sweetest,  saddest,  dearest  little  face — and  say,  man — 1   do 

believe  Tom's  kind  of  figuring  up  what  he  missed  along  that 

line.     He  tried  to  talk  to  her  this  morning,  but  slio  l(M)kcd 

at  Lim  with  those  blue  eyes  and  shrank  away.     Doc  Jim 

iKmgbt  her  a  doll  and  a  train  of  oars.     That  was  just  this 

Homing,  and  well,  say — I  wouldn't  be  surprisinl  if  when  i 

eome  down  and  unlock  the  store  to-morrow  morning,  soiin* 

one  will  lie  telling  me  she's  having  showers.     Isn*t  time  that 

oldhot-foott" 

"Showers — kitchen  showers  and  linen  showers,  anvl  silver 

dnwers  for  little  Anne — little  Anne  with  the  wido.  serious 

cyet, 'the  home  of  silent  prayer'; — well,  siiy,  do  you  know  who 

..  mid  that?    It  was  Tennyson.     Nice,  tasty  piece  of  jroods — 

tkat  man  Tennyson.    IVe  handled  him  in  padded  leather 

;   •weit;  fancy  gilt  cloth,  plain  boartls,  dcckle-eil<;os.  wide  mar- 

R  hand-made  paper,  and  in  thirty-nine  cent  paper — and 
J  a  neat,  nifty  piece  of  goods  in  all  of  them — always  easy 
"a^  to  move  and  no  come  backs."    After  this  pean  to  the  poet, 
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Hr  Bnttlierton  turned  again  to  his  medttAtioiu, 
— Why,  il'a  jiiat  last  week  or  such  a  matter  I  wrmp| 
Mother  Goose  For  lier — just  the  other  day  she  came  is 
ihey  sent  her  off  lo  school,  and  I  gave  Um-  a  diary- 
it'a  showon — "     He  shook  hia  great  bead,  "WaH, 


of  youth  that  (cluwrtl  in  the  heart  of  Nathan  Perry, 
he  wandered  t)acli  from  collene  do  one  iu  particull 
oolicod  him.  but  Anno  Sands  was  do  one  in  part 
And  «s  no  one  i:i  partk'iilar  was  liMikiiig  after  Adim  h 
affairs,  ax  a  ^t\  in  her  teens  she  bad  focuied  ber  bear 
the  ganitling  youth,  and  thrre  grew  into  life  one  ol 
matter^of-faet,  unromanlic  love  affairs  that  eocompfl 
whole  heart.  For  thoy  are  aa  commonplace  aa  ligfat  ■ 
and  are  equally  vital.  Because  their  cnume  is  amood 
affairs  seem  ahallow.  But  let  unhappy  circuoiatanef 
the  even  mrface,  and  behold,  from  their  depths  eanm 
beauty  of  a  Krmt  force  diverted,  all  the  angaJah  of  I 
pantion  eurbetl  and  thwarted. 

In  this  drmocrBUc  airc.  when  deep  emotional  axpe 
ar»  nut  the  privihfci'  of  the  few.  but  the  lot  of  maay 
break  is  almriKt  voaimonplAi^c.  We  do  not  notios  it  aa 
have  been  noti-d  in  Ihojie  chivalric  daya  when  only  t! 
had  the  liner  seittubiUties  Uiat  way  make  great  mental 
ing  poiHihlc.  So  here  in  the  CDmmonplaee  town  of  B 
in  their  eoinmoRpIace  bum<^.  amid  their  commonplace  I 
aad  relatives,  two  coramonptace  hearts  were  aching  i 
suspected  by  a  enmnHinplRtr  world.     And  il  happenad 

Anne  Sands  had  npiniiinjt  about  the  renominatioa  a 
e!«Ttion  of  Judge  Van  D'lni      For  Judire  Van  Dom'a 
and  remarrinTe  had  vfft'ndiKl  .\iinr  Saiids. 

I*  On  the  other  hand,  tu  Nathan  I'erry  the  aaphmtfl 
Judge  Van  Don  meant  nothing  hut  the  ambition  of  a 
rian  in  pditira.  So  whra  Anne  and  he  had  fallen  ia 
ineritahie  diaiiaaann  of  the  Von  Ikini  case,  ■•  a  part 
afleriKKm'i  talk,  indignation  fUuhetl  upon  indiffnan 
the  girl  saw,  or  thonght  the  saw  such  a  defect  in  tbt  I 
tn-  of  bn-  lover  that,  being  what  nhe  was,  she  ha^^fl 
K     aod  be  being  what  he  waa— h<>  was  hurt  to  tkftSHH 
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lovecB  spoke  plainly.  The  thing  sounded  like  a  quarrel — 
Iheir  first ;  and  eoming  from  the  Sands  house  into  the  sum- 
mer afternoon^  Nate  Perry  decided  to  go  to  Brotherton's. 
He  reflected  as  he  walked  that  Mr.  Brotherton's  remarks  on 
**sllO¥^e^^*'  which  had  come  to  Anne  and  Nate,  might  pos- 
ably  be  premature.  And  the  reflection  was  immensely  dis- 
quieting. 

A  practical  youth  was  Nathan  Perry,  with  a  mechanical 
iDBtinct  that  gloried  in  adjustment.    He  loved  to  tinker  and 
potter  and  patch  things  up.    Now  something  was  wrong  with 
the  gearing  of  his  heart  action.    His  theory  was  that  Anne 
was  for  the  moment  crazy.    He  could  see  nothing  to  get  ex- 
cited about  over  the  renomination  and  election  of  Judge  Van 
Ddm.    The  men  in  the  mine  where  the  youth  was  working  as 
a  Biner  hated  Van  Dom,  the  people  seemed  to  distrust  him 
m  a  man  more  or  less,  but  if  he  controlled  the  nominating 
convention  that  ended  it  with  Nathan  Perry.    The  Judge's 
family  affairs  were  in  no  way  related  to  the  nomination,  as 
the  youth  saw  the  case.     Yet  they  were  affecting  the  cams 
and  eoga  and  pulleys  of  young  Mr.  Perry's  love  affairs,  and 
he  felt  the  matter  must  be  repaired,  and  put  in  running 
order.    For  he  knew  that  love  affair  was  the  mainspring  of 
his  life.    And  the  mechanic  in  him — ^the  Yankee  that  talked 
in  Ub  rasping,  high-keyed  tenor  voice,  that  shone  from  his 
thin,  lean  face,  and  cadaverous  body,  the  Yankee  in  him,  the 
dreaming,  sentimental  Yankee,  half  poot  and  half  tinker, 
fell  upon  the  problem  with  unbending  will  and  open  mind. 

80  it  came  to  pass  that  there  entered  into  the  affairs  of 
Judge  Thomas  Van  Dom,  an  element  upon  which  he  did  not 
etleulate.  For  he  was  dealing  only  with  the  material  ele- 
ments of  a  material  universe ! 

When  Nathan  Perry  came  to  Brotherton's  he  sat  down  in 
the  midat  of  a  discussion  of  the  Judgeship  that  began  in 
rather  etherial  terms.    For  Doctor  Nesbit  was  savin? : 

**Aiaoa,  I've  got  yon  cornered  if  you  consider  the  visible 
oniTerae.  She  works  like  a  watch ;  she*s  as  predestined  as  a 
eom  sheller.  But  let  me  tell  you  something — she  isn*t  all 
▼irible.  There's  something  back  of  matter — there's  another 
mde  to  the  shield.  I  know  mighty  well  there *s  a  time  when 
my  medicine  won't  help  sick  folks — and  yel  tVv^y  ^^^\.  ^vi>\. 
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I've  se«n  a  preat  luve  flame  up   in  a  man's  heart  or  i' 
woman's   faeart   or   a   child's    iii    a   bed    of    tortuTv,   ai 
^When   medicine   wouldn't   take   hold    I've   seen    lave  bui 
Httrou^h  ihe  wall  between  the  worlds,  and  I  have  sem  he 
^^Mme  just  as  sure  as  you  wv  the  Harvey  Hook  aud  L« 
der  Company  eoming  rattling  down  Market  Street !     Fuiu 
oM    world — funny    old    world — seventy    rides    arouiwl   I' 
aim — and    then    the    lireworks."     After    puffins    away 
revive  his  pipe  be  said:     "1  sort  of  got  into  tiiia  way 
thinking   recently   going   over   this   judgeship   fisrht." 
amoked -meditatively  then  broke  out,  "Lurd.  Lord,  what 
iron-clad,    hog-tight,    rock-ribbed,    copper-riveted 
proponition  it  is  that  Tom  is  putting  up.     He's  bound  m 
intereitt  with  self-interest  everywhci^.     He  and  Joe  Cal' 
have  roped  old  man  Sands  in,  and  every  material  inter 
in  thiH  whole  dislriet  is  tied  up  in  the  Van  Dorn  candidaq; 
I'm  a  child  in  a  eyelone  in  this  tight.     The  aelf-interest  i 
the  county  catidtdate«,  of  all  the  deputies  who  hope  two  yeai 
from  now  to  be  county  candidates,  and  all  their  frirods,  ever 
Htraw  boss  at  the  shops,  in  the  smelters,  in  the  mines — ai 
all  the  men  who  are  near  them  and  want  to  be  straw 
every  merchant  who  is  caught  in  the  old  spider's  web  w 
B  ninety^lay  note ;  every  Wreet-car  conductor,  cverj-  empio] 
of  the  light  company,  every  man  at  the  waterworks  pla 
every  man  at  the  gas  plant,  the  telephone  linemen — «vei 
human  being  that  dances  in   the  great  woof  of  this  litti 
spider's  web  feela  the  pull  of  devilish  material  jwwer." 
Amos  AdaniH  threw  back  his  grizzleil  head  in  a  laugh 
failed  to  vocaliw.    "Well,  Jim,  according  lo  your  ae« 
you're  liable  to  get  burned  and  singed  and  disligured  unt 
you're  as  uw-lciw  in  politics  ns  this  old  Amoe  Adsmi — th» 
spook  eh««er!" 

There  was  no  bitterness  in  Amoa  Adams's  voice.    "It^ 
alt  riglit,  Jim— I  have  no  complaint  to  make  RfraiBBt 
Forty  years  airo  Dan  Sands  got  the  tint  girl  I  ever  loved. 
went  to  war:  he  paid  his  bounty  and  married  the  girt,     ~ 
man  a  long  time  ngo.     1  often  think  of  the  girl — it's  no 
of  faith  to  Mary.     And  1  have  the  memory  of  the 
tJiat  Day  »t  Vesch  Tree  CreeV  'wWi  *\\  \W  itti^Atttul  Mtnll 
Joi}-  oi  that  charge  aud  irUaX  ^joA  ftVi«  ^'c«fc  \»  *«>■  T>i»' 
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ton/*  he  put  his  thumb  under  the  Loyal  Legion  emblem  in  his 
warped  coat  lapel,  ''this  button  is  more  fragrant  than  any 
flower  on  earth  to  my  heart.  Dan  Sands  has  had  five  wives ; 
he  missed  the  hardship  of  the  war.  He  has  a  son  by  her. 
Jim,"  said  Amos  Adams  as  he  opened  his  eyes,  'Mf  you  knew 
how  it  has  cut  into  my  heart  year  by  year  to  see  the  beautiful 
loul  that  Hester  Haley  gave  to  Morty  decay  under  the  blight 
of  his  father— but  you  can't."  He  sighed.  ''Yet  there  is 
itiU  her  soul  in  him — gentle,  kind,  trying  to  do  the  right 
thing— but  tied  and  hobbled  by  life  with  his  father.  Grant 
nay  be  wrong,  Doctor,"  cried  the  father,  raising  his  hand 
excitedly,  "he  may  be  crazy,  and  I  know  they  laugh  at  him 
ap  town  here — for  a  fool  and  the  son  of  a  fool ;  he  certainly 
doesn't  know  how  he  is  going  to  do  all  the  things  he  dreams 
of  doing — but  that  is  not  the  point.  The  important  thing  is 
that  he  is  having  his  dream  I  For  by  the  Eternal,  Jim  Nes- 
hit,  I'd  rather  feel  that  my  boy  was  even  a  small  part  of  the 
life  force  of  his  planet  pushing  forward — I'd  rather  be  the 
fither  of  that  boy — 1  *d  rather  be  old  Amos  Adams  the  spook 
ehiser — than  Dan  Sands  with  his  million.  I've  l>een  happier, 
Jim,  with  the  memory  of  my  Mary  than  he  with  his  five  wives, 
rd  rather  be  on  the  point  of  the  drill  of  life  and  mangled 
there,  than  to  have  my  soul  rot  in  greed." 

The  Doctor  puffed  on  his  pipe.  "Well,  Amos,"  he  re- 
tomed  quietly,  "1  suppose  if  a  man  wants  to  pet  all  messed 
up  as  one  of  the  points  of  the  drill  of  life,  as  you  call  it — it's 
ewy  enough  to  find  a  place  for  the  sacrifice.  I  admire  Grant; 
hot  someway,"  his  falsetto  broke  out,  "I  have  thought  there 
vas  a  little  something  in  the  bread-and-butter  propasition. " 
"A  little.  Doctor  Jim — but  not  as  much  as  you'd  think!" 
lofwered  Amos. 

••Nevertheless  in  this  fight  here  in  Oreeley  County,  I'm 
qnietly  lining  up  a  few  county  delegates,  and  picking  out  a 
few  trusty  friends  who  will  show  up  at  the  caucuses,  and 
Gnnt  has  a  handful  of  crazy  Ikes  that  I  am  going  to  use  in 
Mj  businen,  and  if  we  win  it  will  be  a  practical  proposition 
head  against  Tom's." 
The  Doctor  rose.  Amos  Adams  stopped  him  with  "Don't 
be  too  sure  of  that,  Jim;  I  got  a  writing  from  Mr.  Left  last 
ai||it  and  he  says — " 
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not 


Hold  on,  AmoK — hold  on,"  aqu<»ked  Ibe 
o:  ■"ntitil  Mr.  Left  is  rfBiMiTcd  in  the  Third 
i'l  botlicr  with  liim  until  aficr  the  cooTCnt 
The  IXtclur  Wil  thu  place  Hiiiilin^  At  Amm 
lally  at  young  Ur.  I'erry.     The  dimrtalion  had 
tio  the  practical  mind  oF  yooD;  .Mr.  I'en. 
itle  he  wan  fuiubliiig  hia  way  throuRb  tbr  maMS  of  WlwJi 
heard.  Aiuus  Adaniti  left  the  Hlinp  and  anotlwr 
vi-ry  much  nfler  Nathan   Perry's  own  h«art» 
icl  Sauds  hud  no  cosmic  problems  on  lUi 
to  befuddle  yumyg  Perry.     UuiiiH  Sands  « 
old  man  of  nearly  three  score  years  and  ten ;  bin 
cym  framed  in  tvd  lids  looked  shifltiy  at  oop 
«aa  fori:ver  prcoccapied  io  canting  up  suou  in  ini 
was  splotched  and  dirty,  a  kind  of  scale 
iiifT  liver  it,  aiid  h\n  ]oi:g,  thin  noae  atai 
fv',  ill-kept  wliihicers  like  a  oharp  anout,  ati 
noting  in  money.     When  he  nnUed,  which 
tkliM  quality  of  hia  stuile  Heemed  expresaed  by  hi 
that  were  forever  falling  oat  of  place  wb^  be 
facial  mtisvle*.     He  walked  rather  Ktealtbily  back 
where  the  proprietor  of  the  shop  wan  woriiinr:  bat 
jiMid  enough  fur  Nate  Perry'a  practieal  ear  to  con| 
git  elder  luan's  mtssion. 
It    "(iforge,  I've  got  to  be  out  of  town  for  the  next  ten 
and  the  county  couvtntion  will  meet  when  I'm  fpMw." 
stopped,    and    cleared    bin    throat.     Mr.    Brnlherton 
what  was  coniinv-     "I  juitl  called  to  uy  that  we're 
ing  yoQ   to  <lo  all  you  can   for  Tom."     He  pauaed. 
"    ilherloD  was  about  to  reply  when  the  old  man  aiubd 
Kmile  and  added: 
Of  eonrv,  we  can't  afford  to  let  our  good  Doetor'afal 
n  intrrfrrc  with  )niiiine»t.     Ami  Omirire."  br  concta 
just  tell   lh<>  bojTi  to   put    Mony  on  in  my  plaee    - 
inre,  you  kind  of  nit  by  Morty,  and  nee  that  be  geta  hii' 
rigbU     Miirty's  a  goitd    imy,   lieonre — but  he  aonw 
doesn't  get  intTenled  in  thintrN  av  1  like  to  aev  him.    I 
be  alt  right  if  yotill  joat  Ax  hitt  ballot  in  the  ronrentioa 
■M  that  be  villa  it."    H«  blinked  hia  dull,  rvd  ejaa  at 
biKik  aeller  and  dropped  hia  voice. 
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*'I  Botieed  your  paper  as  I  passed  the  note  counter  just 
now;  some  of  it  will  be  dne  while  I'm  gone;  I'll  tell  'em  to 
rraew  it  if  you  want  it."  He  smiled  again,  and  Mr.  Broth- 
mon  answered,  "Very  well — I'll  see  that  Morty  votes  right, 
Mr.  Sandfly ' '  and  solemnly  went  back  to  his  ledger.  And  thus 
the  practical  mind  of  Nathan  Perry  had  its  first  practical 
Icason  in  practical  politics — a  lesson  which  soon  afterwards 
produced  highly  practical  results. 

Up  and  down  Market  Street  tiptoed  Daniel  Sands  that 
iaj^  listening  his  web  of  business  and  politics.  Busily  he 
lottered  over  the  web,  his  water  pipes,  his  gas  pipes,  his 
electric  wires.  The  pathway  to  the  trade  of  the  miners  and 
the  men  in  the  shops  and  smelters  lay  through  his  door. 
Material  prosperity  for  every  merchant  and  every  clerk  in 
Market  Street  lay  in  the  paunch  of  the  old  spider,  and  he 
ctfiikl  spin  it  oat  or  draw  it  in  as  he  chose.  It  was  not  usual 
for  him  to  appear  on  Market  Street.  Dr.  Nesbit  had  alwa3r8 
been  his  vicegerent.  And  often  it  had  pleased  the  Doctor 
tn  pretend  that  he  was  seeking  their  aid  as  friends  and  get- 
ting it  solely  upon  the  high  grounds  of  friendship. 

Bat  as  the  Doctor  stood  by  his  office  window  that  day  and 
saw  the  old  spider  dancing  up  and  down  the  web.  Dr.  Nosbit 
knew  the  truth — and  the  truth  was  wormwood  in  his  mouth — 
that  he  had  been  only  an  errand  boy  between  greed  in  the 
bank  and  self-interest  in  the  stores.  In  a  flash,  a  men*iless, 
ejnical  flash,  he  looked  into  his  life  in  the  capital,  and  there 
be  saw  with  sickening  distinctness  that  with  all  his  power  as 
t  botSy  with  his  control  over  Senators  and  Governors  and 
courts  and  legislatures,  he  was  still  the  errand  boy — that  he 
reigned  as  boss  only  because  he  could  be  trusted  by  those  who 
eODtrolled  the  great  aggregations  of  capital  in  the  state — the 
fiilroads,  the  in.sarance  companies,  the  brewers,  the  public 
vnriee  corporations.  In  the  street  below  walked  a  flashy 
fnath  who  went  in  and  out  of  the  saloons  in  obvious  pride 
of  being.  Ilis  complacent  smile,  his  evident  glory  in  him- 
•df,  made  Dr.  Nesbit  turn  away  and  shut  his  eyes  in  shame. 
He  had  loathed  the  youth  as  a  person  unspeakable.  Yet  the 
Toath  aho  was  a  messenger — the  errand  boy  of  vice  in  South 
Harvey  who  doubtless  thought  himself  a  person  of  (rreat 
power  and  consequence.    And  the  difference  beV^^^w  «xv 
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ind  boy  of  greed  and  Uie  errand  boy  of  vice  wi 
mffieient  to  revive  the  Doctor's  spiriu.  So  the  Doolor, 
Bobcri^l.  left  the  window.  Tlie  gay  uothuiuiiiiiu  uf  tin*  tlji 
plungiDif  for  the  pcurl  was  gc>u«  fruiu  tliv  dcpmatvU  liti 
while  clud  tigiire.  He  was  litiding  biii  pearl  a  bunieu 
_  tbtiu  a  joy. 

That  evening;  Morty  Sands,  resplendent  in  purple  aod 
inen — the  purple  being  a  gorgeous  neckti«,  and  the  fine  li 
I  niDHt  Miinptuou8  tailor-made  ahirt  watxi  above  a  pair 
^hile  broadcloth  trouspn;  and  silk  botte,  and  under  a  81 
»Uar  I'HiiBina  hat,  tripped  into  the  Hrotherton  store  Car 

iekly  armload  of  reading  and  tobaeeo. 

"Alurty,"  said  Mr.  Hntthcrtun.  after  the  young  man  h 
JHckeil  utii  the  latest  w^rd  in  literature  and  nieotlne,  "ye 

Lher   was   in    here    to-day   with    inslructiona    for   ne 

laperune  you  through  the  county  convention  SaturdaXi 

u'll  be  on  the  delegation." 
i  The  young  man  blinked  good  naturedly.    "I  haTeat  | 
"  t  inieJIect  lo  go  tbrimgh  with  it,  Oeorge,'* 

fs.  you   have.  Morty,"  retiirm-d  Mr.  Riothnta 

pausivE-ly.     "The  Qovernor  wanlx  me  to  be  Hure  yoa 

br  Van  Uom — that's  nl>out  all  th<-re  is  iii  ihe  eonvenlia 

I^Jd  Linen  I'atils  is  to  name  the  doIegateB  to  ihc  Slate 

togresaional  conventions — they  're  trying  to  let  the  old 

-not  to  beat  him  out  of  his  State  and 

kderabip. '  * 

I  The  yonng  man  thought  for  a  moment  then  smiled  op  a 
Ifae  big  mmjti-faec  of  Brotherton — "All  right,  Genreie,  I  an 
'  I  11  havi-  to  east  my  unfctlerwi  vote  for  Van  Doi 
ibough  AN  a  ttporUng  proposition  my  sympathint  are  with  t 
other  side." 

"Well,  say — you  orter  'a'  heani  a  talk  I  beard  t>oo  Kad 
give  this  afternoon.     That  oM  sinner  wilt  be  ahniitiaf  i 

tlhe  mourner's  bench  Jioon — if  he  doesn't  cheek  up." 
t    Morty  looki-d  up  fivm  his  mngayine  to  say 
Ph's  Laura.     A  man  couldn't  go  with  her  through  all 
'fone  thpjugb  without  being  mxrc  of  a  man  for  it.     Wbm 
took  a  turn  in  the  mining  huNinefi<i  lavt  spring  I  fimnd 
the  people  ilown  in  Som\i  Warvey  iw«A  ■n«U\taUy  love  hi 
*ifiafJi.     They'll  do  uu)c«  or  Vsa  lat  ^xwA.  K-^tda. 
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gettmg  the  men  organized  and  they  look  up  to  him  in  a 
way.  But  they  get  right  down  on  their  marrow  bones  and 
love  Laura." 

Morty  smiled  reflectively :  *  *  I  kind  of  got  the  habit  myself 
once — and  I  seem  someway  never  to  have  got  over  it — ^much ! 
But,  she  won't  even  look  my  way.  She  takes  my  money — 
for  her  kindergarten.  But  that  is  all.  She  won't  let  me 
take  her  home  in  my  trap,  nor  let  me  buy  her  lunch — ^why 
she  pays  more  attention  to  Grant  Adams  with  his  steel  claw 
than  to  my  strong  right  arm !  About  all  she  lets  me  do  is 
distribute  flower  seeds.  George,"  he  concluded  ruefully, 
"Fve  toted  around  enough  touch-me-nots  and  coxcomb  seeds 
this  spring  for  that  girl  to  paint  South  Harvey  ringed, 
streaked  and  striped." 

There  the  conversation  switched  to  Captain  Morton's  stock 
company,  and  the  endeavor  to  get  the  Household  Horse  on  the 
market.  The  young  man  listened  and  smiled,  was  inter- 
ested, as  George  Brotherton  intended  he  should  be.  But 
llorty  went  out  saying  that  he  had  no  money  but  his  allow- 
ance— ^which  was  six  months  overdrawn — ^and  there  the  mat- 
ter rested. 

In  a  few  days,  a  free  people  arose  and  nominated  their 
delegates  to  the  Greeley  County  convention  and  the  night 
before  the  event  excitement  in  Harvey  was  intense.  There 
3ould  be  no  doubt  as  to  the  state  of  public  sentiment.  It  was 
igainst  Tom  Van  Dom.  But  on  the  other  hand,  no  one 
seriously  expected  to  defeat  him.  For  every  one  knew  that 
he  controlled  the  organization — even  against  the  boss.  Yet 
vaguely  the  people  hoped  that  their  institutions  would  in 
some  way  fail  those  who  controlled,  and  would  thus  register 
public  sentiment.  But  the  night  the  delegates  were  elected, 
it  seemed  apparent  that  Van  Dom  had  won.  Yet  both  sides 
claimed  the  victory.  And  among  others  of  the  free  people 
elected  to  the  Convention  to  cast  a  free  vote  for  Judge  Van 
Dom,  was  Nathan  Perry.  He  was  put  on  the  delegation  to 
look  after  his  father's  interests.  Van  Dom  was  a  practical 
man,  Kyle  Perry  was  a  practical  man  and  they  knew  Nate 
Perry  was  a  practical  youth.  But  while  Tom  Van  Dom 
slept  upon  the  assurance  of  victory,  Nate  Perry  was  per- 
turbed. 


CHAPTEB  XXVlll 

WBBBN  MOam  8AKPB  MAKEb  A  RW  SDOIBU 

IN  PUBLIO 

WHEN  Hortimer  Sands  eame  down  town 
moniiog,  two  boiin  befbre  the  eonmntion 
found  the  courthouse  yard  Uaek  with 
dekgates  and  alao  he  found  that  the  Judge's  friends 
m  majority  in  the  crowd.  So  evident  was  their 
that  the  Nesbit  forces  had  conceded  to  the  Judge  the 
to  organize  the  convention.  At  eleven  o'clock  the  CJ 
merchauts,  clerks,  profesHioiial  men,  working  men  in 
Sunday  clothes,  delegates  from  the  surrounding 
towns,  and  farmers — a  throng  of  three  hundred  men, 
to  crowd  into  the  hot  ''Opera  House."  So  young  Mr. 
with  his  finger  in  a  book  to  keep  his  place,  followed  the  ci 
to  the  halU  and  took  his  seat  with  the  Fourth  Ward  dehfl 
tion.  Having  done  this  he  considered  that  his  full  d^ 
to  Ood  and  man  had  been  performed.  lie  found  Nstki| 
Perry  sitting  beside  him  and  said: 

"Well,  Nate,  here  s  where  Anne*s  great  heart  bresksr 
I  suppose 7** 

Nathan  nodded  and  asked :  "I  presume  it *s  all  over  1^ 
the  shouting." 

*'AU  over,"  answered  the  elder  young  man  as  he  din 
into  his  book.  As  he  read  he  realized  Uiat  the  conTcatij 
had  chosen  Captain  Morton — a  partisan  of  the  Judge--i 
chairman.  The  hot,  stifling  air  of  the  room  was  thick  iri| 
the  smokt*  of  cheap  tol>a(*co.  Morty  Sands  grew  nervous  s| 
irritated  during  the  pnOiminary  motions  of  the  organiiatiM 
Even  as  a  sporting  event  the  oilds  on  Van  Dom  were  I 
heavy  to  promote  exeitement.  He  went  out  for  a  breath! 
air.  When  he  re«*ntered  Judge  Van  Dom  was  making  t 
opening  speech  of  the  convention.    It  was  a  fervid  tSm 
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inh  war  was  then  in  progress  so  the  speech  was  foil 
>D8  to  what  the  Judge  was  pleased  to  call  '"libertah" 
ir  common  oountrah"  and  our  sacred  ''dutah"  to 
itah."    NaturaUy  the  delegates  who  were  for  the 

renomination  displayed  much  enthusiasm,  and  it 
lisy  moment.  When  the  Judge  closed  his  remarks — 
'  of  course — and  took  his  seat  as  chairman  of  the 
W'ard  delegation »  which  was  supposed  to  be  for  him 
usly  as  it  was  his  home  ward,  Morty  noticed  that 
?  Judge  sat  grand  and  austere  in  the  aisle  seat  with 
partly  closed  as  one  who  is  recovering  from  a  great 
tTort,  his  half-closed  eyes  were  following  Mr.  Joseph 
vho  was  buzzing  about  the  room  distributing  among 
j^tes  meal  tickets  and  saloon  checks  good  for  food 

and  beast  at  the  various  establishments  of  public 
tment. 

learned  from  Oeorge  Brotherton  that  as  the  county 
^ere  to  be  renominated  without  opposition,  and  as  the 

had  been  agreed  to  the  day  before,  and  as  the 
!entral  committeemen  had  been  chosen  the  night 

the  caucuses,  the  convention  was  to  be  a  short  horae 
rried.    Of  course.   Captain   Mortou   as  permanent 

I  made  a  speech — with  suitable  eulogies  to  the  bo3rs 
'e  the  blue.  It  was  the  speech  the  convention  had 
any  times  before,  but  always  enjoyed — and  as  he 
f  asked  rather  grandly,  ''and  now  what  is  the  further 

of  the  convention  f ' ' 

i  Mr.  Calvin's  pleasure,  as  expressed  in  a  motion, 
secretary  be  instructed  to  cast  the  vote  of  the  con- 
Tor  the  renomination  of  the  entire  county  ticket,  and 
:hat  Senator  James  Nesbit,  in  view  of  his  leadership 
irty  in  the  State,  be  requested  to  name  the  deloprates 
tate  and  congressional  conventions  and  that  Jud^ 
Van  Dom — cheers  led  by  Dick  liowman — Thomas 

II  be  requested  to  name  the  delegates  to  the  judicial 
eonvention.  Cheers  and  many  cries  of  no,  no,  no, 
the  Calvin  motion.  It  was  seconded  and  stated  by 
•  and  again  cheered  and  roarod  at.  Dr.  Nesbit  rose, 
is  mild,  treble  voice  protested  against  the  naming  of 
lates  to  the  State  and  congressional  and  judicial  con* 


I 
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veotions.  He  said  that  while  it  had  been  tb«  praetiefl 
past,  he  was  uf  the  opiiuuii  that  the  lime  bad  oonw 
Coiiveiiliuii  itself  cbuu&e  b.v  wards  aiid  pre^iucta  I 
ships  it£  delegates  to  these  coiivititiutu.  lie  uid  fort] 
aa  for  ibc  Stale  and  coii|{n.iwiuiiHl  d«Ic]ni>rN,  thry  i 
piek  a  delegatiou  of  tweuty  men  iu  the  ruoni  if  thejr  tri 
would  not  contain  a  majority  which  be  cotild  wurk  wi 
wbich  there  was  cheering  from  llic  anti-Van  Uum  i 
but  it  waa  clear  that  they  were  in  tbc  mincmty. 
discunion  HCemifl  to  be  cxpixted  and  tlie  Captain  wa 
to  put  the  motion,  when  from  amonj;  the  dilepall 
South  Harvey  there  arose  the  red  poU  of  Unuit  j 
From  th«  Harvey  deletr>t^  be  met  the  glare  »f  diMr 
from  any  crowd  of  morcfaant^  and  dcrka  lo  any 
tator.  Morty  couhl  see  from  the  face  of  Dr.  Ne«bit 
waa  lurpnacd.  Judge  Van  Dorn,  who  sal  near  yuuo( 
looked  mildly  intercHtetl.  After  he  wan  r«cognijted, 
in  an  trnpasHioned  voice  began  to  talk  ot  the  inhem 
of  the  Nesbit  motion,  providing  ibat  each  pn-einrl  ( 
delegation  conld  name  ita  own  dclt^alcs  to  the  SCal 
BTTCWiiona]  and  judicial  convcntioiui. 

If  the  motion  prevaile«l.  Judge  Van  Dorn  wmild 
divided  delegation  from  (ireeley  county  to  the  judiu 
vention,  as  some  of  the  precincts  and  wards  were  a^i 
though  a  majority  of  the  untied  convention  was  fi 
Grant  Adams,  swinging  hifs  iron  cisw,  wax  explaini 
to  the  convention.  He  wax  appealing  pawionately 
right  of  proportinnal  representation ;  bottling  that  ibl 
ity  bad  rigtita  of  rfprcscntatioo  that  the  nujorHjr 
DQt  drny. 

Judge  Van  Dnm,  witbnal  rising,  had  nwred  m 
room  in  a  snarling  voire:  "Ah,  you  sociaUat!" 
had  growled:  "None  of  your  re«1  mouthed  ranting 
Finally,  as  it  was  evident  that  tinrnt's  remarks  wei 
eating  the  woritraen  on  the  delegalioiui,  Van  Dorn,  a 
oalted  out: 

"Here,  you — what  right  have  you  to  addreM  thta 
tiinT" 

"I  am  a  regularly  accredited  delegate  from  Sovth 
holding  the  proiy — " 
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He  got  no  further. 

The  Van  Dom  delegates  roared,  ''Put  him  out.  No 
ffoxics  go,"  and  began  hooting  and  jeering.  It  was  ob- 
rious  that  Van  Dom  had  the  crowd  with  him.  He  let  them 
at  Grant,  who  stood  quietly,  demanding  from  time  to 
that  the  chair  should  restore  order.  Captain  Morton 
Itamered  the  table  with  his  gavel,  but  the  Van  Dom  crowd 
•minued  to  hoot  and  howl.  Finally  Judge  Van  Dom  rose 
ihi  with  great  elaborateness  of  parliamentary  form  ad- 
Ikved  the  chair  asking  to  be  permitted  to  ask  his  friend 
Wkk  a  proxy  one  question. 

^Thc  two  men  faced  each  other  savagely,  like  characters 
biibolizing  forces  in  a  play;  complaisance  and  discontent. 
Mind  Grant  was  the  unrest  and  upheaval  of  a  cla.ss  coming 
Mo  eonaciousness  and  tremendously  dynamic,  while  Van 
mm  stood  for  those  who  had  won  their  fight  and  were  static 
■d  self -satisfied.  He  twirled  his  mustache.  Orant  rai.seil 
k  steel  claw  as  if  to  strike;  Van  Dom  spoke,  and  in  a  bark- 
^,  vicious,  raucous  tone  intended  to  annihilate  his  adver- 
ir%-.  asked: 

**Will  you  tell  this  convention  in  the  interest  of  fairness, 
kat,  if  any,  personal  and  private  motives  you  have  in  help- 
^  Dr.  Nesbit  inject  a  family  quarrel  into  public  matters  in 
te  eounty?" 

A  moment's  silence  greeted  the  lawyer's  insolently  framed 
n.  Mortimer  Sands  saw  Dr.  Nesbit  go  white,  start  to 
and  sit  down,  and  saw  dawning  on  the  face  of  (irant 
the  realiamtion  of  what  the  question  meant.  Hut  bt*- 
Wt  he  could  speak  the  mob  broke  loose*.  his.ses.  cheers  and 
It  roar  of  partisan  and  opposition  filled  the  nnmi.  ( 2 rant 
pama  tried  to  speak;  but  no  one  would  hear  him.  Ho 
tacd  down  the  aisle  toward  Van  Dom,  his  red  hair  fiashin<:r 
k  a  banner  of  wrath,  menacing  tlio  Jud^e  witli  tlio  sttvl 
hr  apraised.     Dr.  Nesbit  stopped  (irant.     The  insult  had 

Bi  so    covert,   so   cowardly,    that    only    in    resenting    its 
lieation  would  there  be  scandal. 
Mortimer  Sands  closed  his  book,     lie  saw  Jud^e  Van  Honi 
wh,  and  heard  him  say  to  (ieorge  Hrotherton  who  sat  be- 
He  young  Sands : 
"I  plugged  that  damn  pie-face!'* 
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Nathan  IVrry.  the  practical  young  man  litlUig 
Fourth  ward  dele^tioo,  hesnl  the  Jadg«  and  titM*~* 
Sands.  Morly  SftndH's  sporting  bk>od  mae  in  1 
pap,"  be  whispered  to  Nate.  "He's  talunf  a 
Laora." 

The  orowd  Kradiiallj  grew  calm.    There  bein^ 
discoHioQ,  faptuin  .Morlun  put  the  motion  of  J 
to  let  the  majority  of  tht-  convt'tilion  naa 
inipmor  (.■onveiitions.     The   roar  of  ayca  i 
blat  of   noes.     It    wan   dear   that    the  Calvin   mU 
carried.     The   Doctor  was  defeated.     But  before  t 
aonounced  the  vote  the  pompndoar  of  the  little  i 
(|uiolUy  aa  he  stood  in  the  middle  aisle  and  asked  in  b 
treble  for  a  vote  by  wards  und  pmdtK-ts. 

In  the  moment  of  siktice  that  foHoweil  the  DoeU 
ItMtioo,   Nathan    i'err^'s  faee,   which   irradually 
frrowinff  stony  mid   baril,   eracked  in  a  mean  am 
leaned  over  to  Murty  and  whispered : 

"Miirly,  ean  you  ittand  for  tJiit — that  damnwl 
snap  at  l^ura  V'anI     ity  (n'^bby  I  can't — I  wun*tl' 

"WiO],  let's  rain  bell.  NUo— I'm  with  yoo.  ! 
notbiac,"  njd  the  ipiileleas  and  aoiiable  Morly. 

Jod^  Van  Dom  raw  grandly  and  with  prcat  c 
diction  affreed  with  the  Doetor'a  "ejcrllt-nl  s 
ticketa  wvre  paaard  abonl  Mjiitaininff  the  words  j 
and  bats  wrrr  paaaed  duwn  dcb?^lton  lines  and  I 
galea  put  the  ballots  in  the  hats  and  the  chainncn  c 
tiona  apjmintvd  Irlirn)  nnd  flo  the  ballota  wvr* 
When  the  Kourlli  ward  tialiotina  was  finiabed,  Jl 
Uom  looked  pujodcd.  He  was  three  votn  abort  otm 
Rii  vanity  irai>  pridcrd.  He  l>Hievnl  be  had  a  aol 
tiMt  and  propoaed  to  hare  it.  When  In  the  nil 
Fanrtb  wud  ddasation  was  reacbeit  (it  was  the  U 
dnet  aa  the  aecretary'a  roll)  the  Jadtre.  as  ehatra^ 
Ftntrtb  wardim,  roM,  blandly  and  eoioplneenlly. 
noanced:  "Ward  Pour  casts  twenty-fire  Totes*  *; 
three  Totea  'no.'    1  danand  a  poll  of  the  ilrlention^ 

Oeorga  Bntharlan  roH  when  the  clerk  of  the  < 
ealled  the  roll  anal  voted  a  weak,  hiuky  'no'  aad 
ib«-pialdy  under  the  Jodm's  fflare. 
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fwn  the  list  came  the  clerk  reading  the  names  of 
lUes.  Finally  he  called  ''Mortimer  Sands/'  and  the 
g  man  rose,  smiling  and  calm,  and  looking  the  Judge 
fr  in  the  eye  cried,  **I  vote  no!" 

len  iMndenionium  broke  loose.    The  convention  was  bed- 
The  friends  of  the  Judge  were  confounded.    They 
lot  know  what  it  meant, 
e  ekrk  ealled  Nathan  Perry. 

•o/*  he  cried  as  he  looked  maliciously  into  the  Judge's 
r  eyea. 

es  there  was  no  doubt.  For  the  relations  of  Wright  t 
f  were  so  close  to  Daniel  Sands  that  no  one  could  mistake 
neaning  of  young  Perry's  vote,  and  then  had  not  the 
\  town  read  of  the  ''showers"  for  Anne  Sands f  Those 
opposed  the  Judge  were  whispering  that  the  old  spider 
tamed  against  the  Judge.  Men  who  were  under  obli- 
DS  to  the  Traders'  Bank  were  puzzled  but  not  in  doubt. 
^  was  a  general  buzzing  among  the  delegations.  The 
ti<m  of  Mortimer  Sands  and  Nathan  Perry  was  one  of 
wholly  unexpected  events  that  sometimes  make  panics 
Jitics.  The  Judge  could  see  that  in  one  or  two  cases 
ations  were  balloting  again.    ''Fifth  ward,"  called  the 

ifth  ward  not  ready,"  replied  the  chairman. 
[anoock  township,  Soldier  precinct,"  called  the  clerk. 
[>ldier  precinct  not  ready,"  answered  the  chairman. 
}  next  precinct  cast  its  vote  No,  and  the  next  precinct 
la  vote  7  yes  and  10  no  and  a  poll  was  demanded  and 
ote  was  a  tie.    The  power  of  the  name  of  Sands  in 
ey  eminty  was  working  like  a  yeast. 
Tell^  boys,"  whispered  Mr.  Brotherton  to  Morty  as  two 
liipa  were  passed  while  they  were  reballoting,  ''Well. 
-yon  mre  have  played  hell."    He  was  mopping  his  red 
and  to  a  look  of  inquiry  from  Morty  Mr.  Brotherton  ex- 
ad:    '^You've  beaten  the  Judge.     They  all  think  that 
our  father's  idea  to  knife  him,  and  the  foremen  of  the 
\  who  are  running  these  county  delegations  and  the 
I  Harv^  oontingent  are  changing  their  votes — that's 

notlier  instant  Morty  Sands  was  on  his  feet.    He 


I 
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stood  on  a  »eat  almve  Ihe  crowd,  a  slim,  kecn-fimd,  ' 
fi^re.  When  he  ciiDcd  upon  the  chflimutn  •  hadi  fri 
the  crowd.  When  he  l)eg»n  to  apeak  be  eould  fed  til 
(if  the  crowd  horing  into  hiui.  "I  wimb  to  Bt«te,"  k 
hcsitutinKly,  then  his  i»>ur«ge  came,  "that  my  vnte  ■ 
this  reHoluIion,  was  diie  entirely  to  tJie  inferential  en 
inent  of  Judge  Thciiiuii*  Van  Dorn,"  this  time  the  ■ 
Dorn  roar  was  overwhelming,  deafening,  "thit  the  I 
tion  eontained." 

Another  roar,  it  seemed  to  the  Judfre  ax  tmm  m 
beauts,  greeted  this  period,  "But  1  also  wish  to  i 
clear."  continued  the  young  man,  "that  in  Ihin  pon 
am  representing  only  my  own  views.  I  have  no 
stnicted  by  my  father  how  to  cast  this  ballot.  Fa 
know  as  well  as  I  how  he  would  vote."  The  roar  frq 
anti-Van  Dom  crowd  came  back  a);ain.  stninijer  than 
T)ie  convention  Imd  put  its  own  inTerprelali"ti  upi 
words.  Thoy  knew  he  was  merely  making  it  plainer  tt 
old  spider  had  caught  Judge  Van  Dom  in  tbtt  web,  « 
some  reason  whs  jiucking  out  his  vitals.  Alorty  sal  dowi 
the  rieiute  of  duty  well  done,  and  again  Mr.  UrotI 
leaned  over  and  whispered,  "Well,  you  did  I  irood  jai 
put  the  trimminiTH  on  right — hello,  wr'ra  going  I 
again."  Again  the  young  man  jumped  to  hit  Hi 
cried  amid  the  noise,  which  Hank  altouit  inalADtly  i 
saw  who  waa  trying  to  speak:  "I  tell  y«>u,  Kentieme 
so  far  as  I  know  my  father  is  for  Judge  Van  Ihirn,"  I 
crowd  only  InuKbed,  and  it  wan  evident  that  they  t 
Morty  was  playing  with  them.  As  Morty  Sands  tm\ 
Nathan  IVrr}'  nwe  and  in  hix  high,  strong.  wire-ed|teii 
eried:  "Men,  I'm  voting  only  myself.  Bui  whea  I 
shows  dogfaair  an  Judge  Van  Dorn  showed  it  to  this  fi 
tion  in  thai  riueslion  to  Orant  Adam* — all  hell  can't  hi 
to — "  But  the  roar  of  the  crowd  drowned  tlie  rlo«v 
sentence.  The  mob  knew  nothing  of  the  light  thi 
dawned  in  Nathan  Pern- a  heart.  The  crowd  knew  c 
the  son  and  the  future  son-in-law  of  tbc  old  apkdl 
tiimetl  on  Van  Dorn,  and  that  he  was  marked  for  i' 
so  it  proceeded  with  the  butchering  which  gave  it  g\ 
•onal  felicity.     Men  bowled  their  real  eaavictioiu  i 
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Tan  Dom's  universe  tottered.  He  tried  to  speak,  but  was 
liowled  down. 

"Vote — ^vote,  vote,"  they  cried.  The  Fourth  ward  bal- 
loted again  and  the  vote  stood  ''Tes,  fifteen,  no,  twelve,"  and 
the  proud  face  of  the  suave  Judge  Van  Dorn  turned  white 
^th  rage,  and  the  red  sear  flickered  like  lightning  across 
his  forehead.  The  voting  could  not  proceed.  For  men  were 
running  about  the  room,  and  Joseph  Calvin  was  hovering 
over  the  South  Harvey  delegation  like  a  buzzard.  Morty 
Sands  suspected  Calvin 's  mission.  The  young  man  rose  and 
ran  to  Dr.  Nesbit  and  whispered :  ** Doctor,  Nate's  got  seven 
hundred  dollars  in  the  bank — see  what  Calvin  is  doing?  I 
can  get  it  up  here  in  three  minutes.    Can  you  use  it  to  help?" 

The  Doctor  ran  his  hand  over  his  graying  pompadour  and 
smiled  and  shook  his  head.  In  the  din  he  leaned  over  and 
piped.  *  *  Touch  not,  taste  not,  handle  not,  Morty — I  Ve  sworn 
off.  Teetotler,"  he  laughed  excitedly.  Young  Sands  saw  a 
bill  flash  in  Mr.  Calvin's  hands  and  disappear  in  Dick  Bow- 
man's pockets. 

**No  law  against  it,"  chirped  the  Doctor,  ''except  God 
Almighty's,  and  He  has  no  jurisdiction  in  Judge  Tom's  dis- 
trict." 

As  they  stood  watching^  Calvin  peddle  his  bills  the  conven- 
tion saw  what  he  was  doing.  A  fear  seized  the  decent  men 
in  the  convention  that  all  who  voted  for  Van  Dorn  would  be 
susi>ected  of  receiving  bribes.  The  balloting  proceeded.  In 
Bve  minutes  the  roll  call  was  finished.  Then  before  the  re- 
sult was  announced  George  Brotherton  was  on  his  feet  saying, 
'*The  Fourth  ward  desires  to  change  her  vote,"  and  while 
Brotherton  was  announcing  the  complete  desertion  of  the 
Fourth  ward  delegation,  Judge  Van  Dorn  left  the  hall. 
Men  in  mob  are  cruel  and  mad,  and  the  pack  howled  at  the 
vain  man  as  he  slunk  through  the  crowd  to  the  door. 

After  that,  delegation  after  delegation  changed  its  ^ote 
and  before  the  result  was  announced  Mr.  Calvin  withdrew 
his  motion,  and  the  spent  convention  only  grunted  its  ap- 
proval. Then  it  was  that  Mugs  Bowman  crowded  into  the 
room  and  handed  Nathan  Perry  this  note  scrawled  on  brown 
butcher's  paper  in  a  hand  he  knew.  ''I  have  this  moment 
learned  that  you  are  a  delegate  and  must  take  a  ^xiJcKvi,  ^\axA, 


I 


Don't  let  a  woni  I  have  said  inJluenoc  jroa.    1  Mbuii  bfi 
whatever  you   du.     Use   your  own   judgment^  (oU 
cotutcicQcc  and  'with  Trod  be  the  rod.'  "     "A-  8." 

Nathan  I'erry  folded  Uw  note,  and  m  h«  |Kit  it  is  kil' 
pocket  he  fell  the  proud  beat  of  liis  Imrt.  t-HflMli  ■' 
later  when  th*;  I'Oiivtiitioii  adjounied  for  noon,  Natkul 
Morly  SandH  rait  plumb  into  Thomas  Van  Uorn,  aittinc  il 
back  room  of  tlie  bank,  wet  eyed  and  blnbherlofi.  Tte  Jl 
was  slumped  over  the  biff,  tiliuiiiift  table,  htii  jawa  t 
hia  hands  fumbling  the  ink  staudg  and  paper  mifdila  < 
«ye«  were  Ktarini;  and  nervous,  and  bcakle  I ' 
bottle  and  glawi  told  their  story.  The  man  m 
table,  iind  xhrieked: 

"Vol!  dauiued  little  fice  dog,  you — "  ihia  toJIortjr,"] 
you — "  Murly  daiihed  around  the  tabic  lowan)  t^  J 
but  before  he  could  n-ut^h  the  man  Ui  strike,  tJie  Judfi 
moving  his  jawa  iupolently,  and  t;raspin|t  the  thin  air. 
mouth  foamed  as  he  fell  and  he  lay.  a  sliiverinn,  ' 
horrtir,  ui>tin  the  fl(ior.  The  bank  I'ltrkst  lifted  the  fi„ 
leather  eoneh,  and  aonie  one  Munmoned  [>cic1or  Netbtt. 

The  Doctor  ftaw  the  whinkey  Imtle  half  emptied  i 
the  while  faced,  pnistrate  figure.     The  i><>otor  Hem  thet 
frum  the  room  ax  he  worked  with  the  unoonaciona  ■ 
piped   to  Murty   aa  he   wnrked,   "Nuthiiig  seri 
temper,  whiskey — and  vanity  and  ^-eiation  of  spirit;  *' 
ot  vanitieH — all  a  vanity — saiih  the  preachi^r.'        Miwl 
Xatkau  left  the  room  as  the  man's  eyes  iipeiied  u 
Doctor  with  a  woman's  tenderuoB  brought  the  wn 
brok«it.  shiitleretl  bundle  nf  pride  back  to  com 

Kor  years  this  became  (Jeurge  Urolbertoa's  f 
Ue  tint  told  it  to  lleno-  Fenn  thuit: 

"Say,  IK'ury,  leiiune  tell  you  about  old  mat 
MBV  in  here  the  day  after  he  got  baek   from  Chi 
^^Ub  with  me  for  tettinic  Murty  vole  acairist  Tom. 

■ay — I  'm  right  here  to  tell  you  that  was  notue  do — all 
ail  rifchll  Vou  know  he  thouuht  I  got  ^lorly  and 
vote  that  way  and  the  old  spider  eaine  hopping  in  1 
a  grand-daddy  long-legs  and  the  way  be  let  out  aa- 
humblff — well,  aay — aay  I  Holler — you'd  orto  beard  Ut 
Wt    Joat  ipat  pben — wowl  and  as  for  me  who'd  fot 
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0  the  tpoable — as  for  me/'  Mr.  Biotherton  paxuedy 

his  hand  over  bis  expansive  abdomen  and  sighed 

as  one  who  recalls  an  experience  too  deep  for  lan- 

''WeU,  say— I  tried  to  teU  him  I  didn't  have  aay- 

0  do  with  it»  but  he  was  wound  up  with  an  eight-day 
!  I  knew  it  was  no  use  to  talk  sense  to  him  while  he 
tting  his  li^ts  at  me  like  a  drunk  switchman  on  a 
ghtf  but  when  he  was  clean  run  down  I  leans  over  the 
*  and  says  as  polite  as  a  poUywog,  'Most  kind  and 
nke,'  says  I,  'you  toodi  me  deeply  by  your  bumptious 
'  says  I,  'let  me  assure  you,  your  Innd  and  generous 
nts  will  never  be  erased  from  the  tablets  of  my  most 

1  memory' — just  that  way. 

II,  say — "  and  here  Mr.  Brotherton  let  out  his  laugh 
me  down  like  the  cataract  at  Ladore,  "pretty  soon 
laib  in  fresh  as  a  daisy  and  asks : 
ither  been  in  here?' 
leck  one  father,'  says  I. 
lising  hell  ? '  he  asks 
leck  one  hell,'  says  I. 
ell,  sir,'  says  he,  *I'm  exceedingly  sorry.' 
fie  sorrow  check,'  say^  I. 

ncerely  and  truly  sorry,  George,'  he  repeats  and  'Two 
(  check,'  I  repeats  and  he  goes  on:  'Look  here, 
I  know  father,  and  until  I  can  get  the  truth  into  him, 
I'on  *t  be  for  a  week  or  two,  I  suppose  he  may  try  to 
u!' 

leck  one  interesting  ruin,'  says  I. 
\  he  brought  down  his  hand  on  the  new  case  till  I  shud- 
br  the  glass,  and  well,  say — what  do  you  think  that 
le?  He  pulls  out  a  roU  of  money  big  enough  to  choke 
md  puts  it  on  the  case  and  says :  '  I  sold  my  launch 
pw  every  dollar  I  had  out  of  the  bank  before  father 
ae.  Here,  take  it;  you  may  need  it  in  your  business 
Ither  calms  down.' 

sn't  that  white!  I  couldn't  get  him  to  put  the 
k  and  along  comes  Cap  Morton,  and  when  I  wouldn't 
the  old  man  glued  on  to  him,  and  I'm  a  goat  if  Morty 
lend  it  to  Uie  Captain,  with  the  understanding  I 
ave  it  any  time  inside  of  six  months,  and  the  Captain 
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could  Qse  it  after^-ard.     That'R  wheir  tbe  CtpU 
Uioiify  to  build  his  shop." 

It  coMt  Daniel  Stind))  five  thousand  dollars  in  hard  t- 
money,  not  that  he  earned  the  money,  but  it  wan  bard'« 
DC  vert  he  less,  to  undo  the  work  of  that  convention,  and 
nate  ami  elect  Thomas  Van  Dorn  difitrict  JudRv  up' 
independent  ticket.  And  even  when  the  work  was  dim 
emptineas  of  the  honor  did  not  convince  the  Judfce  thi 
ia  not  a  material  world.  He  huptrcd  the  empty  honor 
kcart  and  made  a  vast  pretenae  that  it  was  rcdL 
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r  YERE  and  now  this  story  must  pause  for  a  moment, 
p-l  It  has  come  far  from  the  sunshine  and  prairie  ^rass 
L  JL  where  it  started.  Tall  elm  trees  have  ^rown  from 
ftnplings  that  were  stuck  in  the  sod  thirty  years  before,  and 
ejr  limit  the  vision.  No  longer  can  one  see  over  the  town 
rtaa  the  roofs  of  Market  Street  into  the  prairie.  No  longer 
en  emn  one  see  from  Harvey  the  painted  sky  at  night  that 
irfci  Sooth  Harvey  and  the  industrial  towns  of  the  Wahoo 
(Uey.  Harvey  is  shut  in ;  we  all  are  sometimes  by  our  com- 
ts.  The  dreams  of  the  pioneers  that  haloed  the  heads  of 
me  who  came  to  Harvey  in  those  first  da3r8 — those  dreams 
t  gone.  Here  and  there  one  is  trapped  in  brick  or  wood  or 
ne  or  iron;  and  another  glows  in  a  child  or  walks  the 
ary  ways  of  man  as  a  custom  or  an  institution  or  as  a  law 
It  brought  only  a  part  of  the  blessings  which  it  promised. 
knd  the  e^iuality  of  opportunity  for  which  these  pioneers 
■Kd  the  Mississippi  and  came  into  the  prairie  uplands  of 
e  West — where  is  that  evanescent  spirit?  Certainly  it 
iched  Daniel  Sands's  shoulder  and  he  followed  it;  it  beck- 
ed Dr.  Nesbit  and  he  followed  it  a  part  of  the  journey. 
irely  Kyle  Perry  saw  it  for  years,  and  Captain  Morton  was 
■tined  to  find  it,  gorgeous  and  iridescent.  Amos  Adams 
igfat  have  had  it  for  the  asking,  but  he  sought  it  only  for 
ken.  It  never  came  to  Dooley  and  Ilogan,  and  Williams 
d  Bowman  and  those  who  went  into  the  Valley.  Did  it 
K  one  may  ask ;  or  did  it  vanish  like  a  prairie  stream  un- 
r  the  sand  to  flow  on  subterranean  and  appear  again 
roDg,  purified  and  refreshed,  a  powerful  current  to  carry 
■iloiid  forward?  The  world  that  was  in  the  flux  of  dreams 
■t  day  when  Harvey  began,  had  hardened  to  reality  thirty 
■n  after.  Men  were  going  their  appointed  ways  working 
t  in  circnmstances  the  equation  of  their  life's  philosophy. 
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And  DOW  while  the  story  uaiU,  we  may  wdl  look  I 
pictures.  Tlity  do  not  spt-wi  the  tuuntive;  they 
point  muntls  tu  atloni  thiii  taie.  But  th«y  may  i 
huw  liviug  a  creed  cotu>istenlly  colors  one's  life.  Pi 
all  the  realities  of  life  are  from  within.  Events,  % 
ment,  fortune  good  or  bad  do  not  color  life,  or  girt  it  I 
aiid  form  and  value.  Hut  in  lining  a  en^  one  m 
picture  So  let  us  look  «t  Ttiomas  Van  Dom,  who 
that  he  eould  beat  Uod  at  his  own  ^ntne.  and  did. 
that  he  wanted  cume  to  him,  wealth  and  tumt  and  poi 
the  women  he  desired. 

Judfrv  aud  Mn.  Van  Dorn  and  her  Aoa  are  ridiii 
their  sinart  rubber  lireil  trap,  behind  a  hifffaly  dicdn 
and  with  the  dog  between  them.  They  are  Dot 
The  man  i^  lookini*  nl  his  ^loveil  hands,  at  the  bot^ 
street, — where  ocensional ly  he  bows  and  smile*  sa 
by  any  chance  mioses  Itowini;  and  ftmilins  to  any  «n 
miffht  be  pansin^.  His  wife,  dreaaed  stiffly  and  aai 
lookiniB'  straiiirht  abend,  with  as  weary  a  faoe  as  tba 
UuniTBrian  Spits  beside  her.  Time,  in  the  Temple  of 
the  hill  hiiM  not  worn  her  bloom  off :  it  is  all  there — an 
but  (br  luldilional  bloom,  the  artilieial  bloom,  n 
Whvn  Khc  Kiniles.  us  slie  somelimes  smiles  at  the  mtti 
itf  the  Judfre  who  greet  Ihc  pair,  it  is  an  clabnrmlely  i 
icat  smile,  with  a  distinct  beninninir.  climax,  and 
Some  way  it  failH  to  eonvinee  one  that  tdie  has  any  pla 
it.  The  smile  still  is  beautiful,  esceedinvly  baatil 
only  aa  a  pivture.  Wbrn  the  ttmile  is  eamiNhed  wil 
the  voice  is  low  and  musical — but  too  low  and  too  oi 
musieal.  It  iloe*  not  reveal  the  sou)  of  Maivaret  Van 
the  aoul  that  flowed  In  the  ifirl  who  came  bi  Pimpee 
ship  lifteiTi  yeans  before,  with  bannere  Hyine  to  lay 
Harrey.  The  NOtil  that  glowed  thmtieh  thoaa  m 
eyes  upon  Henry  Kenn — where  is  it*  She  haa  n 
croBird  in  any  dexire  of  her  life.  She  haa  enjojt 
fiirm  uf  pleasure  that  money  could  buy  for  her;  abe  ii 
intn  books  that  make  the  wrinkles  pome  belwmi  T 
brows,  and  i«  nibbing  the  wrinkles  on!  and  the  id< 
tiM  bonka  «s  fast  as  they  come.  She  ia  dnminfr  a 
for  bappiiieas,  learned  of  the  books  that  make  her  hi 
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id  13  repeating  over  and  over,  *'6od  is  good,  and  I  am 
id,  "  as  one  who  would  plaster  truth  upon  his  consciousness 
r  thf  u;ere  repetition  of  it.  But  the  truth  does  not  ht*1i)  lier. 
>  she  sits  beside  her  husband,  a  wax  work  figure  of  a  woman, 
id  he  seenui  to  treat  her  as  a  wax  figure.  For  he  is  clearly 
espied  with  his  own  affairs. 

"When  he  is  not  bowing  and  smiling,  a  sneer  is  on  his  face. 
Bd  when  he  speaks  to  the  horse  his  voice  is  harsh  and  mean. 
»  holds  an  unlighted  cigar  in  his  mouth  as  a  terrier  might 
4d  a  loathed  rat;  working  the  muscles  of  his  lips  at  times 
ajously  but  saying  nothing.  The  soft,  black  hat  of  his 
lathfiil  da^^s  is  replaced  by  a  high,  stiff,  s^iuarel}'  sawed 
U  bat  which  he  imagines  gives  him  great  dignity.  Ilis 
Mhes  have  become  so  painfully  scrupulous  in  their  exact 
ttformatiou  to  the  mode  that  he  hniks  wtKKlen.  He  has 
^cu  so  much  thought  to  the  subject  of  '*  wherewithal  shall 
^br  Glothe<l,'*  that  the  thought  in  some  queer  spiritual  curd- 
ig  has  appeared  in  the  unyielding  texture  of  his  artificial 
ilurrd  «kiu,  that  seems  to  be  a  part  of  another  consciousness 
ttu  his  own 

31un*ovcr,  those  first  days  he  spout  after  the  convention 
ivp  chipped  the  suavity  from  his  countenance,  ami  have 
ntteu  ufKiU  the  bland,  complacent  face  all  tlie  cynicism  of 
bnature.  Triumph  makes  cynicism  arrogant,  so  the  man  is 
■inir  his  mask.  His  nature  is  leering  out  of  his  i*yes. 
larluig  out  of  his  mouth,  and  where  tlie  little,  lean  lines 
ave  pared  away  the  flesh  fn>m  his  nose,  a  greedy,  self- 
ivkitig  pride  is  peering  from  behind  a  great  masterful  nose. 
V^maH  Van  Uorn  should  be  in  the  adolescence  of  maturity: 
he  is  in  the  old  age  of  adolcseenee.  His  sUin  has  no 
the  soft  olive  texture  of  youtli:  it  is  brown  and  niot- 
kd  and  leathery.  His  lips — his  lips  once  full  and  red.  are 
■ning  and  leadening. 

ThuH  the  pair  go  through  the  May  twilight :  and  when 
heelHrtric  lights  iM'gin  to  fljish  out  at  the  corners,  thus  the 
ria  Doms  ride  before  the  big  black  mass  of  the  temple  of 
Iw  that  looms  among  the  young  trees  upon  the  lawn.  The 
VBaan  alights  fmm  the  trap.  She  pauses  a  numient  ui)on 
he  stone  block  at  the  curbing.  The  man  uiak«N  no  sign  of 
iBfiiag.    She  takes  the  dog  from  the  seat,  and  puta  it  on 
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th«  ground.  The  man  gaUiers  the  reins  tightly  ia  his 
then  drops  them  agiun,  lights  hlH  ci^nr,  and  laj^  be" 
hands:     "'rni  going  back  downtown." 

"Oh,  you  are!"  echoes  the  woman. 

"Ycjt,  I  am."  rpplitw  the  man  nsbarply. 

The  woman  Is  walking  up  the  wide  pariting,  with 
!^be  makcK  no  rtrply.     The  man  looks  at  her  a 
and  drives  awHy,  cutting  the  hor«c  to  a  ma 
rounds  the  comer. 

Through  till-  wiiic  doont  into  the  broad  hall,  op  thi 
gtaircase.  through  the  luxurious  rooms  go(«  the  high  P 
of  the  Temple  of  iiove.  It  is  a  lonely  house.  For  it 
io  a  state  of  sttcial  sietie.  So  fur  an  Harvey  is  Ofin« 
one  ha*  entered  it.     So  they  live  rather  quiet  Hfre*. 

On  that  May  evening  the  mistress  of  the  great  I 
in  her  bed  room  by  the  mild  electric,  trying  l>aok  aft* 
and  putting  cuch  down  in  diHgiiM.  Philosophy  fails 
her  attention— pfwtr)"  onnoyK  her;  fiction — the  book 
moment,  which  happened  to  be  "The  Damnation  of  ' 
Ware,"  makes  her  wince,  and  so  she  rcncliM  umlrr  tk 
ing  stand,  and  brinKt  ont  from  the  bottom  of  a  pile  a] 
rinea  a  salacious  novel  filled  with  storien  of  illicit 
This  she  reads  until  her  cheekN  bum  and  her  lips  g 
and  she  henrn  the  roll  of  a  buinry  down  the  str«l 
knowK  that  it  muKt  be  nearly  midnight  and  that  hrr 
coming.  She  sli]vt  the  book  back  into  its  place  of  i 
ment,  picks  up  "The  llamionioits  tTnivcnr,  '  and  wal 
Bome  idiow  itf  grandeur  in  her  trailing  gnrwents  d 
8taini  to  gnwt  her  lord. 

"Von  upt"he"«k>t.  He  gift  nee*  at  the  timik  and  m 
"Reading  that  damn  trash!  Why  don't  yon  tf^  Bl 
or  Tha<*er«y  or — if  yon  want  philosophy  Enenon 
lytef    That's  ml." 

He  pDlR  what  i«eorn  he  can  into  the  word  mt,  atu 
inreetmt,  fnlsest,  baby  voice  the  woman  anowers; 

"My  Roiil  eravea  communion  with  the  infinite  an 
aeek  the  deeper  harmonies.  I  just  love  to  wander  t 
wastes  between  the  worbls  like  I've  been  doing  tt^nli 

The  man  graba  the  bonk  from  her,  and  finding  ha 
in  a  place  far  beyond  the  cml  of  the  ciit  leave*,  be  ti 
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-^Axid  sneers  a  profane  sneer  and  passes  up  the  stairs.  Sh 
^^JiMares  after  him  as  he  slowly  mounts,  without  joy  in  his  trea^ 
-  •^•*d  she  follows  him  lightly  as  he  goes  to  his  room.  Sh 
before  the  closed  door  for  a  lonely  moment  and  the] 
and  goes  her  way.  She  mumbles,  ''Ood  is  good  and 
God,'*  many  times  to  herself,  but  she  lies  do^n  to  slee] 
dering  whimperingly  in  a  half-doze  if  Pelleas  an^ 
isande  found  things  so  dreadfully  disillusioning  after  al 
icy  suffered  for  love  and  for  each  other.    As  a  footnote  t 

picture  may  we  not  ask : 
Is  the  thing  called  love  worth  having  at  the  cost  of  char 
t    The  trouble  with  the  poets  is  that  they  take  thei 
ies  and  gentlemen  of  pliable  virtue  and  uncertain  recti 

Je,  only  to  the  altar.    One  may  ask  with  some  degree  o 

^^«>iopriety  if  the  duplicity  they  practiced,  the  lying  they  die 
^^  ^VM.  justified  by  the  sacredness  of  their  passion,  the  crime 
^ '  €ttey  committed  and  the  meannesses  they  went  through  t 
*/^;  ^•ttain  their  ends  were  after  all  worth  while.  Also  one  ma] 
-,  -'^•ik  if  the  characters  they  made — or  perhaps  only  revealed 
\-f'^^cre  not  such  as  to  make  them  wholly  miserable  when  the] 
"\^  •cgan  to  "live  happily  ever  after"?  A  symposium  entitlec 
_^  *1b  Love  Eeally  Worth  It?''  by  such  distinguished  charac 
^'  Jerg  as  Helen  of  Troy,  Mrs.  Potiphar  and  Cleopatra,  mijrh 
^'  ■  "^  improving  reading,  if  the  ladies  were  capable  of  telling  th( 
~  'truth  after  lives  of  dissimulation  and  deceit. 

But  let  us  leave  philosophy  and  look  at  another  picture 

Thig  time  we  have  the  Morton  family. 

^   ^     The  Captain's  feet  are  upon  the  shining  fender.     Ther 

. .  J**  no  fire  in  the  stove.     It  is  May.    But  it  is  the  Captain 'i 

_  *^^it  to  warm  his  feet  there  when  he  is  in  the  house  at  night 

"'  •iid  he  never  fails  to  put  them  upon  the  fender  and  g< 

Jhrough  his  evening  routine.     First  it  is  his  paper;  then  i 

•^   ^%  his  feet;  then  it  is  his  apple,  and  finally  a  formal  dis 

-    v^lission  of  what  they  will  have  for  breakfast,  with  the  Cap 

*^ain  always  voting  for  hash,  and  declaring  that  there  ar< 

^^  potatoes  enough  left  over  and  meat  enough  unused  to  mak< 

[^  ^lash  enough  for  a  regiment.    But  before  he  gets  to  th< 

t^aah  question,  the  Captain  this  evening  leads  off  with  this 

7  ''Curious  thing  about  spring."    The  world  of  education 

"     heading  its  examination  papers,  concuta  m  «AfeTv<5ft.   ^\s 
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worlds  of  famhion  and  of  the  Bne  arU  aim  aa 
Captain  gWK  on:     "Down  in  South  Uarvey  lo-dajr] 
o'  dirty  down  there;  looks  kiod  of  smoky  ud  tin 
and  woe-bygone,  like  that  class  of  peopl«  always  looj 
gory,  girU,  h'a  just  as  much  spring  down  there  ai 
here,  only  more  so !  eh  T  I  says  to  Ijaura,  looking  lib 
bloom  peach  tree  herself  in  her  kindergarten.  Bays  I, '! 
it's  terrible  pretty  down  here  when  you  get  under  the 
and  the  dirt.     Every  one  just  a  lovin','  says  I,  'and 
galloping  itjto  life  kind   of  regardleai.     There's  Ni 
Anne,  and  there's  Violet  and  flogan.  and  there's  a  who 
of  fresh  married  eoii|ileit  in  Little  Italy,  and  the  Hg 
Belgians  are  all  broke  out  with  the  blaroedest  dive 
y'  ever  seel     And  they'a  whole  rafts  of  'cm  to  b«  i 
before  June!'     Well.  Laura,  she  laughed  and  if  it 
like  pouring  spring  itself  out  of  a  jog.     Spring,"  be 
"ain't  it  curious  about  spring!" 

Champing  Vm  apple  the  Captain  gestienlatfli 
hia  open  pocket  knife,  "Love" — be  reBeets;  Ukb 
away  from  his  discussion  and  begioa  anew:  "hitm 
■ay  Anne  and  Nate,  a  happy  couple — hita  a  lean,  C■|^1^J 
New  Riiglund  kind  of  a  inan;  her — a  Iittlo  qokk- 
big-eyed  woman  and  sping!  out  of  the  Pro\Tdenee  o 
diemighty  come*  a  streak  of  some  kind  of  empy, 
lightning  and  they're  struck  dumb  and  blind  aod 
crazy — eh  T ' ' 

He  champs  for  a  time  on  the  apple.  "Kighteen  sixty 
May,  sixty-one — me  a  tidy  looking  yoang  buck — girl- 
tiful  girl  Kith  rcddirii  brown  hair  and  bluest  «yci 
world.  Sping!  comes  the  lightning,  and  nelta  a>  b 
and  the  whole  universe  goes  pink  and  ras»-«olon 
sense — neither  of  us — no  roorc'n  Anne  and  Nale,  ji 
iilea.  I  eao't  think  of  nothing  but  her — war  isn't 
Hha^rkles  «n  four  millions  slaves — no  eonsequence ;  the  < 
caught  as  kissing  in  his  tent  the  day  I  left  hr  tl 
union  forever — mere  oirromstane«  in  the  livea  of  t 
people — in  a  world  mostly  eyes  and  lips  and  aoft  bj 
whispers  and  flower*,  eb — and — "  The  Captain 
finiab  his  sentence. 

He  riiaa,  pata  hia  apple  eore  oo  tb«  tabW,  aad  a 
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a  great  sigh :  ''And  so  we  bloomed  and  blossomed  and  come 
to  fruit  and  dried  up  and  blowed  away,  and  here  they  are — 
all  the  rest  of  'em — ready  to  bloom — and  may  Qod  help  'em 
and  keep  'em."  He  pauses,  ''Help  'em  and  keep  'em  and 
when  they  have  dried  up  and  blowed  away — let  'em  re- 
member the  perfume  clean  to  the  end!"  He  turns  away 
from  the  girls,  wipes  his  eyes  with  his  gnarled  fingers,  and 
after  clearing  his  throat  says:  "Well,  girls,  how  about 
hash  for  breakfast — ^what  sayf" 

The  wheels  of  the  Judge's  buggy  grate  upon  the  curbing 
nearby  and  the  Captain  remarks:  "Judge  Tom  gets  in  a 
little  later  every  night  now.  I  heard  him  dump  her  in  af 
eight,  and  here  it  is  nearly  eleven — pretty  careless, — pretly 
eweleas;  he  oughtn't  to  be  getting  in  this  late  for  four  or 
five  years  yet — ^what  say  t"  Public  opinion  again  is  divided. 
Fashion  and  the  fine  arts  hold  that  it  is  ]VIargaret's  fault 
and  that  she  is  growing  to  be  too  much  of  a  poseur;  but 
the  schools,  which  are  the  bulwarks  of  our  liberties,  main- 
tain that  he  is  just  as  bad  as  she.  And  what  is  more  to  the 
point — such  is  the  contention  of  the  eldest  Miss  Morton  of 
the  fourth  grade  in  the  Lincoln  school,  he  has  driven  around 
to  the  school  twice  this  spring  to  take  little  Lila  out  riding, 
and  even  though  her  mother  has  told  the  teachers  to  let  the 
child  go  if  she  cared  to,  the  little  girl  would  not  go  and 
he  was  mean  to  the  principal  and  insolent,  though  Heaven 
knows  it  is  not  the  principal's  fault,  and  if  the  janitor  hadn't 
been  standing  right  there — ^but  it  really  makes  little  differ- 
ence what  would  have  happened;  for  the  janitor  in  every 
school  building,  as  every  one  knows,  is  a  fierce  and  awesome 
creatare  who  keeps  more  dreadful  things  from  happening 
that  never  would  have  happened  than  any  other  single  agency 
in  the  world. 

The  point  which  the  eldest  Miss  Morton  was  accenting 
was  this,  that  he  should  have  thought  of  Lila  before  he  got 
his  divorce. 

Now  the  worlds  of  fashion  and  the  fine  arts  and  the 
sdHMls  themselves,  bulwarks  that  they  are,  do  not  realize 
how  keenly  a  proud  man's  heart  must  be  touched  if  day  by 
day  he  meets  the  little  girl  upon  the  street,  sees  her  growing 
out  of  babyhood  into  childhood,  a  sweel,  Ysn^goX.,  Vss^Mtf 
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child,  and  be  yearns  for  Bomething  sincere,  Mmetfaing  thrtj 
ba-s  no  poses,  soinethiug  that  will  love  bim  forbimarif.    Sohf^ 
swallows  a  liiiup  of  pride  as  large  as  bis  hkodsotm  *"' 
and  drives  to  the  school  house  to  see  his  child — and  Ja 
In   the  Captain's  household  they  do  not  know   wbtt  Ui 
means.    For  iu  the  Captain's  household  which  inolada 
room  house — not  counting  the  nuw  white  painted  bat 
the  joint  product  of  the  toil  of  the  handaone  Ml 

irton  and  the  eldest  Miss  Morton,  and  not  cottntiog  i 
':et  for  the  kitten  christened  Epaminondas,  and  mai 
fained  by  tiie  youngest  Miss  Morton  ovor  family  pntcsto 
in  tbe  Captain 's  household  there  is  peace  and  joy,  if  one  i 
copts  the  uumbing  fear  of  a  "step"  that  nometimca  proatral 
the  eldest  Miss  Morton  and  her  handsome  sister ;  a  fe»r  U 
shelters  their  father  against  the  wily  designs  of  their  i 
upon  a  meek  and  defenseless  and  rather  obliging  lErentlemi 
So  they  cannot  put  themselves  in  the  place  of  tbe  rich  I 
powerful  neighbors  next  door.  The  Mortons  hear  the  tboi 
crackling  under  the  pot,  but  they  cannot  appreciate  \ 
heat. 

And  now  wc  come  to  the  last  picture. 

It  is  still  an  evening  in  May! 

"Well,  bow  is  the  missionary  to  South  Harrey,"  ehirni 
Doctor  as  he  mounts  the  steps,  and  sees  his  daug^tl 
miting  for  bim  on  the  veranda.  She  looks  cool  and  t 
and  beautiful.  Her  eyes  and  her  skin  glow  with  health 
her  face  beamft  upon  bim  out  of  a  soul  at  peace. 

"She's  all  right,"  returns  tbe  daughter,  smiling.     "Hi 
the  khedive  of  Greeley  county!" 

As  tbe  Doctor  mounts  tbe  stepx  she  continues:  "Sit  dc 
fatlier — I've  something  on  my  mind."  To  her  fatbei 
inquiring  face  she  replied,  "It's  Lila.  Uer  father  has  t 
after  her  again.  She  just  came  home  crying  aa  thoagfa 
Ibtic  bcnrt  would  break.  It's  so  pitiful — she  loves  biraj  1 
]•  left  over  from  her  babyhood  :  but  slie  is  loamin|c 

perhapK  from  Ihe  children,  perhap."!  from  life — wF 
iind  when  he  tries  to  attract  her — she  shi ' 

im  him," 

'And  he  knows  why— he  knowit  why,  Laura.' 
tar  up*  the  floor  aoWy  w'vOx  Vi»  «.»«.    "Vr.  i»a't  all 


NOT  A  CHAPTER  BUT  AN  INTERLUDE      317 

— Tom's  heart,  I  mean.  Somewhere  deep  in  his  conscioua- 
aem  he  ia  hungering  for  affection — for  respect — for  under- 
aCAnding.  Tou  haven't  seen  Tom's  eyes  recently f  The 
dAucrhter  makes  no  reply.  ''I  have,"  he  continues. 
** They're  burned  out — kind  of  glassy — scummed  over  with 
the  searing  of  the  hell  he  carries  in  his  heart — like  the  girls' 
eyes  down  in  the  Row.  For  he  is  dying  at  the  heart — burn- 
ing out  with  everything  he  has  asked  for  in  his  hands,  yet 
turning  to  Lila ! ' ' 

••Father,"  she  says  with  her  eyes  brimming,  **rm  not 
angry  with  Tom^nly  sorry.  He  hasn't  hurt  me — much — 
wlMn  it's  all  figured  out.  I  still  have  my  faith — my  faith  in 
folks-Hand  in  God!  Really  to  take  away  one's  faith  is  the 
only  wrong  one  can  do  to  another!" 

"The  father  says,  ''The  chief  wrong  he  did  you  w&s  when 
he  married  you.  It  was  nobody 's  fault ;  I  might  have  stopped 
it— but  no  man  can  be  sure  of  those  things.  It  was  just 
one  of  the  inevitable  mistakes  of  youth,  my  dear,  that  come 
into  our  lives,  one  way  or  another.  They  fall  upon  the 
JMt  and  the  unjust — without  any  reference  to  deserts." 

She  nods  her  assent  and  they  sit  listening:  to  the  sounds 
of  the  closing  day — to  the  vesper  bell  in  the  Valley,  to  the 
horn  of  the  trolley  bringing  its  homecomers  up  from  the 
town;  to  the  drone  of  the  five  oVlock  whistles  in  South 
Harvey,  to  the  rattle  of  homebound  bupjrios.  Twice  the 
(iantrhter  starts  to  speak.  The  second  time  she  stops  the 
Doctor  pipes  up,  **Let  it  come — out  with  it — tell  your  daci«iy 
if  anything  is  on  your  mind."  She  smiles  up  into  his  mobile 
face,  to  find  only  sympathy  there.  So  she  speaks,  but  she 
ipfakji  hesitatingly. 

**I  believe  that  I  am  going  to  be  happy — really  and  truly 
kappy!"  She  does  not  smile  but  looks  seriously  at  her  fa- 
ther as  she  presses  his  hand  and  pats  it.  *'I  am  finding  my 
pisce— -doing  my  work — creating  something — not  the  home 
that  I  once  hoped  for — not  the  home  that  1  would  have  now, 
bat  it  is  something  good  and  worth  while.  It  is  self  respect 
ia  ne  and  self  respect  in  those  wives  and  mothers  and  chil- 
dren in  South  Harvey.  All  over  the  place  I  find  its  roots — 
the  fthrivelled  parching  roots  of  self-respect,  and  the  aspira- 
tioQ  that  grows  with  self  respect.     Sometimes  I  see  it  in  a  ger- 

I 


■nium  flowering  in  a  tomato  can,  set  in  a  window;  ol 
is  a  cheap  i»cv  c-urtuia  ;  uucasionaJly  in  a  stni^liDg. 
yellow  roito  btmh  in  the  bard  beaten  earth  of  a  ductryird. 
in  a  seeoiid  hand  wliec/y  cabinet  orn^ati  in  aont  front  I 
room — iri  u  tbnui<aTul  little  si^is  of  aNiiiration,  1  find 
asserting  itself  anioiiif  these  poor  people,  and  aa  I 
these  lliingt  I  Hiid  happiiieits  asserting  ilxelf  in  nqr  U 
il'a  my  job,  my  conseerated  job  in  ibis  earth — to  w< 
le  geranium,  to  prune  the  rose,  to  mulch  the  roots  of  ■ 
ipect  among  tbette  pcnple,  and  I  ain  happy,  father,  h«p( 
every  day  that  I  walk  that  way." 

She  looks  wistfully  into  her  father's  face.  "Father.  ] 
won't  quite  understand  me  when  I  tell  you  that  the  ttm 
cans  with  their  ^cratiiiim.s  behind  those  gray  lace  cnital 
that  make  Tiarvey  people  smile,  are  really  not  tonuto  a 
tX  oil.  They  are  tmcitd  dynamite  bomb«  that  on«  day  i 
.tilow  into  Hplinteni  and  rubbish  the  injustices,  the  cmd 
justicttt  of  life  that  the  ptmr  suiter  at  the  hands  of  thtir 
ploiters.  The  geranium  is  the  Hower,  the  sprin|r  flowvr  of 
divine  discontent,  which  some  day  shall  bear  Kreal  and  « 
dcrful  fruit." 

Unther  a  swift  pace  you're  setting  for  a  fat  man,  Laan 

Ipc*  the  l)iH.tiir.  adding  curwcstly:     "There  you  go  tall" 

Ike  (iraiit  Adams!     Don't  let  (irani  Adatna  fiKil  yuu,  ch 

le  end  of  the  world  isn't  here.     Grant's  a  good  boy.  Lai 

'•and  I  like  him;  but  he's  getting  a  kind  of  Millerite  nM 

lat  we're  about  to  put  on  white  robes  and  go  straight 

lo  glory,  politically  and  socially  and  every  whieb  war.  i 

few  years,  and  there's  nothing  to  it.     Grant's  a  good. 

a  good  brother,  and  u  good  friend  and  neighbw,  '_" 

Doctor  pounds  his  chair  arm  vehemently,  "there 

ay  dear.  Ivats  in  his  belfry  jiuit  the  same.     Don' 

r4iUd  when  you  see  <Jraut  mount  bis  liaystack  to  jtttap 

"»  craek  o"  doom  for  the  established  order  I" 

The  dauithter  smilet  at  him,  but  Khc  aitswen; 

''.pHtbaps  Grant  is  touched^touched  with   the  mad 

of  God 's  fools,  father.     I  don 't  atwaj-s  follow  Oi 

his  way  and  I  go  mine.     But  I  am  snre  of  thi 

S  which  will  really  start  Smith  narrey, 

Hureyi  in  the  woVU  wA  ol  Vu«  dvK  %nl 
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it  not  oar  dreams  for  them,  but  their  dreams  for  them- 
i.     They  must  see  the  vision.    They  must  aspire.    They 

feel  the  impulse  to  sacrifice  greatly,  to  consecrate  them- 
i  deeply,  to  give  and  give  and  give  of  themselves  that 

children  may  know  better  things.  And  it  is  my  work 
ouae  their  dreams,  to  inspire  their  visions,  to  make  them 
Q  for  better  living.  I  am  trying  to  teach  them  to  me 
to  love  beautiful  things,  that  they  may  be  restless  among 

things.  I  think  beauty  only  serves  Ood  as  the  hand- 
en  of  discontent !  And,  father,  way  down  deep  in  my 
i — I  know — I  know  surely  that  I  must  do  this — that  it  is 
'ettflon  for  being — now  that  life  has  taken  the  greater  joy 
nne  from  me.  So,"  she  concludes  solemnly;  ^' these  peo- 
whom  I  love,  they  need  me,  but  father,  God  and  you 

know  how  I  need  them.  I  don't  know  about  Grant, — 
*mn  why  he  is  going  his  solitary  way,  but  perhaps  some- 
re  in  his  heart  there  is  a  wound!  Perhaps  all  of  God's 
I — those  who  live  queer,  unnormal  self-forgetting  lives, 
the  broken  and  rejected  pieces  of  life's  masonry  which 
baiMer  is  using  in  his  own  wise  way.  As  for  the  plan, 
I  not  ours.  Grant  and  I,  broken  spawl  in  the  rising 
lee.  we  and  thousands  like  us,  odd  pieces  that  chink  in 
hold  the  strain — we  must  be  content  to  hold  the  load  and 
IT  always — always  know  that  after  all  the  wall  is  rising ! 
I  is  enough." 

nd  now  we  must  put  aside  the  pictures  and  get  on  with 
story. 


CHAPTER  XXX 


TUK  must  dnimutic  a^iicj'  in  life  is  time— til 
encapeH  thv  staffed  drama.  The  patoiing  yt9 
C('«K<'li->a  chiseliiiiK  of  contintiotiA  events  upon 
llic  reaction  of  a  creed  upon  the  malcrtal  routine  of  ik 
tlic  hunidrnm  living  through  of  life  (hut  brings  to  it  j 
color  and  fortii — (hcsc  tliui^  iih)i[M>  iik  and  guidr  ai 
UH  wbat  we  are,  and  alas,  the  story  and  ttii-  inaire  ni 
mention  them.  It  in  at!  very  flnt-  to  My  that  as  tlie  j 
work  and  aspiration  pasHcd,  tirant  Adaaw's  chancwl 
grew  narrower.  Hut  whnt  does  that  tell  I  Uoca  it  let 
slow,  daily  sciilpluriiiv  ufion  Win  character  of  the  thi 
emotional  cpiMKleH  of  hio  lifeT  To  be  a  father  in  bojr 
father  aahamed,  yet  in  duly  bound  lo  love  and  chei 
child;  to  face  death  in  youth  horribly  and  encape  oat, 
other  men'H  courage  «avc  hiiui  to  react  upon  lliat  ex| 
in  a  great  spiritual  awakening  that  all  but  tnuebed  ni 
and  to  face  unspeakable  puin  and  Icrmr  and  iraiKibli 
to  justify  one's  fanatic  coiiaec ration.  Then  dajr  I 
tu  rcnoiiiiee  amtiilion,  lo  fii'l  no  i\t»rf  for  tbone 
things  of  the  heart  that  gather  about  a  huuie  and  tl 
of  a  home:  to  be  atrophied  where  otiicm  are  iiuick  an 
supersensitive  and  bighslrang  where  others  are  dull 
are  faetn  of  Grant  Adams's  life,  but  the  gmter  fi 
hidden ;  for  they  pass  under  the  kIow  and  inexorably  i 
current  of  life.  They  are  that  part  of  the  living  t 
of  life  thai  may  not  be  staged  nur  luld. 

Bui  aomething  of  the  living  thmugh  is  marlted 
man.  Here  he  atands  toward  the  eltxte  of  the  erntoi 
IwK  him — a  tail,  spare,  red-haired,  flint-vimged,  wj 
nan,  prematurely  middle-aging  in  late  >'outb.  Un 
hifh  white  forehead  are  reatle»  blue  eyes— deep,  elei 
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combative  blue  eyes,  a  big  noae  protnides  from 
he  eyes  that  marks  a  willful,  uncompromising  crea- 
1  a  big  strong  mouth,  not  finely  cut,  but  with  thick, 
)S,  often  chapped,  that  cover  large  irregular  teeth. 
i  is  determined  and  dogged — almost  brutal  sometimes 

rest ;  but  when  a  smile  lights  it,  a  charm  and  gra**c 
lother  being  illumines  the  solemn  countenance  and 
idams's  heart  is  revealed.    The  face  is  Puritan — all 

dour  New  England  Adams,  and  the  smile  Irish — 
e  joyous  life  of  Mary  Sands. 
lay  only  see  the  face:  here  and  there  on  it  is  the 

the  sculptor's  tool :  now  and  then  a  glare  or  a  smile 
Mrhat  deep  creases  and  gashes  the  winds  of  the  passing 
ave  made  in  the  soul  behind  the  mask.  Here  and 
s  a  rising  strident  voice  in  passionate  exhortation 
}  may  hear  the  roar  of  the  narrowing  channel  into 
is  life  is  rushed  with  augmented  force  as  he  hurries 

into  his  destiny.  In  that  tumult,  family,  home, 
1,  his  very  child  itself  that  was  his  first  deep  well- 
»f  love,  are  slipping  from  him  into  the  torrent.  The 
tshes  about  him ;  his  one  idea  dominates  him.  He  is 
under  it — restless  even  with  the  employment  of  the 
The  unions,  for  which  he  has  been  working  for  more 
If  a  decade,  do  not  satisfy  him.  His  aim  is  perfection 
rtality  irritates  him,  but  does  not  discourage  him. 
n  vanity  is  slipping  from  him  in  the  erosion  of  the 
"ushing  down  their  narrowing  groove, 
t  is  only  his  grim  flint  face  we  see;  only  his  high 
,  but  often  melodiously  sympathetic  voice  we  hear; 
<  wiry,  lank  body  with  its  stump  of  a  right  arm  that 
before  us.  The  minutes — awful  minutes  some  of 
iie  hours,  painful  wrestling  hours,  the  days,  doubt- 
lays,  and  the  long  monotonous  stor}'  of  the  years,  we 
t  know.  For  the  living  through  of  life  still  escapes 
onl3'  life's  tableau  of  the  moment  is  before  us. 

whatever  gloss  of  gayety  Ur.  Nesbit  might  put  upon 
ion  of  Grant  Adams  and  his  work  in  the  world,  it  was 
that  the  Doctor's  opinion  of  that  work  was  not  high, 
as  eomparatively  high ;  for  Harvey's  opinion  of  Graivt 
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Adams  and  bU  work  was  abysmal  in  its  depth, 
runiiiiig  Ilia  li£e  on  a  difTcrcnt  motor  from  the  nwtoi 
moved  Han'cy;  the  lowii  was  inuviug  after  «  wnl 
force — every  oul-  wait  for  himnelf,  and  the  deril  was  i 
to  the  hindcmtti^t.  Uraiit  Adaoos  was  c-entrifuifal ; 
not  conaidering  himiielf  particularly  and  wan  abai 
talcintf  beed  of  tlie  faindennwst  which  waa  thi!  derit'a  li| 
And  HO  mi-ii  said  in  their  hearu,  if  thia  man  wina.  th 
be  the  devil  to  pay.  Fur  Omnt  was  going  about  th« 
fiprcading  (lisi-uiilent.  lie  vrw*  trailing  attention  to  Ih 
lion  of  the  laws  in  the  mines;  he  was  eailinic  aUea 
tlie  n<>ed  of  other  lawx  to  further  protect  the  mioi 
smeller  men.  He  was  going  about  from  town  to  to«n 
Valley  building  up  the  unions  niid  arging  the  men  to  i 
more  wageti,  eillier  iu  actual  mnney  or  in  shorter  hoi 
proved  labor  i,>oniliti<in!t.  uiid  cheaper  rent  and  bellei 
from  the  company  which  housed  the  families  of  the  i 

"Why,"  he  «Hked.  "should  labor  bear  the  burdei 
dustry  and  take  its  leavingHl" 

"Why,"  he  demanded,  "should  capital  toil  not  n 
and  be  elotbed  an  Solomon  in  hiii  glory  I" 

"Why,"  he  argued,  "should  the  protita  of  Inil  be 
bu>'  more  totils  for  toil  and  not  more  oomforts  for  td 
•Why,  why—"  he  ehailenged  Market  Street,  "«  ll 
Dcnbip  of  society,  not  a  partnership,  but  a  ciinapinq 

Now  Market  Street  hud  lung  been  wrathful  at  tta 
aiatent   Wliy. 

Dut  when  it  became  known  that  John  Dexter  I 
vited  (iranl  Adanu  to  occupy  the  pulpit  of  tJie  Co 
tional  Church  one  Sunday  evening  to  state  bin  cmae. 
Street's  wrath  choked  it.  For  several  years  John 
lud  been  preachinc  aermona  that  tnade  ibe  choir  tl 
EAllH^ria  theme  of  eonveraatioo  between  him  sad 
P  lAteht  John  Dexter  had  been  cnteified  a  thoitaani 
bjr  the  sordid  freed  of  man  in  tlarrey,  and  bad  ea 
is  the  wildenieaa  of  his  pulpit  against  it;  but  hit  el 
apun  deaf  van,  or  in  dumb  hearta. 

Thtt  invitation  to  Grant  to  apeak  at  John  I>ext«r'a  I 
•vming  MTvice  waa  more  of  a  i^allonge  to  Ham 
Hamgr  eompr^eoded.    But  even  if  the  town  did 
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ealize  the  seriouflness  of  the  ehalleiig;e,  mt  least  the 
r  found  himaelf  sammoned  by  Market  Street  to  a 

to  diacusa  the  wiadom  of  his  invitation.  Whereupon 
>xter  accepted  the  invitation  and,  girding  up  his  loins, 
a  strong  man  rejoicing  to  run  a  race, 
hat  a  judgment  seat  they  summoned  John  Dexter! 
ip  spake  (>>mmerce.  ''Dr.  Dexter,"  said  Commerce 
aeroe  always  referred  to  John  Dexter  as  Doctor, 
no  Doctor  was  he  and  he  knew  it  well,  ''Dr.  Dexter, 

that  your  encouragement — hum — uhm — ^well,  your 
ge  of  this  man  Adams,  in  his — well,  shall  we  say  in- 
y — "   a   harsh   word    is   incendiary,   so   Commerce 

and  touched  its  graying  side  whiskers  reverently  and 
its  immaculate  white  necktie,  and  then  went  on: 
I  periiaps  indiscreet  will  do!"  With  Commerce  in- 
ere  is  no  vast  difference  between  the  indiscrete  and 
endiary.  " — indiscrete  agitation  against  the — well 
-the  way  we  have  to  conduct  business,  is — is  regret- 
it  least  regret  able!" 

yV*  interrupted  John  Dexter  sharply,  throwing 
roe  sadly  out  of  balance.  Rut  the  Ijaw,  which  is  the 
im  of  our  liberties,  answered  for  Commerce  in  a  slow 
^,  ''because  he  is  preaching  discontent.'* 
.  Mr.  Calvin,"  returned  John  Dexter  quiokly.  **if 
;  would  come  to  town  preaching  discontent  to  Wright 
^,  showing  them  how  to  make  more  money,  to  enlarge 
rofits,  to  riMc  among  their  fellow  monrhantH — would 
'use  to  give  him  audience  in  a  pulpit?"  The  Law 
deign  to  answer  the  preacher  and  then  Industry  took 
I  aay,  pulling  its  militar>'  goatee  vigorously,  and  elear- 
dear  old  throat  for  a  passage  at  anus:  '**Y  ^on* 
iere*s  always  k)een  a  working  class  and  they've  always ' 
work  like  sixty  and  get  the  worst  of  it,  I  guess,  and 
rays  will — what  say?  You  can't  improve  on  the  way  , 
id  is  made.  And  when  she's  made,  she's  made— what 
[  tell  you  now,  you're  wasting  your  time  on  that  class 
Je." 

intagonLsts  looked  into  eaeh  other's  kindly  eyi*s.  In- 
triumphing  in  its  iofxie,  the  minister  hunting  in  his 
or  the  soft  answer  Uiat  would  n*fute  the  logic  with- 


oat  hurting  its  author.  "Captain,"  be  mA,  **li 
once  u  wisLT  than  we  who  went  about  prMcliiof  a  tu 
Hpreading  diHcoiitent  with  injustice,  whose  wry  mi 
of  the  luwcst  iiiduHtml  class." 

"Ves — and  you  know  what  happened  to  Him,' 
the  Courts,  which  are  the  ko'stonei  of  goremtnei 
slrueture  of  civilization.  "And,"  continued  Ibe  i: 
a  grand  and  superior  voice,  "you  can*t  drag  ban 
J  religion,  sir.  Keliginu  is  one  thiii^  and  I  rapect 
ten  from  the  listening  angchi,  " — and  busin«M  b 
thing,  and  we  think,  sir,  that  you  arc  trying  to 
insoluble,  and  aa  business  men  who  have  our  own 
ligious  convietioiu — "  inaudible  guffaws  fratn  th 
" — we  feel  the  sacrilege  of  afdiiug  this  blatbrnkit 
to  speak  un  ajiy  subject  in  so  sacred  a  plaiw  as  oi 
crated  pulpit,  sir."     Hoarse  iiootH  from  the  angvh 

No  soft  benignity  beamed  in  the  preacher's  fa 
turned  to  the  Courts.  "My  pulpit.  Judge,"  anaw« 
Dexter  sternly,  ' '  first  of  all  stands  for  the  goapel  c 
between  man  and  man.  It  will  afford  xanetuary  for 
and  the  Magdalene,  but  only  the  penitent  thief 
weeping  Magdalene!"  And  John  IJexter  brought 
resounding  list  on  the  table  before  him.  "i  bell 
the  tint  duty  of  religion  is  to  pn>aeh  ahame  on  tb 
that  they  may  (jnit  their  wickeilness,  and  if,"  John 
voice  roite  as  be  went  on,  "in  the  light  of  oar  widi 
tolltgencc  we  »pe  that  employers  are  organized  wii 
rob  their  workers  of  justice  in  one  way  or  another 
with  those  who  would  make  the  thief  dtttgnrire  (or 
sout'H  sake,  incidentally,  bnt  ehietiy  that  justice  n 
into  an  evil  world  an<l  men  inu.v  not  mock  the  m 
ffoodnona  of  Ood  by  {lointing  at  the  evil  men  do  onn 
Ilifi  name,  and  under  Ilia  tier^-aiitK'  nowea.  My  pulpil 
pulpit,  hir.  When  it  ia  not  that,  1  shall  leave  iL  j 
though  i  do  not  agree  aomctimea  with  a  man 'a  lu 
long  aa  my  pulpit  is  free,  any  man  who  deairea  to 
tliief,  in  the  darkness  of  this  wurht  may  lift  hia  va 
and  no  man  ahall  nay  him  nay!  Have  you  geatta 
thing  further  to  offer!" 

CtiounenM  eeaaad  rubbing  iu  handa.    ]t»ri 
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ness,  was  obviously  getting  ready  to  say  something,  but  was 
only  whistling  for  the  station,  and  the  crowd  knew  it  would 
be  a  minute  before  his  stuttering  speech  should  arrive.    Pa- 
triotism was  leaning  forward  with  its  hands  back  of  its  ears, 
amiliiig  pleasantly  at  wha^t  he  did  not  understand,  and  In- 
dustry, who  saw  the  strings  in  which  his  world  was  wrapped 
up  for  delivery,  cut,  and  the  world  sprawled  in  confusion 
before  him  by  the  preacher's  defiance,  was  pulling  his  military 
goatee  solemnly  when  Science  toddled  in,  white-clad,  pink- 
faced,  smoking  his  short  pipe  and  clicking  his  cane  rather 
more  snappily  than  usual.    He  saw  that  he  had  punctuated 
an    embarrassed  situation.    Only  Religion  and  Patriotism 
were  smiling.    Science  brought  his  cane  down  with  a  whack 
and  piped  out: 

**So  you  are  going  to  muzzle  John  Dexter,  are  you — ^you 
witch-burning  old  pharisees.  I  heard  of  your  meeting,  and 
I  just  thought  I  'd  come  around  to  the  bonfire !  What  are  you 
trying  to  do  here,  anyway  t" 

At  last  Business  which  had  been  whistling  for  the  station 
was  ready  to  pull  in;  so  it  unloaded  itself  thus:  "We  are 
X>-protesting,  Doc,  at  th-th-th-th  m-m-m-man  Adams — ^this 
1-1-labor  sk-sk-skate  and  s-s-socialist  occupying  J-J-John  Dex- 
ter 's  p-pulp-p-pit ! " 

Science  looked  at  Business  a  grave  moment,  then  burst 
out,  **What  are  you  all  afraid  of!  Here  you  are,  a  lot  of 
grown  men  with  fat  bank  accounts  sitting  around  in  a  blue 
funk  because  Grant  Adams  does  a  little  more  or  less  objec- 
tionable talking.  I  don't  agree  with  Grant  much  more  than 
you  do.  But  you  're  a  lot  of  old  hens,  cackling  around  here 
because  Grant  Adams  invades  the  roost  to  air  his  views.  Let 
him  talk.  Let  'em  all  talk.  Talk  is  cheap;  otherwise  we 
wouldn't  have  free  speech."  He  grinned  cynically  as  he 
asked,  ** Haven't  you  any  faith  in  the  Constitution  of  the 
fathers  t  They  were  smart  enough  to  know  that  free  speech 
was  a  safety  valve;  let  'em  blow  oflF.  Then  go  down  and 
organize  and  vote  'em  afterwards  according  to  the  dictates 
of  your  own  conscience.  Politics  is  the  antidote  for  free 
speech!"  The  Doctor  glared  at  the  Courts,  smiled  amiably 
at  Business  and  winked  conspicuously  at  Religion.  Religion 
blushed  at  the  blasphemy  and  as  there  seemed  Y.ii  \ife  i^jNJKVSi^ 
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fnrfher  before  the  houso  llie  Doctor  Htiil  Johu  Dcstcr  IcTl 
roiim. 

Hut  the  hriuest  iudit;imtiuu  of  Market  Surel  tliat  an 
tator  Hhould  appi-ar  in  a  pulpit — tliMl  au  a|t>utor  for  i 
thing:,  xliould  appear  in  any  pulpit — waxed  strong.  Vt 
WHM  aMNuued  that  religion  liotl  nulhing  to  do  with  m 
conduct  1  religion  was  Holely  a  oialter  of  imlividual  H 

Ition.  fieli^ioti  was  a  matter  concerned  entirely  with  fel 
to  heaven  onenelf,  and  nnt  at  all  a  mnller  of  getting  at 
to  h«avvi]  excfpt  as  lliey  took  the  narrow  and  indivi 
path.  The  idea  that  environment  affects  cbaracler  and 
■oriety  Ihruufch  polilim  and  wxniil  and  rconumic  inirtiial 
■ay  change  a  maii'ti  envimumeiita  and  thus  alTect  the  ebi 
tern  and  the  chunce»  for  Heaven  of  whole  Rcctiona  of  the 
mlatioo,  wan  an  idea  which  had  not  l>«en  abnorbed  by  Mi 
Street  in  Harvey,  So  Market  Street  raft«]. 
That  evening  when  (iratit  Adams  rvturned  fram 
re<reived  two  Hignitieaiit  notes.  One  waa  from  John  D 
and  ran: 

"Uear  Grant:     Fearing  that  you  inay  hear  of  tbv 
mcnt  my  invitation  to  you  to  §pcak  in  my  pulpit  in  em 
and  fearing  that  you  may  either  decide  at  the  last  ■ 
not  to  come  or  that  you  will   modify  your  remarfcs  out 
eonaideration  for  me,  1  writ«  to  say  that  while  of  ee 

I  may  not  agree  with  ever>'thing  you  advocate,  yei  ny 
il  a  free  pulpit  and  I  cannot  consent  that  ynu  revtrirt 
freedom  in  sajing  your  full  aay  aa  s  man,  any  more  tl 
oould  consent  to  have  my  own  frwdom  nstricted.     Yon 
the  faith— J.  D." 
Tlie  other  note  ran:     "Father  says  to  letl  ynu  to  ta 
down,     I   have  delivi'red   his  mmNn)^.     I  my  here  is 
ohaooc  to  get  the  truth  where  it  ia  most  needed,  awl 
if  fur  the  moat  part  it  falls  on  stony  ground — you  stUI 
■ow  it.— L.  N.  VD." 
Sunday  evening  saw  a  large  congregation  in  tJia  poi 
the  Rev.  Jolm   Dexter 'h  >'hurch.     In  the  front  aod  ■ 
portiim  of  the  c-hurch  were  the  dwellen  on  (ho  HSU 
whnae  Hnea  fell  in  pleasant  places.    They  werv  Ao  "Hi 
of  tbv  town. — conapicuouB  and  highly  r«Bpootabl«  with  i 
of  aiUn  and  tlntier  of  ribbona. 


A  MESSAGE  OF  LOVE  327 

And  back  of  these  sat  a  score  of  men  and  women  from 

woth  Harvey,  the  ''liaTe-nots,"  the  dwellers  in  the  dreary 

'alley.     There  was  Denny  Hogan,  late  of  the  mines,  but  now 

4  the  smelter — with  his  curly  hair  plastered  over  his  fore- 

lead,  and  with  his  wife,  she  that  was  Violet  Mauling  holding 

i  two-year-old  baby  with  sweaty,  curly  red  hair  to  her  breast 

■leep ;  there  was  Ira  Dooley,  also  late  of  the  mines,  but  now 

iffoprietor  of  a  little  game  of  chance  over  the  Hot  Dog  Sa- 

Qon ;  there  was  Pat  McCann,  a  pit  boss  and  proud  of  it, 

with  Mrs.  McCaiin — looking  her  eyes  out  at  Mrs.  Nenbit's 

laU     There  was  John  Jones,  in  his  Sunday  best,  and  Kvan 

Ha^beH  and  Tom  Williams,  the  wiry  little  Welsh   miners 

vhi»  bad  faced  death  with  (Irant  Adams  five  years  Ix'fore. 

They  were  with  him  that  night  at  the  church  with  all  the 

pride  in  him  that  they  could  have  if  he  were  one  of  the  n*al 

nobility,  instead  of  a  lalnir  agitator  with  a  little  more  than 

loeal  reputation.     And  there  were  Dick  and  his  boy  Mugs 

and  the  silmt  Mrs.  Bowman  and  Bennie  her  ycmngi^st  and 

Mary  the  next  to  the  youngest.     And  Mrs.  Bowman  in  the 

^uth  Harvey  eolony  was  a  person  of  conse<|uenee.  for  she 

noddtni  to  the  Neshits  and  the  Mortons  and  to  l^anra  and 

1o  Mrs.  Calvin  and  to  all  the  old  settlers  of  Ilan-ey — rntlier 

eMispicuously.     She  had  the  gratilication  of  noting  that  South 

Harvey  saw  the  nobility  noil  back.     With  the  South  llarvey 

people  came  Amos  Adams  in  his  rough  gray  clothes  ainl  roo^h 

gray  beard.     Jasper  Adams    in  the  hi^^hest   |>ossil)le  collar. 

and  in  the  gayest  possible  shell-pink  necktie  and  under  the 

estremest  clotlic  that  it  might  be  |Missibh^  for  the  sn]ieriii- 

trndent  of  a  Sunday  S<*hool  to  wear,  shared  a  hynuiaK  wlieii 

the  congregation  rose  to  sing,  with  the  youngest  Miss  Morton. 

Tber«»  were  those  who  thought  the  singing  was  merely  a  duet 

hftW4*en  young  Mr.  Adams  and  the  youngest  Miss  Morton — 

i^much  fi'cling  did  they  put  into  tlie  inusie.     Mr.  I^mthi-rton 

was  so  impresHcii,  that  he  markeil  young  Adams  for  a  iryout 

•t  the  next  funeral  where  there  was  a  bass  vnjee  n^'eded. 

■■king  the  mental  reservation  that  no  one  needed  to  look 

it  the  pimples  of  a  boy  who  eould  siiiir  liki*  that. 

When  the  congregation  sat  down  after  the  lir^t  hymn  John 
Aexter  formally  presentetl  Grant  Adams  to  the  i*ongnvation. 
The  young  man  rose,  walkeil  to  the  chancel  rail  and  sto<Hi  for 
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a  moment  facing  hui  audience  wilhnut  8[>«akiii^ 
gregation  saw  a  tall,  strong  featured,  ancoulh  man  wilt 
uoHe  and  a  big  muulh — clfarly  ma»<.>uline  atid  uol  I 
chiselled.  In  these  features  there  waa  sofnelhinir  il 
coarac  and  earthy;  but  in  the  maiiM  ryv*  and  fiirckeail, 
lurked  the  haunting,  tleeting  shadow  of  thr  trtcrnnl  frn 
in  hia  soul.  His  eyes  were  deep  and  blue  and  tender, 
ill  repose  always  seemed  about  to  wnile.  while  hit  trrt 
high  and  broad,  topped  by  a  shock  of  red  hair,  ifavt  I 
kind  of  intelleetuul  charily  that  made  ht«  whole  eountn 
ahine  with  kindness.  Yet  his  clotht^  belj<-d  the  pnmi 
bis  brow.  They  were  ill-^tting,  with  an  air  of  Sonilaj^ 
neSH  that  gave  him  an  incougruoiM  xearerrow  effect.  II 
easy  to  see  why  Market  Street  wa«  beginnio{[  to  call  hia 
"Mad  Adams."  Am  he  lifted  hix  glaix-c  from  tbe  Km 
eyes  met  Laura  Van  Dom's,  then  flitted  away  qaicUfi 
the  smile  she  should  have  had  for  her  own.  he  gtm 
audience.  He  began  speaking  with  hi.«  nrnra  brhiad 
to  hide  the  erippled  arm  which  waa  tipped  with  a  | 
iron  claw.  His  voice  was  low  and  g«ntle,  yet  fait  I 
felt  its  strength  in  reserve, 

"I  BuppoMC,"  he  began  .slowly,  "ever?-  man  baa  I 
in  the  world,  and  1  presume  my  job  seems  rather  an 
easarj'  one  to  some  of  my  fnends,  and  1  can  luirdly 
them.  For  the  assumption  of  superiority  that  it  majl 
to  refiuire  upon  the  whole  muKt  be  distastefni  to  Ibeot. 
'^  a  professional  apostle  of  discooteut,  urginR  toeo  la 
'orship  of  things  as  they  are,  I  am  taking  on  vaj 
■  burden— that  of  leading  thotte  who  eiime  with  m 
hing  better.     In  the  end  perhaps,  you  will  not  be 

^  For  my  vision  may  be  a  delusion.     Time  ma| 

roaked  to  the  cold  truth  of  life,  and  1  may  awakn 
my  dreaming  to  reality.  That  ix  pomible.  Rut  onw 
my  course:  now  I  feel  the  deep  call  of  a  duty  I  caai 
aiat."  He  was  speaking  softly  and  in  hardly  mora  l 
conversational  tone,  with  his  hand  at  his  side  and  bii 
elaw  behind  him.  He  lifted  his  hand  and  spoke  in  •  < 
lone. 

"I  have  come  to  you — to  those  of  you  who  lead 
Uvea  of  conforl.  ami<l  work  and  u-enes  you  love,  to  u 
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il  jour  neighbors ;  to  call  to  you  in  their  name,  and  in  the 
of  our  common  Qod  for  help.  I  have  come  from  the 
-to  tell  you  of  their  sorrows,  to  beg  of  you  to  come  over 
ato  Macedonia  and  help  us ;  for  without  you  we  are  helpless. 
T^l^-God  knows  how  true — the  poor  outnumber  you  by 
IB  to  one.  True,  they  have  the  power  within  them  to  rise, 
lit  their  strength  is  as  water  in  their  hands.  They  need 
JUL  They  need  your  neighborly  love." 

At  he  spoke  something  within  him,  some  power  of  his 
^Mee  or  of  his  presence  played  acroKS  the  congregation  like  a 
^riwL  The  wind  which  at  first  touched  a  few  who  bent  for- 
Wl  to  hear  him,  was  moving  every  one.  Faces  gradually 
iit  in  ittention.     lie  went  on : 

**How  wonderful  is  this  spirit  of  life  that  has  come  roU- 
iV  in  through  the  eons,  rolling  in  from  some  vast  illimitable 
IM  of  life  that  we  call  Ood.  For  ages  and  ages  on  this 
Pliaet  life  could  only  give  to  new  life  the  power  to  feed 
mi  propagate,  could  only  pass  on  to  new  life  the  heritage 
<( instinct;  then  another  impulse  of  the  outer  sea  wa-shod  in 
md  there  came  a  day  when  life  could  imitate,  could  learn 
iiittle,  could  pass  on  to  new  life  some  slight  power  of  growth. 
And  then  came  welling  in  from  the  unknown  bourne  another 
^ve,iDd  lo!  life  could  reason,  and  God  heard  men  whisper, 
Ivher,  and  deep  called  unto  deep.  Since  then  through  the 
■^  centuries,  through  the  gray  ages,  life  slowly  has  been 
liin^.  ilowly  coming  in  from  the  hidden  sea  that  laves  the 
*^  Millions  and  millions  of  men  are  doomed  to  know 
yMng  of  this  life  that  gives  us  joy;  millions  are  held 

jj^  in  a  social  inheritance  that  keeps  them  struggling  for 
•toTcr  outworn  paths,  mere  creatures  of  primal  instinct, 
^^  Godhood  is  taken  from  them  at  birth ;  by  you — by  you 
*^get  what  you  do  not  earn  from  those  who  earn  what  they 

i*notgef 

Re  turned  to  the  group  near  the  rear  of  the  room,  looked 

\  it  them  and  continued : 

'    "The  poor  need  your  neighborly  sacrifice,  and  in  that 

*  ?^^^'y  '^^®  ^^^  sacrifice  you  will  grow  in  stature  more 
■^  they.    What  you  give  you  will  keep ;  what  you  lose  you 

^  *«  iiin.  The  brotherhood  you  build  up  will  bless  and 
••Jort  yoo. 
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poor,"  he  exclaimed  passionately,  "need  71M,  M 


how.  before  God  you  need  tbem  I     For  only  •  loring 
gtanding  of  your  neigbbom'  lives  will  wufleu  your 
brurt&     Long    beiiumbiiig    hours   of    grimy    work,   ma 
bomtrs  amid  liaily  and  hourly  scenes  of  lillb  aud  ftluua 
Bii    Imncd    CDrwanl    and    crifd:     "Listen    to    me,    A 
Wright,"  and  he  thrust  forward  his  iron  cUw  lowmni 
merchant  whdc  the  congregation  gattped,  "what  if  you  1 
to  strip  nakiMl  and  batliv  in  a  one-rooni«d  hut  before  | 
family  every  night  when  you  came  home,  dirty  ami  4 
Btainc<)  from  your  day'x  work  I  the  beggar  and  the  harluC; 
tlie  thief  nearby."     He  moved  his  areu.Mng  claw  modi 
Btartlcd  eyes  of  the  crowd  fallowed  it  as  it  pointed  to  Dt 
Sands  and   (3rant  exclaim<>d:     "Listini.  Uncle  Dan  Sd 
bow  would  you  like  to  have  your  daughter  taee  the  thinin 
ehildren  see  who  live  in  your  ti^neincntx  next  to  tb«  Itai 
District,  which  is  your  properly  also!     Poisoned  foml,  ek 
poisoned  air,  cheap,  poiaoiin]  ihonghtfl — all  food  and  «r 
idcKt,  the  cast-otr  refuse  of  your  daily  Uvea  who  live  in 
■heltered  homes.      Voo  have  a  splendid  BMrer  syvlem  up 
but  it  tluws  into  South  Harvey  and  the  Valley  tnwna,  ■ 
open  ravine,  because  you  people  sitting  here  who  own 
property  down  there  won't  lax  yourtwives  to  tmclaw 
•ewem  that  poison  usf     A  f»int — miher  daxnl  miile 
over  the  congr^Ktion  like  a  wraith  nf  mnoke.     lie  fdt 
the  smoke  pnived  that  he  had  struck   fire.     He  went 
"l»ve,  great  aspiring  love  of  fathers  and  rootheni  and 
and   brothers,   love  stifled   by    fell   ■■in.'umslaner, 
eventx,  and  love  that  winces  in  agony  at  seeing 
father  and  brother  go  down  in  the  muck  all  ai 
that  is  the  heritage  of  poverty. 

"Hear  me,  Kyle  I'erry  and  John  Kotlander.     I 
think  )K>verty  is  the  social  puniKhment  of  the  unfit, 
tell  you  poverty  is  not  the  punishment  of  (he  weak, 
trly  is  a  mmM  condition  to  whit-h  niilliona  am  doooMd 
'bich  only  hundreds  excape  whpa  the  drMMn  nf 
What  haa  Ahab  Wright   iriven  to  Hanrey 
Funefl   Mcl'hcrwn,  who  discovered   eoal   hereT 
Dnivl  Sands  done  for  Harvey  more  than  Ton 
liaim,  wbo  bu  apcni  Un  Ut«  oX  Yku^L.  w«k  muiui«  eoali 
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mI  as  valuable  as  Uncle  Daniel's  interest t    Friends 
»f  these  thingsl" 

"aith  of  smobs  that  had  appeared  when  Grant  first 
»king  personally  to  the  men  of  Harrey,  in  a  min- 
grown  to  a  surer  evidence  of  fire.  The  oniling 
Angry  looks  began  fiashing  over  Uie  faces  before 
ke  diurts  of  fiame.  And  after  these  looks  came  a 
ek  cloud  of  wrath  that  was  as  perceptible  as  a  gust 
.  He  felt  that  soon  the  fire  would  burst  forth, 
irried  on  with  his  message :  '  'Poverty  is  not  the  so- 
ihmcnt  of  the  weak,  I  repeat  it.  Poverty  is  a  social 
(^e  of  the  many,  a  condition  which  holds  men  hard 
-a  condition  that  you  may  change,  you  who  have  so 
ill  this  coal  and  oil  and  mineral  have  profited  you 
ihj  men  of  Harvey.  You  are  rich,  Daniel  Sands, 
prosperous,  Ahab  Wright.  You  have  every  com- 
nd  you  and  yours,  John  Hollander,  and  you,  Joseph 
re  rearing  your  children  in  luxury  compared  with 
man  *8  children.  Hasn  't  he  worked  as  hard  as  you  f 
Ira  Dooley  and  Denny  Hogan.  They  started  as 
th  you  up  here  and  have  worked  as  hard  and  have 
rage  lives.  Yet  if  their  share  is  a  fair  share  of 
Dgs  of  this  community,  you  have  an  unfair  share, 
you  get  itt"  He  leaned  out  over  the  chancel  rail, 
I  bony,  accusing  finger  at  the  congregation  and 
the  eyes  before  him  anpfrily.  Quickly  he  recovered 
3ut  brought  his  steel  claw  down  on  the  pulpit  beside 
a  sharp  clash  as  he  cried  again,  ''How  did  you  get 

:  was  that  the  fiame  of  indignation  burst  forth.  It 
in  a  hiss  and  another  and  a  third — then  a  crackling 
sses  greeted  his  last  sentence.  When  the  hissing 
lis  voice  rose  slightly.  He  went  on: 
r  the  middle  classes — we  have  risen  above  the  great 
w  us :  we  are  permitted  to  learn — a  little — ^to  imitate 
id  somewhat.  But  above  us,  thank  God,  is  another 
the  social  organization.  Here  at  the  top  stand  the 
irivileged  few  who  are  the  world's  prophets  and 
and  seers — they  know  God :  they  drink  deep  of  the 
e  of  everlasting  life  that  is  lKX)uiing  in,  fiooding  the 


world  with  mercy  uud  love  nod  brotlierliood ;  mod  « 
see  ill  one  century — and  die  for  ducluaiug — wp  all  Mti 
next  cvntury  and  Kght  to  bold  il  faxt!"  He  stoidll 
at  the  floor,  then  opened  wide  biii  glaring  eyo,  ■  En 
mania  blazing  in  tliem.  lifted  bis  arms  and  eried  wHhaf 
voice  like  a  tnimpet:  "Yon — you— you  who  hank 
Oud's  mercy  and  his  goodness  and  h'm  love — why,  in 
di-sd  Christ's  name  do  you  sit  here  and  let  the  flood  tl 
be  dammed  away  from  your  brotherx,  Mealini;  the  « 
life  like  thieves  from  your  brethren  by  your  cruel  Uw» 
customs  and  the  chuitu  of  social  circumstance!" 

They  tried  to  hiss  again  but  he  hurried  on  as  oi 
of  a  demon:  "A  little  love,  a  little  aacriflee,  a  little 
tical  brotherly  care  from  each  of  you  each  day  would 
Wo  don't  wfiiit  your  alms,  we  want  justice.  TbouniM 
babies — loved  just  as  yours  are  loved— are  slaugbtenxl  i 
month  through  poisoned  food  that  comes  from  eotsn 
greed.  Tbousaiids  of  fathers  and  brotheni  over  thb  lai 
killed  every  year  because  it  is  cheaper  to  kill  th«iD  ll 
protect  them  by  machinery  guarded  and  watched, 
blood  is  upon  you — for  by  your  laws,  by  your  middW 
courts  you  could  stop  its  flowing.  Tliousands  of  n 
every  week  from  p<Kir  hou-sing — you  could  «top  that  if 
would.  They  are  stopping  it  by  laws  in  other  landi. 
lious  of  girls  the  world  over  are  led  like  Khcep  to  ■ 
lives  because  of  industrial  conditiona  that  your  vole 
voice  could  change:  and  yet,"  his  voice  lost  its  aeeimac 
and  he  spoke  gently,  even  tenderly,  "as  babies  they  eu 
in  their  mothers'  arms  and  roused  all  the  hope  i 
spired  sll  the  love  that  a  soft  liirle  body  may  bring.  Mi 
and  millions  of  mothers  wbii  clasp  their  children  tc 
hope,  must  xee  those  children  go  into  life  to  be  brokett 
crushed  by  the  weight  from  above." 

As  Grant  was  speaking  he  noticed  that  Morty  Saudi 
nodding  his  head  olT  in  gorgeous  approval.  Tbea  « 
thinking  how  his  words  might  cut.  he  cried,  "And  I 
our  good  friend  Morty  Sands  who  enjoys  every  lusur] 
u  arrayed  b.i  the  lilies  of  the  tield!  What  does  Morty 
(o  aoeiety  that  he  can  pronii.se  the  girl  who  marries  him, 
fort  and  ease  and  all  the  happiness  that  physical  i  ~ 
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may  bring?  And  then  there  sits  Mugs  Bowman.  What  can 
Mugs  offer  his  girl  except  a  life  of  hard,  grinding  work,  a 
Ilouaeful  of  children  and  a  death  perhaps  of  slow  disease? 
Tet  Mugs  must  have  his  houseful  of  children  for  they  must 
all  work  to  support  Morty.  Where  is  the  justice  in  a  society 
organized  like  this? 

**For  Christ's  living  sake,"  cried  the  man  as  his  face 
glowed  in  his  emotion,  ''let  life  wash  in  from  its  holy  source 
to  these  our  brothers.  Shame  on  you — ^you  greedy  ones,  you 
dollar  worshipers — ^you  dam  the  stream,  you  muddy  the 
waters,  you  poison  the  well  of  life — shame — shame!"  he 
cried  and  then  paused,  gloated  perhaps  in  his  pause,  for  the 
fltonn  he  saw  gathering  in  the  crowd,  to  break.  His  face  was 
transfigured  by  the  passion  in  his  heart  and  seemed  illumined 
with  wrath. 

'^The  flag — the  flag!"  bawled  deaf  John  Kollander,  rising, 
•*He  is  desecrating  Old  Glory!" 

Then  fire  met  fire  and  the  conflagration  was  past  control. 
It  raged  over  the  church  noisily. 

''I^k-a  here,  young  man,"  called  Joseph  Calvin,  stand- 
ing in  his  seat. 

•*The  flag — will  no  one  defend  the  flag!"  bellowed  John 
Hollander,  while  Bhoda,  his  wife,  looked  on  with  amiable 
Approval. 

**P-put  him  out,"  stuttered  Kyle  Perry,  and  his  clerks 
«nd  understrappers  joined  the  clamor. 

**Well,  say,  men,"  cried  George  Brotherton  in  the  confu- 
sion of  hissing  and  groaning,  ''can't  you  let  the  man  talk? 
Is  free  speech  dead  in  this  town  ? ' '  His  great  voice  silenced 
the  crowd,  and  John  Dexter  was  in  the  pulpit  holding  out 
his  hands.  As  he  spoke  the  congregation  grew  silent,  and 
they  heard  him  say : 

"This  is  a  free  pulpit;  this  man  shall  not  be  disturbed." 
But  Joseph  Calvin  stamped  noisily  out  of  the  church.  John 
Kollander  and  his  wife  marched  out  behind  him  with  mili- 
tary tread  and  Kyle  Perry  and  Ahab  Wright  with  their  fam- 
ilies followed,  amid  a  shuffling  of  feet  and  a  clamor  of  voices. 
The  men  from  South  Harvey  kept  their  places.  There  was 
a  whispering  among  them  and  Grant,  fearing  that  they 
would  start  trouble,  called  to  them  sternly ; 


334 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  FOOL 


I 


*'Hy  fnen(is  muirt  rwpwt  thi«  hoaar.  Let  proptrt; 
— poverty  can  wait.  It  baa  waited  a  Ions'  (!■»»  ud  al 
to  it." 

When  Market  Street  was  ^oe,  tbe  speaker  dm  ■  i 
breath  and  ttaid  in  a  low.  cguiet  voice  charged  with  p 
emotion:  "Now  that  we  are  alone,  frteD<ts, — now  Ihi 
are  ^nu  whose  hi;art«  nef<li'd  this  memai^,  let  ne  Mjr, 
thia:  OinI  baa  given  yon  who  live  beautiful  livn  Ih^b 
of  his  In-KMurc  Lot  us  a»k  ourselves  this:  Shall  n 
it  to  share  it  with  our  brethren  in  Ir^re.  or  shall  we  % 
agaiiiMt  our  brethren  in  hateT" 

lift  walked  hiu'V.  to  thp  rear  of  the  room  aitd  tax,  wid 
head  lM)wed  ilown.  bcnide  his  frienda,  spent  and  we 
the  Her^'ices  closed. 

At  the  church  dour  Luura  Van  Dom  saw  the  An 
WM  flomewfaat  a  pfayHical  reaction  from  wearinew.  8i 
cut  her  way  tlirou(;h  the  grroup  and  went  to  him.  laki 
arm  and  drawin^t  him  aaide  into  (he  home-hound  wi 
quickly  BE  she  l-ouI*!.  He  remained  ^m  and  spoke  • 
answer  to  ehallence  or  ((uestiou  from  Laura.  It  wh 
to  ber  that  be  felt  that  his  speech  won  a  failure;  that  h 
not  made  him^-lf  nndennood;  that  be  had  nvcnlaH 
case.  She  was  not  sarc  herself  that  be  bad  not  hHt 
gruund  than  he  h)ul  gaiTicil  in  the  town.  But  afae  wil 
htm  alnut  in  a  torment  of  kindness — an  almoat  mH 
tcndemetd  that  wan  balm  to  bin  hiiirt.  She  did  not  | 
his  Hpccch  but  she  let  biiu  know  that  she  wan  proud  d 
that  her  heart  was  in  all  that  he  had  aaid.  even  if  k 
definitely  that  then-  were  places  in  hia  a^lvenlure  wha 
head  waa  r^at  ready  tu  (to.  -She  held  no  cbeck  Dpi 
wonla  that  came  to  her  \\\t»,  for  fho  felt,  even  derp4 
wiriT  than  slie  fell  her  own  rcmnti-uess  from  the  k»w1 
her  girlbocid  bad  knuwn.  that  in  him  it  waa  fon'vrr  d«ad 
tnnch  of  his  hand :  no  look  of  bih  eye,  no  quality  of  k 
bad  come  to  ber  since  her  chddhnud.  in  which  she  eoi 
trace  or  siiimeHtion  that  Hex  wan  alire  iu  htm.  The  i 
that  humetl  n>  wildly  upon  hbi  face,  tbe  fire  in  hia  cyfl 
finwetl  when  he  spoke  of  hia  work  and  biM  problems  V 
to  bava  charred  within  him  all  flower  and  beantj  { 
But  they  left  with  Um  ■  bnofcer  for  ts»\ 
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desire  to  be  mothered  and  a  longing  for  a  deep  and  sweet  un- 
derstanding which  made  Laura  more  and  more  necessary 
to  him  as  he  went  into  his  life's  pilgrimage.  As  they  reached 
a  comer,  he  left  her  with  her  family  while  he  turned  away 
ior  a  night  walk. 

As  he  walked,  he  was  continually  coming  upon  lovers 
passing  or  meeting  him  in  the  night ;  and  Qrant  seeing  them 
felt  his  sense  of  isolation  from  life  renewed,  but  was  not 
stirred  to  change  his  course.  For  hours  he  wandered 
through  the  town  and  out  of  it  into  the  prairies,  with  his 
heart  heavy  and  wroth  at  the  iniquities  of  men  which  make 
the  inequities  of  life.  For  his  demon  kept  him  from  sleep. 
If  another  demon,  and  perhaps  a  gentler,  tried  to  whisper 
to  him  that  night  of  another  life  and  a  sweeter,  tried  to  turn 
him  from  his  course  into  the  normal  walks  of  man,  tried 
to  break  his  purpose  and  tempt  him  to  dwell  in  the  comely 
tents  of  Kedar — if  some  gentler  angels  that  would  have  saved 
him  from  a  harsher  fate  had  beckoned  to  him  and  called  him 
that  night,  through  passing  lovers'  arms  and  the  murmur  of 
loving  voices,  his  eyes  were  i3lind  and  his  ears  were  deaf  and 
his  heart  was  hot  with  another  passion. 

Amos  Adams  was  in  bed  when  Grant  came  into  the  house. 
On  the  table  was  a  litter  of  writing  paper.  Grant  sat  down 
for  a  minute  under  the  lamp.  His  father  in  the  next  room 
stirred,  and  asked : 

"What  kept  youT'  And  then,  **T  Had  a  terrific  time  with 
Mr.  Left  to-night."  The  father  appeared  in  the  doorway. 
"But  just  look  there  what  1  got  after  a  long  session." 

On  the  page  were  these  words  written  in  a  little  round,  old- 
fashioned  hand,  some  one's  interminably  repeated  prayer. 
"Angels  guide  him — angels  strengthen  him;  angels  pray  for 
him."  These  words  were  penned  clear  across  the  page  and 
on  the  next  line  and  the  next  and  the  next  to  the  very  \)t}U 
torn  of  the  page,  in  a  weary  monotony,  save  that  at  the  bf At/jtn 
of  the  sheet  the  pen  had  literally  run  into  the  papfrr,  hfj 
heavily  was  the  hand  of  the  writer  bearing  down!  I,'/jd*:r 
that,  written  in  the  fine  hand  used  by  Mr.  Left  was  this : 

"Huxley: — On  earth  I  wrote  that  I  saw  one  angfrJ— th^ 
strong,  calm  angel  playing  for  love.'  Now  I  ■«  th«r  f'.r'-ef 
of  good  leading  the  world  forward,  eompeWVnf^  Vi^iViv;'^.  ^ 
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BTft  pentotiftl — jtist  an  the  Qr«at  All  EDootnpaffiuif  Foft 
piTKoiml.  just  an  human  oriKciouxnt^s  U  perM>iiai.  Tbe  | 
tive  forppR  of  life  arp  angplH^not  exact — but  the  be«t  li| 
So  it  is  true  tliat  w^s  «ritt.Ti,  'IlL-n-  is  more  joy  in  lift 
— Slid  'ilic  iiir^:  [^  s.-UH^  I'ur  j.iv.'  'I'lii-  also  is  only  «  lip« 
bat  the  beat  I  tan  get  throo^  to  700.  .AnfM  gnit 
aagflli  pnj  tar  m." 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

ir  WHICH  JUDGE  VAN  DORN  MAKES  lilS  BRAQS  AND  DR.  NflBBIT 

SEES   A    VISION 

IT  was  the  last  day  of  the  last  year  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century — and  a  fair,  beautiful  day  it  was.  The  8un 
shone  over  Harvey  in  spite  of  the  clouds  from  the  smelter 
ft  South  Harvey,  and  in  spite  of  the  clouds  that  were  blown 
Qr  the  soft^  south  wind  up  the  Wahoo  Valley  from  other 
Iters  and  other  coal  mines,  and  a  score  of  great  smoke 
in  Foley  and  Magnus  and  Plain  Valley,  where  the 
very  of  coal  and  oil  and  gas,  within  the  decade  that 
passing,  had  turned  the  Valley  into  a  straggling  town 
ilmost  twenty  miles  long.  So  high  and  busy  were  the  chim- 
KjB  that  when  the  south  wind  blew  toward  the  capital  of 
ftk  industrial  community,  often  the  sun  was  dimmed  in 
Barrey  by  a  haze.  But  on  this  fair  winter's  day  the  air 
dry  and  cold  and  even  in  Harvey  shadows  were  black  and 
,  and  the  sun's  warmth  had  set  the  reilbirds  to  singing 
m  the  brush  and  put  so  much  joy  into  the  world  that  Judge 
Ikomas  Van  Dom  had  ventured  out  with  his  new  automo- 
tor  a  chugging,  clattering  wonder  that  set  all  the  horses 
l(  Greeley  County  on  their  hind  feet,  making  him  a  person  of 
Ibtinction  in  the  town  far  beyond  his  renown  as  a  judge  and 
la  orator  and  a  person  of  more  than  state-wide  reputation. 
pat  the  Judge's  automobile  was  frail  and  prone  to  err — being 

Ell  altogether  unlike  its  owner  in  that  regard.  Thus  many 
time  whai  it  chugged  out  of  his  bam  so  proudly,  it  came 
aping  back  behind  a  span  of  mules.  And  so  it  happened 
IB  that  bright,  beautiful,  December  day  that  the  Judge  was 
)ktiDg  upon  a  box  in  Captain  Morton's  shop,  while  the 
Plf*ftfp  at  his  little  forge  was  welding  some  bits  of  metal 
Imether  and  discoursing  upon  the  virtues  of  his  Household 
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Borse,  which  be  was  assembling  in  small  qasntfte^ 
arranged  with  a  Snu  in  South  Chicago  to  cut  (he  tl 
pieces  that  were  needed. 

"Now,  for  instance,  on  a  clothes  wringer."  tlw  { 
was  Ka>-ing:  "It's  a  perfect  wooder  od  a  clotba  ^ 
I  have  the  agency  of  u  <!l<)lhcii  wringer  that  is  wnlrinj 
rich  all  over  thti  country.  But  womcQ  don't  lUw 
wringers;  why  t  Becauite  they  require  such  hard  «q 
riglit — hitch  on  my  Household  Haree,  and  the  powwi 
IK  reduced  three-tifthx  and  a  day's  wash  may  be  pii( 
line  as  easy  as  a  girl  could  play  The  Maidra'a  Pfl 
a  piano — ebt  Or,  my.  put  it  on  a  chum — aame  1 
one's  all  thatn  needed  to  a  hnu!>e.  Or  make  it  an  M 
freezer  or  a  cradle  or  a  sewing  machine,  or  aayll 
earth  that  runs  by  a  crank— and  'y  gory,  man,  y^ 
hotisework  a  joy.  I  sold  I^unra  one — traded  her  one 
•OHM  for  Ruth,  ami  she  says  wash-day  at  the  Dociori 
Sunday  now — what  sayl  Lila's  ho  cra/y  aboitt  it  tU 
k«p  h<*r  imt  of  the  lia.si-ment  while  the  woman  workl 
to  dahhle  in  the  water  you  know  like  all  cbiMrrD,  \ 
her  dull  cloihfM,  what  say  I" 

Hut  the  Judge  said  nothing.  The  Captain  tidkei 
the  metal,  mid  dipped  it  ftowly  in  and  nut  of  a  (nb( 
water  to  temper  it,  and  as  he  tried  it  in  the  gtiMvv  \ 
belonged  upon  the  automobile  backed  up  to  the  4 
found  that  Jt  was  not  exactly  true,  and  went  to  j 
spring  it  back  into  line.  The  Judge  looked  anxiod  \ 
—A  bamy.  little  place  lilted  with  all  sorts  of  vb| 
patleys  and  levers  and  half-fiui&bpd  inrentions  that  i 
work,  and  that,  ev>-n  if  they  would  work,  would  be 
consequence.  There  waii  an  attempt  to  make  a  | 
for  buggy  wheels,  a  halt-timshcd  contrivanee  that  i 
posed  to  keep  cordwotxl  stacked  in  neat  rows;  an  at 
oontraption  to  [irevrnt  coffeepots  from  burning ;  a  col 
that  would  nil  but  work-,  a  molasws  faneet  with  u 
burner  which  wax  supposed  to  make  the  simp  flow] 
but  which  instead  somctimis  blew  up  and  bun 
gmeery  M'irr«.  and  there  were  MratDfn  i 
■ouaehold  contrivnnees  which  the  CaptaiB  1 
into  the  bomea  of  Harvey  in  past  yean,  aotl 
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lire,  bot  eontrivanoes  that  had  inspired  hia  doquenoe, 
ere  mute  witneBaea  to  hia  proweea — trophies  of  the 

Above  the  forge  were  rows  of  his  patent  sprockets, 
tly  wrapped  in  brown  paper,  and  under  this  row  of 
ndise  was  a  clipping  from  the  Timet  describing  the 
I'a  inTention,  and  predicting — at  five  oents  a  line — 
would  revolutionize  the  theory  of  medianics  and  soon 

a  household  need  all  over  the  world, 
le  Judge  looked  idly  at  the  Captain's  treasures  while 
;>tain  tinkered  with  the  steel,  he  took  off  his  hat,  and 
;>tain,  peering  through  his  glasses,  remariced: 
ting  kind  of  thin  on  top,  Tom — ehf  Doc,  he's  lean- 
ttle  hard  on  his  cane.  Joe  Calvin,  he 's  getting  rheu- 
and  you're  getting  thin-haired.  The  Lord  giveth 
t  Lord  taketh  away." 

yon  believe  the  Lord  runs  things  here  in  Harvey,  do 
ipT'*  Mked  the  Judge,  who  was  playing  with  a  bit  of 

11 — I  suppose  if  3rou  come  right  down  to  it,"  an- 
the  Captain,  ''a  man's  got  to  have  tha  consolation  of 
I  in  some  shape  or  other  or  he  s  going  to  get  mighty 
aged — what  sayf" 

ly,"  scoffed  the  Judge,  ''it's  a  myth — ^there's  nothing 
Look  at  my  wife — 1  mean  ^iargaret — she  dianges  re- 
IS  often  as  she  changes  dogs.  Since  we've  been  mar- 
e's had  three  religions.    And  what  good  does  it  do 

Captain,  sighting  down  the  edge  of  the  metal,  shook  his 
md  the  Judge  went  on:  "What  good  does  any  re- 
do! I've  broken  the  ten  commandments,  ever>'  one 
a — and  I  get  on.  No  one  bothers  me,  because  I  keep 
the  general  statutes.  I  've  beat  God  at  his  own  game. 
ou,  C^),  you  can  do  what  you  please  just  so  you  obey 
te  and  federal  laws  and  pay  your  debts.  This  Qod- 
jnnaea  me. 


ain  Morton  did  not  care  to  argue  with  the  Judge.  So 
i,  by  way  of  making  conversation  for  a  customer,  and 
or  and  guest: 

tear,  well,  to  be  exact  ^icorgc  Urotherton  was  telling 
1  the  girls  the  other  night  that  the  Company  is  aecretlj 
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dropping  out  the  members  of  the  unions  that  Gnnrt 
has  been  organizing  down  in  South  Uarvry," 

■■yes — that  Adams  is  another  ont'  of  your  riiting. 
and-tnorality  fellows.     Always  watch  that  Idnd-     I  td 
Captain."  barked  the  Judge,  "about  the  onlj  tk 
wife  and  1  have  agreed  on  for  a  year  is  that  thii 
fellow    ix   a   snenking,   Pharisaical    hound.     Ixird,  li 
hates  him!     Sometimes   I   think  women   hate   bard 
to  compete  with  your  C!od,  who  aeconling  to  the  pr 
is  always  slipping  around   getting  even   with    felhM 
their  sins.     Ood  and  women  are  very  much  alike,  anj 
sneered  the  •Tmlge.     In  the  silenee  ihat  followeij,  bol 
were  attracted  by  a  noise  behind  them — the  mstlinir  of' 
They  looketl  around  iind  saw  the  flgure  of  a  little 
yellow-haired,  blue-eyed,  shy,  little  girl,  trying  to  i 
of  the  place.     She  had  evidently  been  in  the  loft  p 
eggn,  for  her  apron  was  full,  and  she  bad  her  foot  on 
ladder. 

"Why.  Lila,  ehild,"  exclaimed  the  Captain.  "I  eV 
got  you  being  np  there — did  you  find  any  eggst  Why 
yon  come  down  long  agoT" 

"Come  here.  I.iia."  culled  the  Judge.  Tfa«  child  i 
the  ladder  henilatingly,  holding  her  little  apron 
tightly  in  her  teclh  biwketing  the  eggs — too  emtwrrai 
tiM  she  was  down  the  ladder,  to  use  her  hands. 

"Lila,"  coaxed  the  Judge,  reaching  his  hand 
podtet,  "won't  you  let  Papa  give  you  a  dollar  for 
•MBtthlng.  Come  on,  daughter ' '  Me  put  out  his  ha 
abook  her  head.  She  had  to  pan  him  to  get  to  thB 
"You  aren't  afraid  of  your  Papa  are  you.  Lata — t 
here's  a  dollar  for  you — that's  a  good  girl." 

Her  mouth  quivered.  Big  tears  were  dropping  do) 
eheeka.  The  Captain's  quick  eye  saw  that  soraethil 
hurt  her.  Ho  went  over  to  her.  put  bis  arm  aboot  bg 
the  eggs  from  her  apron,  foulled  her  gfntly  without 
ing.  The  Judge  drew  nearer  "Ij«la — eome — that 'a  i 
girl — here,  take  the  money.  Oh  Lila,  Lila,"  be  erisd,  * 
you  take  it  for  Papa — won't  you,  my  little  giri  I" 

The  ehild  looke<l  np  at  bin  with  ahy  frighteoed 
loddenly  ahe  pat  down  bcr  bead  and  ran  put  him. 
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L  her — ^to  put  the  silver  into  her  hand,  but  she  shrank 
Lod  dropped  the  coin  before  him. 
y  child,  Judge — very  shy.  £mma  let  her  gather  the 
lis  morning,  she  loves  to  hunt  eggs,"  chuckled  the  Cap- 
*mnd  idle  went  to  the  loft  just  before  you  came  in.  I 
forgot  she  hadn't  come  down." 

Captain  went  on  with  his  work. 
appose.  Cap,"  said  Van  Dorn  quietly,  "she  heard  more 
(  of  what  I  said."    The  Captain  nodded. 
yw  much  did  she  understand!"  the  Judge  asked. 
»re  *n  you  *d  think,  Judge — more  'n  you  'd  thuik.    But, ' ' 

Captain  Morton  after  a  pause,  ''I  know  the  little  skite 
top.  Judge — and  there's  one  thing  about  her:  She  s  a 
ittlc  body.    She  '11  never  tell ;  you  needn  't  be  worrying 

that." 

Judge  sighed  and  added  sadly:  "It  wasn't  that.  Cap 
ras — "  But  the  Judge  left  his  sentence  in  the  air. 
lending  was  done.  The  Judge  paid  the  old  man  and 
lim  a  dollar  more  than  he  askai,  and  went  chugging  off 
loud  of  smoke,  while  the  Captain,  thinking  over  what 
idge  had  said,  sighed,  shook  his  head,  and  landing  over 
trk,  cackled  in  an  undertone,  snatches  of  a  tune  that  told 
md  that  is  fairer  than  day.  He  had  put  together  three 
Eeta  and  was  working  on  the  fourth  when  he  looked  up 
iw  his  daughter  Emma  sitting  on  the  box  that  the  Judge 
aeated.  The  Captain  put  his  hand  to  his  back  and 
up,  looking  at  his  eldest  daughter  with  loving  pride. 
mma,"  he  said  at  length,  '*  Judge  Tom  says  women 
ke  God."  He  stood  near  her  and  smoothed  her  hHir, 
atted  her  cheek  as  he  pressed  her  head  against  his  side. 
icflB  he's  right— eh f  Lila  was  in  the  loft  getting  e^gs 
he  overheard  a  lot  of  his  fool  talk."  The  daughter 
DO  reply.  The  Captain  worked  on  and  finally  said: 
iod  of  hit  Tom  hard  to  have  Lila  hear  him;  took  the 
Kit  of  him,  ehf" 

ma  still  waited.    "My  dear,  the  more  I  know  of  women 
Iter  I  think  of  Qod,  and  the  surer  I  am  of  God,  the 

I  think  of  women — what  say!"     He  sat  on  the  box 

her  and  took  her  hand  in  his  hard,  cracked,  grimy 
**  nr  gory,  girl,  I  tell  you,  give  me  a  line  on  a  man's  idea 
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ci  God  and  I  can  tell  you  to  a  te«  what  b«t  thinka 
— ehT"  The  Oaptatn  dropped  the  baud  for  a  bc 
looked  out  of  the  door  into  the  alley. 

"Well,  Katber,  1  agree  with  you  in  general  abuul 
but  in  particular  1  don't  i-arc  about  Mrs.  Herdtd 
I  wifih  .Martha  hail  another  jnb,  tliough  1  ituppoae  it' 
thao  teaching  school."  The  daughter  siebed. 
father,  aonietiines  wheti  1  've  Ixt-n  on  my  feet  all  d 
tbe  children  have  been  mean,  and  the  jaiiitor  nicks  ' 
in  and  grina,  ao  I'll  know  tbe  aupcriatoident  ■• 
building  and  get  the  work  ofT  tbe  board  tbat 
don't  allow  me  lo  put  un,  or  one  of  the  uther  gir 
a  note  up  lo  wati.-h  fur  my  Kp<-lling  for  be'a  en 
tpelling  to-day,  1  just  think,  'Lurdi-c,  if  I  had  a  job 
one's  kitchen,  I'd  be  too  happy  to  breathe.*     But  I 

"  Yea — yea,  child — 1  know  it 's  bard  work  now — but 
Emmy,  wbcQ  I  get  this  sprocket  inlroducvd  and  gd 
buy  you  six  superintendcntfl  iit  a  bran  cage  and  kt 
'cm  bilcd  ettga  to  make  'einsing — dit"  IleuaiUdai 
bia  daughter 'ii  hair  and  niae  to  go  back  to  wa 
girl  plucked  at  his  coat  and  wild:  "Now  sit  denn^ 
I  want  to  talk  to  you,"  she  beaitated.  "It's  tin 
Brotbertou.  You  know  he 'a  been  oomiog  out  here  11 
and  1  thought  he  van  couiDg  to  aee  tne,  and  now 
thinks  he  comes  to  see  her,  and  Martha  always  ttaj 
and  So  doca  Iluth,  and  if  he  u  coming  tn  sra  am 
8topi>«d.  Her  father  looked  at  her  in  astoniKhtnent. 
father,"  she  went  on, — "why  not!  I'm  tweniy-fl 
Martha's  twenty-two  and  even  Rutit  is  seve lUreo  -h 
even  be  coming  to  Hce  Uuth,"  abe  added  bitterly. 

"  YcK,  or  Epaminondas — the  cat — cfal"  cut  in  thu 
Then  he  added,  indignantly,  "Well,  how  about  tkk 
Jaaper  Adamfr— who's  ho  coming  lo  aecT  Or  i 
ooiDca  around  here  sometimes  Saturday  night  after 
meeting,  with  mc — what  HayT  Would  you  want  i 
idaar  out  and  kavr  yoti  t))c  front  room  with  himf'd 
tbe  perturU-d  ('a]ttain. 

Then  the  father  put  hi.s  arm  about  hia  child  t 
''Twenly-Bve  yean  old — twenty-live  yeats — why. 
ttea  »  girl  waa  an  old  maid  laid  un  the  diel/  at  ~ 


JUDOB  VAN  DORN  BBA08       SIS 

i  here  yoa  are,"  he  mtiBed,  ''just  thinkiDg  of  your  fint 

0  and  here  I  am  needing  your  mother  worse  than  I  ever 
in  my  life.    Law-see'  girl — bow  do  1  know  what  to  do-^ 

St  layt"    But  he  did  know  enough  to  draw  her  to  him 

1  kiaa  her  and  aigh.  "Well — maybe  I  can  do  lomething 
iB^ybe — well  see."  And  then  she  left  him  and  he  went 
his  work.  And  as  be  worked  the  tbought  struck  him  sud- 
nly  that  if  he  could  put  one  of  his  sprodcets  in  the  Judge's 
tomobile  where  be  bad  seen  a  chain,  tbat  it  would  save 
wer  and  stop  much  of  the  noise.  So  as  he  worked  he 
earned  that  his  sprocket  was  adopted  by  tbe  mskers  of  tbe 
m  machines,  and  that  he  was  ricb — exceedingly  rich  and 
at  he  took  the  girls  to  visit  tbe  Obio  kin,  and  tbat  Emma 
d  her  trip  to  tbe  Qrand  Canyon,  tbat  Martba  went  to  Eu- 
pe  and  tbat  Butbie  ''took  vocal"  of  a  teacber  in  France 
hose  name  he  could  not  pronounce. 

As  be  hammered  away  at  his  bench  he  heard  a  shuffling  at 
ft  door  and  looking  up  saw  Dr.  Nesbit  in  tbe  threshold. 
"Come  in.  Doctor;  sit  down  and  talk,"  shrilled  tbe  Doctor 
ifbre  the  Captain  could  speak,  and  when  the  Doctor  had 
•ted  himself  upon  the  box  by  tbe  workbench,  the  Captain 
Mnaged  to  say :  * '  Surely— come  right  in,  I  'm  kind  of  lone- 
me  anyhow. ' ' 

•'And  I'm  mad,"  cried  the  Doctor.  *'Just  let  me  sit  here 
ad  blow  off  a  little  to  my  old  army  friend." 
>  "Well — well.  Doctor,  it's  queer  to  see  you  hot  under  the 
*sr— eht"  Tbe  Doctor  b^n  digging  out  his  pipe  and 
Bag  it,  without  speaking.  The  Captain  asked:  ''What's 
pK  wrong  f  Politics  ain  *t  biling  f  what  say  f ' ' 
*Well,"  returned  the  Doctor,  ''you  know  Ijaura  works  at 
kindergarten  down  there  in  South  Harvey,  and  she  irot 
to  pass  that  bours-of-service  law  for  tbe  smelter  men  at 
extra  aeasion  last  summer.  Good  law !  Those  men  work- 
it  there  in  the  fumes  shouldn't  work  over  six  hours  a  day— 
[will  kill  them.  I  managed  by  trading  off  my  bide  and  my 
liiMS  of  Heaven  to  get  a  law  through,  cutting  them  4ywn 
^  eight  hours  in  smelter  work.  Denny  Ilogan,  who  wz/rfa  m 
hi  riag  dump,  is  going  to  die  if  be  has  to  do  it  awMlwrf  y^tr 
I  a  ten-hour  shift.  He's  been  up  and  down  frir  iwv^  fs^urm 
Np— the  Hogans  live  neighbors  to  Laura 'a  scfciwi  m^V^^^ 
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been  watching  him.  ^VeIl,"  vnd  here  the  Doctor  tk| 
on  the  floor  witii  hiH  cane,  "this  Judge — this  vain,  «ir 
pVfiL'tK'k  of  a  Ji]cl{rc,  this  cat-chuMing  Judgr  that  wi 
my  8ou-ia-law,  ban  gone  and  knocked  the  Uw  galley 
far  as  it  alfectit  thi-  slag  damp.  I've  jiut  been  nadi 
deciKion,  and  I'm  hot — good  and  hot" 

The  (JajHain  interrupted: 

"I  saw  Violet  llogaii  and  the  children — dmed  HI 
walking  out  to-day — past  the  Judge 'm  houae — i 
it  to  them — what  Bay  1     .My.  how  old  she  luoka,  Doctor 

"Well — ihc  damned  villain — the  infernal  seonnd 
piped  th<-  Doctor.  "1  just  been  reading  that  decinon 
men  tthowed  iu  their  lawmiit  that  the  month  berore  ti 
took  eir«ut  the  company,  knowing  the  law  had  be^n 
went  out  and  sold  their  Rwtteh  ami  Kold  the  slag  diui 
fake  railroad  company  that  bought  a  swiieh  eufriiM!  ■ 
or  three  cant,  and  ineorimrated  an  a  railroad,  and  tbi 
same  people  owning  the  smelter  and  the  railrtwd,  t 
all  the  men  in  the  smeller  thm  they  euutd  workiuf 
slag  dump,  no  the  men  were  working  fur  the  railrM 
not  for  Ihe  Knielter  c-ompany  nnd  didn  't  eome  within  t 
hour  law.  And  now  the  Judge  Hiands  by  that  Ci 
Kays  that  the  men  working  then-  under  the  very  chii 
the  Huelter  on  the  slag  dump  where  the  fumes  are  w% 
not  subject  to  the  law  beeause  the  law  says  that  men  ' 
for  the  smelters  ttlialt  not  work  mori'  than  eight  boui 
Iheae  men  are  working  for  a  climating,  swindling  miH 
of  •  railntiid.  That's  judge-madir  law.  That's  the  I 
law  that  makcH  anarchistH.  Law!''  annrteil  Ihe  1 
"IawI — made  by  judges  who  have  graduated  ont  of  I 
ploy  of  eorpontiion* — law! — i«  junt  what  the  Judge 
bench  dares  to  read  into  the  stutute.  1  tell  you.  Cap 
doctors  and  mii^neen<  and  pn>aelieni  were  as  aufasen 
greet!  and  big  money  ax  the  lawyers  are,  we  wotild  m 
our  standing.  But  when  a  lawyer  eoinmita  aonw 
malpraetiee  like  that  of  Tom  Van  l>>nr« — Ihe  lai 
mind  us  that  the  courts  an  aaereil  institutions." 

The  l>octnr'H  pipe  wax  out  and  in  tilling  it  again, 
viejoujJy  at  the  bowl  with  his  knife,  and  in  the 
Captain  waa  awyiog: 
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[  mppose  he  found  the  body  of  the  deciflioiis  lean- 
my,  Doe — ^you  know  Judges  are  bound  by  the  body 

• 

xiy  of  the  law — yes,  damn  'em,  I've  bought  'em  to 
xiy  of  the  law  myself." 

i*tor  sputtered  along  with  his  pipe  and  cried  out  in 
xeble — "I  never  had  any  more  trouUe  buying  a 
1  a  Senator.  And  lawyers  have  no  shame  about 
nselves  to  crooks  and  notorious  lawbreakers.  And 
ers  hire  themselves  body  and  soul  to  great  corpora- 
life  and  we  all  know  that  those  corporations  are 
uling  the  laws  and  not  obeying  them ;  and  lawyers 
ery  top  of  the  profession — braxenly  hire  out  for  life 
nd  of  business.    What  if  the  top  of  the  medical 

was  composed  of  men  who  devoted  themselves  to 
le  public  welfare  for  life  I  We  have  that  kind  of 
mt  we  call  them  quacks.  We  don't  allow  'em  in 
tl  societies.    We  punish  them  by  ostracism.     But 

lawyers  who  devote  themselves  to  skinning  the 
ley  are  at  the  head  of  the  bar.  They  are  made 
They  are  promoted  to  supreme  courts.  A  damn 
y-do  we're  coming  to  when  the  quacks  run  a  whole 
And  Tom  Van  Dom  is  a  quack — a  hair-splitting, 
venal  quack — who  doles  out  the  bread  pills  of  in- 
id  the  strychnine  stimulants  of  injustice  and  the 

laudanum  of  injustice,  and  falls  back  on  the  body 
isions  to  uphold  him  in  his  quackery.  Justice  de- 
Eit  he  take  that  fake  corporation,  made  solely  to 

biw,  and  shake  its  guts  out  and  tell  the  men  who 
is  job,  that  he'll  put  them  all  in  jail  for  contempt 
r  they  tr>'  any  such  shenanigan  in  his  jurisdiction 
hat  would  be  justice.  This — thi«  decision — is  hum- 
v'er)''  one  knows  it.     What's  more — it  may  be  mur- 

men  can't  work  on  that  slag  dump  ten  hours  a 
ut  losing  their  lives." 

itain  tapped  away  at  his  sprocket.  He  had  his  own 
It  the  sanctity  of  the  courts.  Tliey  were  not  to  be 
n  so  easily.  The  Doctor  snorted:  "Bum  thrir 
d  blear  their  minds,  and  then  wail  about  our  vicious 
I'm  getting  to  be  an  anarchist." 
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He  prodded  hU  cHiie  among  the  dvbris  on  the  I 
then  he  began  to  twitch  the  Inose  hIuo  of  hta  lower 
smiled.  ■'Thauk  you,  Cup,"  bv  chirped.  "How  i 
beautiful  a  thing  it  is  to  blow  off  ateam  in  ■  bwi 
old  army  friend." 

The  Captain  looked  around  and  aoiiled  and  tW 
BMked:     *'What   wan   that   yoa    were   a>itiff 
Hoganf 

"1  said  I  saw  her  to-day  and  she  looked  faded  tt 
she's  not  so  much  older  than  my  Emma — eh!" 

"Still,"  said  the  Dwtor.  "Violet'a  had  a  lira«h 
mighty  tough  lime;  tliree  children  in  six  ynara. 
one  ti*ok  mo^t  of  her  teeth;  young  honw  doetor  | 
some  dope  that  about  killed  her;  she's  done  all  the 
washing,  scrubbing  and  made  garden  for  the  family 
time — up  every  morning  at  five,  seven  days  in  the 
get  breakfast  for  Dennis — Emms  would  look  broken 
hod  that."  The  Doctor  paused.  "Like  her  molhci 
— vain — pots  all  of  Denny's  wages  on  the  children 't^ 
Laura  myn  Violet  spends  more  on  frills  for  thoae  U 
we  Apond  for  groceries— -and  Violet  goes  around  he 
ing  like  the  Devil  before  breakfast.  The  Ooelor 
chin  on  his  cane.  "Ilemember  her  raoUier— Mr«.  I 
funny  how  it  breeds  that  way.  The  human  critt< 
is  a  curious  bcaxt — but  he  dfws  breed  t  rue- - -rooaily. 
Doctor  loafed,  whistling,  around  the  work  shop,  prod 
ttiiiun  with  his  cane,  and  wound  up  leaning  agaiait 
of  the  bench. 

"Last  day  of  the  century."  he  piped,  "makes  i 
pause  and  study.  I've  seen  tifly-three  years  of  the 
tury — seen  the  eleelrie  light,  the  telephone,  the  phoi 
the  fast  printing  prcHs,  the  trauHcontinontaJ  reilr 
steam  thresher,  the  gaxoline  engine — and  all  its  1 
elear  down  to  Judge  Tom*s  devil  wairon.  Tliat'a  a  p 
for  one  short  life.  I've  seen  industry  reralatioaiiM 
ing  the  homes  of  the  people,  and  beniinft  into  the  gr 
lorin.  I  've  M'-en  uteam  revolutionize  the  daily  habits 
and  distort  their  thoughts;  one  man  can't  run  a  at) 
gine ;  it  takest  more  than  one  man  to  own  one.  So  bav 
capital  rise  in  the  world  until  it  is  pvster  than 
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■B  coarts,  greater  than  governments — greater  tban  God 
MKlf  aa  matters  stand,  Cap— I'm  terribly  afraid  that's 

The  Doctor  was  serious.  His  high  voice  was  calm,  and 
!  smoked  a  while  in  peace.  * '  But, ' '  he  added  reflectively — 
Cap,  I  want  to  tell  you  something  more  wonderful  than  all ; 
le  seen  seven  absolutely  honest  men  elected  this  year  to  the 
ate  Senate — I*ve  sounded  them,  felt  them  out,  had  all 
sda  of  reports  from  all  kinds  of  people  on  those  seven  men. 
Kh  man  thinks  he's  alone,  and  there  are  seven." 
The  Doctor  leaned  over  to  the  Captain  and  said  confiden- 
illy,  **Cap — we  meet  next  week.  Listen  here.  I  was 
Mled  without  a  dollar  of  the  old  spider's  money.  He 
Ight  me  for  that  smelter  law  on  the  quiet.  Now  look  here ; 
to  watch  my  smoke.  I  *m  going  to  organize  those  seven,  and 
■ke  ei^t  and  you*re  going  to  see  some  fighting.*' 
"You  ain't  going  to  fight  the  party,  are  you,  Docf "  asked 
b  amazed  Captain,  as  though  he  feared  that  the  Doctor 
isld  fall  dead  if  he  answered  yes.  But  the  Doctor  grinned 
N  said :  ''  Maybe— if  it  Hghts  me. ' ' 
••Well,  I>oc— "  cried  the  Captain,  ** don't  you  think—" 
'Too  bet  I  think — that's  what*s  the  matter.  The  smelter 
limit's  made  me  think.  They  want  to  control  government 
llhcy  can  have  a  license  to  murder.  That's  what  it  means. 
Ktteh  *em  blight  Denny  Ilogan's  lungs  down  on  the  dump: 
Iteh  *em  bum  'em  up  and  crush  em  in  the  mines — l»y 
Sding  the  mining  laws;  watch  *em  slaughter  Vm  on  the 
Uroads;  murder  is  cheap  in  this  country — if  you  control 
ttmunent  and  get  a  slaughter  license. ' ' 
The  Doctor  laughed.  ** That's  the  old  century — and  say, 
|>-^l*m  with  the  new.     You  know  old  Browning — he  says: 

**It  nuikefl  me  mad 
To  Uiink  mhat  men  wiU  do  an*  I  am  dead  ** 

The  Doctor  waved  his  cane  furiously,  and  grinned  as  he 

rem  back  his  head,  laughed  silently*  kicked  out  one  lep. 

d  atood  with  one  eye  cocked,  l(M)king  at  the  speechless 

|»tmin.     "Well,  Cap — speak  up — what  are  vou  going  to  do 

Mititf" 

*•  T  gory.  Doc,  you  certainly  do  talk  like  a  Populist — eh  ?" 

■  all  the  Captain  could  reply.    The  Doctor  tcnldled  to  th<^ 
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door,  and  standing  tfaere  sang  back:  "Well,  Ctp-6tJ 
think  the  liord  Almighty  laid  off  alt  the  ao^U  and  tpJi  ■ 
on  the  world  when  he  invented  Tom  Van  Dom 'ft  auloDcAA 
that  it  is  tiio  lost  new  thing  that  will  ev«r  be  tnedl" 

And  with  that,  the  Doctor  went  out  into  tkt  allrfl 
tlirough  hiii  alley  gate  into  hiii  house.  But  the  Ci[<td 
mind  was  set  going  by  the  Doctor's  parting  wordt.  tit 
eonitidering  what  uiigbt  follow  the  inwntioa  of  Tbn  W 
Dorn'a  automobile.  There  was  that  ehain,  and  thrrr  wa 
sprocket.  It  woiitd  work — he  knew  it  would  work  and 
mueJi  power  and  much  noise.  But  the  aprockel  mi 
longer,  uud  ittronger.  Then,  he  thought,  if  the  wirv  i| 
and  the  ball-bearing  and  nihber  linit  of  the  bicycle  had  l 
the  automobile  possible,  and  now  that  they  were  getli^ 
gaaoline  engine  of  the  anlomoblle  perfected  so  that  it  « 
generate  such  vast  power  in  such  a  ainall  npace — what  if 
could  conserve  and  apply  that  power  through  hia  inwitji 
what  if  the  gasoline  engine  might  not  thmugh  hb  HeoN 
Bone  some  day  generale  and  use  a  power  thai  wmM  I 
man  off  the  earth  f  What  tlienT  As  he  tappod  tbe 
and  turned  the  screws  and  put  hia  little  devin;  togctlM 
dreamed  big  dreanui  of  the  future  when  men  ahould  fly, 
the  boundaries  of  nations  would  disappear  and  tarifi 
be  impowtible.  This  Khoeked  him,  and  he  tried  tn  flgni 
how  to  prevent  mnuKgUng  by  fij'ing  maebinea;  Irat  I 
could  not.  he  dreamed  on  about  the  time  when  war  voi 
abolished    among   eiviliKed    men,    beeauac   of    bis    inm 

80  while  he  was  dreaming  in  matter — forming  iW 
vague  nebula:  of  coming  eventi,  the  infiiiiie  intelligenee  ^ 
ing  aioand  na  all,  floating  this  earth,  and  holding  the  M 
their  coorMK.  sent  a  long,  thin  fleck  of  a  wa«-e  into  the 
of  this  man  who  stood  working  and  dreaming  in  the  tw 
white  the  old  eentury  was  passing.     And  while  he  u' 
vision,  other  minds  in  other  parts  of  the  earth  aaw 
viaiooa.    Some  of  thotc  myriad  visiou  formed  |iart  oQ 
and  hia  formed  |>art  of  theirm,  and  all  were  part  of  the  |fi 
viiioo   that   was   brooding  npoa   the   bourne   of   timt  ■ 
apace.     And  other  visions,  parts  of  the  great  vision  o(j 
Oivabir,  were  moving  with  quickening  life 
and  faearta.    The  disturbed  viaiou  of  justiee 


c  ia  other  tk 
itiee  th«t  M 


JUDOS  VAN  DORN  BBAQS 


849 


Dgli  the  Doctor's  mind  was  a  part  of  the  vast  cycle  of 
OS  that  were  hovering  about  this  earth.  It  was  not  his 
ty  millions  held  part  of  it;  millions  aspired,  th^y  knew 
why,  and  staked  their  lives  upon  their  faith  that  there 
power  outside  ourselves  that  makes  for  righteousness, 
ss  the  waves  of  infinite,  resistless,  all-encompassing  love 
1  the  worid  that  New  Year's  night  that  cast  the  new 
wrj  upon  the  strange  shores  of  time,  let  us  hope  that  the 
ms  of  strong  men  stirred  them  deeply  that  they  might 
5  wisely  upon  that  mysterious  tide  that  is  drawing  hu- 
itj  to  its  unknown  goal. 


CHAPTER  XXX n 

WQERCIK   VIOLET   tJO(i.\N   TAKES  Ul*  AS  OLD  TKABI  J 
UAKUAKKT   van   DOR.V  SEEKS  X   niOHER  PLUKI 

TUE  new  Cciiiiiry  brought  to  llarvoy  surfa  pltnlG 
that  all  night  and  all  day  thp  smelter  fim  paiaU' 
sky  up  and  down  the  Wafaoo  Valley;  all  nighl 
aud  all  day  long  the  miners  worked  in  the  miuca,  anj 
through  the  night  and  the  long  day  the  great  LVtne 
tor>-  and  tho  glass  factories  belched  forth  their  lurid 
The  tnilley  cars  went  creaking  and  uiuanJog  ariMUid 
curves  through  the  mean,  dirty,  si|ualid.  little  «trer{ao( 
mining  and  manufacturing  towns.  They  whined 
tiently  as  they  sailed  across  the  prairie  icraas  under  tkt 
fogged  sunshine  between  the  settlement)),  but  altrap 
brought  up  with  their  loails  at  Harvey.  Sci  llaney  gn 
be  a  prosperous  inland  city,  and  the  I'alare  ilotel  will 
onyx  aiul  marble  oflicc,  once  the  town's  pride,  found  * 
with  all  its  striving  but  a  third-elass  hostelo'f  w^ul* 
three-story  building  of  the  Traders'  bank  liwked  h* 
wgualty  beside  itit  six  and  seven  storied  ueighbon.  Thi 
cornices  of  Market  Street  were  wiped  away,  and  ydkw  I 
and  terra  colta  and  marble  took  ihv  place  uf  the  old  < 
menta  of  which  the  young  town  had  been  mi  pntod. 
thread  of  wire»  and  pipes  thut  maile  the  web  of  the  q 
behind  the  brass  sign,  multiplied  and  the  pipeti  and  llw 
and  the  cables  that  carried  hin  power  grew  taut  and  M 
New  people  by  thousands  had  come  into  the  town  uid  ft 
ally  the  big  hou»e,  the  Temple  of  Love  on  Hill  Cra 
bad  been  deserted  during  the  tint  yt^n  of  its  oeeni 
Idled  up.  Judge  Thomas  Van  Dorn  and  bis 
were  wen  in  the  great  hotels  of  New  York  a 
in  Europe  more  or  less,  though  the  aequaitttancea  Umj 
is  Uunti>e  ami  in  the  Kaxi  were  no  longer  needed  (a  ISI 
But   the   old   settlers  nf    Harvey   m  ' 
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fe.  It  WM  at  a  Twelfth  Night  festivity  when  yoang  i>eo- 
*  from  all  over  the  Valley  and  from  all  over  the  West  were 
tt(|aeing  in  the  great  house,  that  Judge  Van  Dom,  to  please 
pretty  girl  from  Baltimore  whom  the  Van  Doms  had  met 
Italy,  ^aved  his  mustache  and  appeared  before  the  guests 
(h  a  naked  lip.  The  pursed,  shrunken,  sensuous  lips  of  the 
Del  mouth  showed  him  so  mercilessly  that  Mrs.  Van  Dom 
uld  not  keep  back  a  little  jscream  of  horror  the  first  time 

stood  before  her  with  his  shaved  lip.  But  she  changed 
rieream  to  a  baby  giggle,  and  he  did  not  know  how  he  was 
lealed.  So  he  went  about  ever  after,  preening  himself 
It  his  smooth  face  gave  him  youth,  and  strutting  inordi- 
tdy  because  some  of  the  women  he  knew  told  him  he  looked 
(  a  boy  of  twenty-five — ^instead  of  a  man  in  his  forties. 

was  always  suave,  always  creakingly  debonaire,  always, 
Q  in  his  meannesses,  punctilious  and  airy. 
So  the  old  settlers  sometimes  were  fooled  by  his  attitude 
rird  Margaret,  his  wife.  He  bore  toward  her  in  public 
t  shallow  polish  of  attention,  which  puzzled  those  who 
m  that  they  were  never  together  by  themselves  when  he 
Id  help  it,  that  he  spent  his  evenings  at  the  City  Club, 
I  that  often  at  the  theater  they  sat  almost  back  to  back 
looaeiously  during  the  whole  performance.  But  after  the 
tain  was  down,  the  polite  husband  was  the  soul  of  at- 
danee  upon  the  beautiful  wife — her  coat,  her  opera  glasses, 

trappings  of  various  sorts  flew  in  and  out  of  his  eaper 
ids  as  though  he  were  a  conjurer  playing  with  them  for  an 
lienee.  For  he  was  a  proud  man,  and  she  was  a  vain 
Ban,  and  they  were  striving  to  prove  to  a  dif^pproving 
id  that  the  bargain  they  had  made  was  a  good  one. 
'ft  the  old  settlers  of  Har\'ey  felt  instinctively  that  the 
»  of  their  Judge's  bargain  was  not  so  trifling  a  matter 
tt  first  the  happy  couple  had  esteemed  it.  The  older  peo- 
saw  the  big  house  glow  with  light  as  the  town  spread  over 

hill  and  prosperity  blackened  the  Valley.  The  older 
pie  played  their  quiet  games  of  bridge,  by  night,  and  said 
e.  Judge  Van  Dom  polished  the  periods  of  his  orations, 
I  himself  like  a  race  horse,  strutted  like  a  gobbler,  showed 
naked  mouth,  held  himself  always  tightly  in  hand,  kept 
eye  oat  for  a  pretty  face,  wherever  it  might  be  found. 
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irtill  heU  m  eomer  seat^  it  was  m  oomer  seat  with  sharp  angles, 
with  black  stain  upon  it,  and  upholstered  in  rich  red  leather, 
and  red  leather  pillows  lounged  luxuriously  in  the  comers 
of  the  seat ;  a  black,  angular  table  and  a  red,  angular  shade 
over  *  green  angular  lamp  sat  where  the  sawdust  box  had 
been.  True — a  green  angular  smoker's  set  also  was  upon  the 
table — the  only  masculine  appurtenance  in  the  comer;  but 
it  was  dearly  a  sop  thrown  out  to  offended  and  exiled  man- 
Und — a  mere  mockery  of  the  solid  comfort  of  the  sawdust 
box,  filled  with  cigar  stubs  and  ashes  that  had  made  the 
eomer  a  haven  for  weary  man  for  nearly  a  score  of  years. 
Above  the  black-stained  seat  ran  a  red  dado  and  upon  that 
m  fine  old  English  script,  where  once  the  old  sign  of  the 
Comer  had  been  nailed,  there  ran  this  legend : 

*'*Tlie  sweet  lerenity  of  Books'  and  Wallpaper, 
Stationery  and  Office  Supplies." 

For  Mr.  Brotherton's  commercial  spirit  could  not  permit 
him  to  withhold  the  fact  that  he  had  cnlarge<l  his  business  by 
adding  such  household  necessities  as  wall  paper  and  such 
business  necessities  as  stationer^'  and  office  supplies.  Thus 
the  town  referred  ever  after  to  Mr.  Brotherton's  '*Swert 
lerenity  of  Books  and  Wallpaper/'  and  so  it  was  known  of 
■en  in  Harvey. 

When  Mrs.  Van  Dorn  entered,  she  was  surprised:  for 
while  she  had  heard  casually  of  the  changes  in  ^[r.  Brother- 
ton's  establishment,  she  was  not  prepared  for  the  effulgenec 
of  refined  and  suppressed  grandeur  that  greeted  her. 

Mr.  Brotherton,  in  a  three  buttoned  fr(H.*k  coat,  a  rich  black 
ascot  tie  and  suitable  gray  trousers,  came  forward  to  meet 
her. 

'•Ah,  George,"  she  exclaimed  in  her  baby  voice,  ** really 
what  a  lit-ry,"  that  also  was  from  her  Chicago  friend,  **  what 
a  lit-ry  atmosphere  you  have  given  us.'* 

Mr.  Brotherton's  smile  pleaded  guilty  for  him.  Tie  waved 
lier  to  a  seat  among  the  red  cushions.  "How  elegant,*'  she 
■iapered,  "I  just  think  it's  perfectly  swell.  Just  like 
Manriiall  Field's.  I  must  bring  Mrs.  .Merritield  in  when  she 
aomes  down — Mrs.  Merrifield  of  Chicago.  You  know,  Mr. 
Brotherton,"  it  was  the  wife  of  the  Judge  who  spoke,  "I 
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think  we  should  (ly  to  cultivate  these  whiMc  wide 
make  our  ssstx^iatiuii  with  them  a  lilwral  edocstioa. 
is  it  Emerson  sayn  about   Friendship — in   L 
eea&y — I'm  xure  you'll  recall  it." 

And  Mr.  llrotherton  wan  dure  he  woul<l  too.  und  ini 
BS  much,  for  an  he  hud  often  said  to  .Mr.  Kenn  in  thrir  lit 
eontldencea,  "Emerson  is  mte  of  mj'  bntt  nuTiag  If 
And  Mm.  Van  Dorn  continued  eonlidetitialiy:  "Now  tl 
a  IXKik,  a  Uennan  hook — aren't  thoM-  (lermans  candid- 
know  I'm  of  Ovrmati  extraction,  and  I  tell  the  Judge  1 
where  I  get  my  candor.  Wi-ll,  there's  a  G^ruum  Im 
can't  pronounce  it,  so  I've  written  it  out — then?;  wil 
kindly  order  ilT"  Mr.  Itrotherton  took  the  slip  aad 
to  the  back  of  the  st^ire  to  make  a  memoranduiD  of  the  i 
He  left  the  book  counter  in  charge  uf  Miss  Calvin — Mni 
Calvin— yes,  Mim  Ave  Maria  Calvin,  if  you  must  koow 
full  name,  which  .she  U  properly  axhamed  of.  But  it  plei 
her  mother  twenty  yearn  before  an<l  as  Mr.  Calvin  wi 
to  get  into  the  house  un  any  tenns  when  the  baby  wih  i 
it  went  Ave  Maria  Calvin,  and  Ave  Maria  Calvin  cb 
hind  the  counter  rending  the  Bookman  and  Kryiit^ 
member  the  names  of  the  xix  best  «eller«  so  that  ahe  i 
order  them  for  stock. 

.Mm.  Van  Doni,  who  kept  Mrs.  Calvin's  one  card 
ously  displayed  in  her  silver  card  case  in  the  froot 
nw  an  opportunity  to  make  a  little  aocial  hay,  w  i 
drewcd  MiHS  Calviu  graciously :  "Good  nioniinc  Ave 
is  your  dear  mother!  NSIial  a  charming  effect  .Mr.  Bi , 
ton  boa  produced!"  Then  Mrs.  Van  l>om  drttpped  tbc 
fully  motlulaled  voioe  a  trifle  lower:  "When  the  boufci 
that  I  just  ordered,  kindly  nlip  it  to  one  aide;  I  wouldn't 
Mr.  Brotherton— he  might  misunderstand  But  yoa 
read  il  if  you  wiah — t^e  it  home  over  nighL  U'a 
broadening." 

When  Mr.  Brotherton  returned  the  baby  vnie«  ptatti 
him.  The  voice  was  saving.  "1  waa  juct  lellinir  Av 
dead  swell  it  is  here.  1  just  can't  get  over  it — in  Rai 
dear  old  Harvey ;  do  you  remeuiber  when  I  was  a  little 
teacher  down  in  the  Prospect  schoolbouse  and  you  u 
order  Chautauqua  books — mieh  an  innoecnl  littl«  acbo 
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't  yoa  remember  t  We  wouldn't  say  how  long  ago  that 
woald  we,  Mr.  Brothertonf  Ob,  dear,  no.  Isn't  it  nice 
to  talk  over  old  times  t  Did  you  know  the  Jared  Tburstons 
have  left  Colorado  and  have  moved  to  Iowa  where  Jared  has 
Marled  another  paper  f  Lizzie  and  I  used  to  be  such  chums 
— «lie  and  Violet  and  I — where  is  Violet  now,  Mr.  Brother- 
ton  f  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  Mrs.  Ilerdicker  said  she  lives  next 
loor  to  the  kindergarten — down  in  South  Ilarvey.  Isn't  it 
terrible  the  way  Anne  Sands  did — just  broke  her  father's 
heart.  And  Nate  Perry  quarrelling  with  ten  million  dollars. 
bn*t  this  a  strange  world,  Mr.  Brothertonf" 

Mr.  Brotherton  confessed  for  the  world  and  Mrs.  Van  Dom 
riiook  her  over-curled  head  sadly.  She  made  some  other  talk 
with  Mr.  Brotherton  which  he  paraphrased  later  for  Henry 
Penn  and  when  Mrs.  Van  Dom  went  out,  Mr.  Brotherton 
left  the  door  open  to  rid  the  room  of  the  scent  of  attar  of 
roeea  and  said  to  Miss  Calvin : 

••Well,  s — ,"  but  checked  himself  and  went  on  in  his  new 
diameter  of  custodian  of  ''The  Sweet  Serenity  of  Books  and 
Wall  Paper,"  but  he  added  as  a  compromise: 

•*  *  And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie'  I  certainly  would  make  a 
^niek  get-away!" 

After  which  reflection,  Mr.  Brotherton  walked  down  the 
long  store  room  to  his  dark  stained  desk,  turned  on  the  elec- 
trie  under  the  square  copper  shade,  and  began  to  figure  up 
hit  aeeounts.  But  a  little  social  problem  kept  revolving  in 
hk  head.  It  was  suggested  by  Mrs.  Van  Dom  and  by  some- 
Iking  the  had  said.  Beside  Mrs.  Van  Dom  in  her  tailored 
gown  and  seal-skin,  with  her  spanking  new  midwinter  hat  to 
■cteh  her  coat,  dragging  the  useless  dog  after  her,  he  saw 
the  picture  of  another  woman  who  had  come  in  the  day 
before— a  woman  no  older  than  Margaret  Van  Dorn — yet  a 
broken  woman,  with  rounded  shoulders  who  rarely  smiled, 
wiahing  to  hide  her  broken  teeth,  who  wheeled  one  baby  and 
led  another,  and  shooed  a  third  and  slipped  into  the  comer 
near  the  magazine  counter  and  thumbed  over  the  children's 
faahions  in  the  Delineator  eagerly  and  looked  wistfully  at  the 
beentifol  things  in  the  store.  Her  n*d  hands  and  brown  skin 
dbowed  that  she  had  lived  a  rough,  hard  life,  and  that  it  had 
spent  her  and  wasted  her  and  taken  evcr}'thing  she  prized — 
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and  given  her  nothing — nothing  but  three  OTer-<iraM«d  fi 
dren  and  a  husband  whose  induBtrial  stfttua  hul  put  ilsba 
Btark  on  h<.T. 

Mr.  Urotherton  's  memory  wont  back  ten  jrean,  Uldj|ri 
the  two  girls  together — Violet  and   MargareL    B^^| 
light-headed  and  vain;  so  far  aa  their  relaliona  |^^| 
tkjm  were  concerned,  oo«  was  as  blamable  ■•  the  B^^^l 
'  oce  had  prospered  and  the  other  bad  not — a»d  dl^^H 
Bkad  apparently  suffered  most  had  upon  tbe  wbolil^^H 
'  saner,  more  normal  life — and  Mr.  lirothertaa  'in^^^l 
iholdcr  upon  the  black  desk  before  him  attd  4tt<^^^| 
tice  of  life.  ^^H 

But,  indeed,  if  we  rnnot  judge  life's  awards  la^^H 
1  tbe  material  side  there  t*  no  justice  in  Ufat^^H 
'  waa  any  difference  between  tbe  two  women  wboa^^H 
Dom  had  wrongtHl— dilT<Tenee  in  rewards  or  puoii^^^l 
must  have  been  in  their  hearts.  It  is  poaitble  thatS^^I 
of  motherhood  and  wifehood,  in  the  saeriflceB  thafe^^H 
body  and  scarred  her  face,  Violet  Mauling  nay  l^^| 
compensated  by  tho  love  uhc  hor«  the  children  0|^^H 
ibe  lavithed  her  life.    For  she  had  that  love,  M^^^H 

Igqiiandcr — in  blind  vain  folly — tbe  strength  o^^^^l 
aitiTWards  the  price  of  her  kouI — upon  ber  ehO^^H 
tor  Margaret  Vau  Dom — Mr.  Itrotherton  was  no  pl^^^| 
Be  could  nut  pity  her.  Vet  she  too  had  given  "U^^^H 
given  ber  mind— and  it  was  gone.  She  had  Rtvoa^^H 
—and  it  was  gone  also,  and  she  had  given  that  dad^^H 
kg  of  the  heart  and  mind  we  call  ber  soul — aod^^H 
9»ne,  loo.  Mr.  Brotherton  coald  aee  that  tbejr  wt^^H 
all  gone.  Bui  he  could  tMt  ae^  that  her  lo«  wis  g>4^^| 
Tiolets.  ^H 

That  night  when  Dmnia  Hogan  came  in  for  N|HP 
PirtMtde  Companion  aa  be  said,  "for  the  good  womao/^ 
Brothertoo,  for  old  aake'i  sake,  put  in  sooKthing  in  pi 
fcacka  by  Marie  Corelli,  and  a  novel  by  Ouida  -,  and  tbo^  I 
ba  might  give  until  it  hart,  he  tied  up  a  brand  Miwj/i 
Bem4  Journal,  itnd  said,  as  he  locked  up  the  ator*  aaJ^H 
into  the  chill  night  air  with  Mr.  ilogan:  hilillia^^B 
'kfe— 1  amit  'em  in  retora  for  the  good  tuma  iba  v^lA^^I 
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when  I  was  mayor  and  she  was  in  Van  Dom's  office  and  drew 
up  the  dty  ordinances — she'll  remember." 

''Indeed  she  will,  George  Brotherton — that  she  will. 
Many 'a  the  night  she's  talked  me  to  sleep  of  them  golden  days 
of  her  splendor — indeed  she  will." 

They  walked  on  together  and  Hogan  said :  ' '  Well — I  turn 
at  the  next  crossin'.  I'm  goin'  home  and  I'm  glad  of  it. 
Up  in  the  mornin'  at  five;  off  on  the  six-ten  train,  climbin' 
the  slag  dump  at  seven,  workin'  till  six,  home  on  the  six- 
fifteen  train,  into  the  house  at  seven;  to  bed  at  ten,  up  at 
five,  eat  and  work  and  sleep — sleep  and  eat  and  work,  fightin' 
the  dump  by  day  and  fightin'  the  fumes  in  me  chist  by  night 
— all  for  a  dollar  and  sixty  a  day ;  and  if  we  jine  a  union,  we 
get  canned,  and  if  we  would  seek  dissipation,  we're  invited 
to  go  down  to  the  Company  hall  and  listen  to  Tommy  Van 
Dom  norate  upon  what  he  calls  the  'de-hig-nity  of  luh-ay- 
bor.'  Damn  sight  of  dignity  labor  has,  lopin'  three  laps 
ahead  of  the  garnishee  from  one  year's  end  to  the  other." 

He  laughed  a  good-natured,  creaking  laugh,  and  said  as  he 
waved  his  hand  to  part  with  Mr.  Brotherton — **Well,  anny- 
how,  the  good  woman  will  thank  you  for  the  extra  readin'; 
not  that  she  has  time  to  read  it,  Qod  knows,  but  it  gives  the 
place  a  tone  when  Laura  Nesbit  drops  in  for  a  bit  of  a  word 
of  help  about  the  makin'  of  the  little  white  things  she's  doin' 
for  the  Polish  family  on  'D'  Street  these  days."  In  an- 
other minute  Brotherton  heard  the  car  moaning  at  the  curve, 
and  saw  Ilogan  get  in.  It  was  nearly  midnight  when  Ilogan 
got  to  sleep;  for  the  papers  that  Brotherton  sent  brought 
back  ''the  grandeur  that  was  Qreece,"  and  he  had  to  hear 
how  Mr.  Van  Dom  had  made  Mr.  Brotherton  mayor  and  how 
they  had  both  made  Dr.  Nesbit  Senator,  and  how  ungrateful 
the  Doctor  was  to  turn  against  the  hand  that  fed  him,  and 
many  other  incidents  and  tales  that  pointed  to  the  renown 
of  the  unimpeachable  Judge,  who  for  seven  years  had  reigned 
in  the  humble  house  of  Hogan  as  a  first-rate  god. 

That  night  Ilogan  tossed  as  the  fumes  in  his  lungs  burned 
the  tiflsuea  and  at  five  he  got  up,  made  the  fire,  helped  to  dress 
the  oldest  child  while  his  wife  prepared  the  breakfast.  He 
missed  the  six-ten  car,  and  being  late  at  work  stopped  in  to 
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tAkc  a  drink  at  the  Hot  Dog,  near  the  Jump  on  the 
groiuid,  thinking  it  would  put  some  ginger  into  him  bw 
day's  work.  For  two  hours  or  so  the  whiskey  liveood  ' 
up,  but  as  the  forenoon  grew  old,  be  began  to  yavo  and 
tired. 

'Hogan,"  called  the  dump-boss,  "go  down  to  tbc 
luse  and  bring  up  a  box  of  perHuadera." 
The  slug  was  hard  and  needed  blasting.     Hogaa  looked  ■ 
"WhatT"  and  before  the  dump  boaa  eould  speak 
Hogau  bad  started  down  and  around  the  dump  to  the 
house,  m-ar  the  saloon,     lie  went  into  the  powder  boaac 
then  eame  out,  carr^-iug  a  heav}~  box.     At  the  sidewalk 
Hogan.  who  wiis  yawning,  stumbled — they 
two  men  standing  in  the  door  of  the  Hot  Dog  aali 
away,  and  they  told  the  people  at  Uie  ininest 
the  last  they  saw.     A  great  explosion  followed, 
about  the  dump  huddled  for  a  long  minute  am 
t^ars,  then  crawled  out.  and  the  dump  boaa  called-] 
Hogan  was  missing.     In  an  hour  they  eame  ■ 
Hogan  to  the  undertaker's  room  near  the  smell 
many  women  bad  stood  boaidc  death  in  ita  moat  awful  fan 
She  had  her  baby  in  her  arms,  with  another  pluekinit 
skirts  and  she  stood  mutely  b>>.side  the  coffin  that  they 
not  open.     For  she  knew  what  other  women  knew  kbont  ti 
smelter,  knew   that  when  they  will  not  open   the  et 
must  not  be  opened.     Ho  the  little   procesaion  rode 
Jiogan  home,  where  Laura  Van  Doni  was  waiting, 
was  because  she  could  not  see  the  face  of  the 
'mod  unreal   to  the  widow.     But  she  did  dc 
■after  the  firxt  serenni  that  eaiiie  when  ll 
.    Stolidly  she  went  through  ber  tasks  ontil  | 
leral. 
Then  she  ealled  Laura  into  the  kitchen  and  I 

1  out  her  black  satin  and  tried  to  hide  the  t 
Itms  that  had  been  showing  for  years:     "Mm.  Van  I 

I  going  1»  do  something  you  won't  like."     To  f 
meRtiotiing  eyes  Violet  answered:     "I  know  ynar  i 
_  ine  one  else  has  told  you  all  about  mo — but,"  she  ah 
bOHlb  ttfrhtly  and  said  slowly: 
"But  no  matter  wVval  Wwy  mi's— Vm  «i\n%>n'QtML  l«a 
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e*s  sot  to  make  the  railroad  company  pay  and  pay  well, 
t  *s  mil  I  Ve  c^>t  on  earth — for  the  children.  We  have  three 
lollan  in  my  pocketbook  and  will  have  to  wait  until  the 
ifteenth  before  I  get  his  last  month's  wages,  and  I  know 
bey  11  dock  him  up  to  the  very  minute  of  the  day — ^that 
lay !  I  wouldn't  do  it  for  anything  else  on  earth,  Mrs.  Van 
>om — wild  horses  couldn't  drag  me  there — ^but  I'm  going 
0  the  Judge — for  the  children.    He  can  help." 

So,  putting  on  her  bedraggled  black  picture  hat  with  the 
ed  ripped  off,  Violet  Hogan  mounted  the  courthouse  steps 
Ad  went  to  the  office  of  the  Judge.  A  sorry,  broken,  hag- 
;ard  figure  she  cut  there  in  the  Judge's  office.  She  would 
lave  told  him  her  story — ^but  he  interrupted:  ''Yes,  Violet 
—I  read  it  in  the  Times.  But  what  can  I  do-— you  know  I  'm 
lot  allowed  to  take  a  case  and,  besides,  he  was  working  for 
:be  rmilroad,  and  you  know,  Violet,  he  assumed  the  risk. 
miat  do  they  offer  youT" 

*' Judge — for  God's  sake  don't  talk  that  way  to  me. 
niat*B  the  way  you  used  to  talk  to  those  miners'  wives — 
ich!**  she  cried.  ''I  remember  it  all — that  assumed  risk. 
[hily  this — he  was  working  ten  hours  a  day  on  a  job  that 
wouldn't  let  him  sleep,  and  he  oughtn't  to  be  working  but 
ni^t  hours,  if  they  hadn't  sneaked  under  the  law.  They've 
crffered  me  five  hundred.  Judge — five  hundred — for  a  man, 
five  hundred  for  our  three  children — and  nie.  You  can  make 
tkem  do  better— oh,  I  know  you  can.     Oh,  please  for  the 
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She  looked  at  him  with  her  battered  face,  and  as  her  mouth 
q[iiivered,  she  tried  to  hide  her  broken  teeth.  lie  saw  she 
was  about  to  give  way  to  tears.  lie  dreaded  a  scene.  He 
looked  at  her  impatiently  and  finally  gripping  himself  after 
a  decision,  he  said : 

"Now,  Violet,  take  a  brace.  Five  hundred  is  what  they 
ilways  give  in  these  cases."  He  smile<i  suavely  at  her  and 
ihe  notic^  for  the  first  time  that  his  lip  was  bare  and 
ttarted  at  the  cruel  mouth  that  leered  at  her. 

"But,"  he  added  expansively,  **for  old  sake's  sake — I'm 
going  to  do  something  for  you.  * '  He  rose  and  stood  over  her. 
*'Now,  Violet,"  he  said,  strutting  the  diagonal  of  his  room, 
vid  smiling  blandly  at  her,  **we  both  know  why  I  shouldn*t 


/ 
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give jou  nij  personal  cheek — uor  why  you  Bbouldn*t 
crtub  that  you  cuiiiiot  accuunt  for     [tut  llir  KUprriol 
of  the  amelter,  who  is  also  the  ^ueral  manager  of 
roBtl,  is  under  some  obUgatioiia  to  me,  and  I'D  gn« 
now  to  him. "     Ue  sat  down  aiid  wrote 

"For  );tKid  rcawna  I  driirc  one  biindiwil  dullkr*  adtbd  t*  , 
to  thf  wiiJuw  uf  DriiniK  Hngkn  wbo  prcMiiU  tlua,  and  ta 
Hime  cimtgcd  tu  my  pfrsoiisl  accouiit  ud  joor  book*.'" 

He  si^ed  hia  name  with  a  flouriah,  and  aftrr  reading  1| 

note  handed  it  to  the  woman. 

She  looked  at  him  and  her  mouth  opened,  abowiag  h 
broken,  ragi^t'd  itx-th.     Then  she  rose. 

"My  (lod,  Tom  Van  Doni — haven't  you  any  heart  at  al 
Six  hundred  dollars  with  three  little  children — and  my  d 
butchered  by  n  law  you  made— «h,"  ehe  cried  aa  ihe  iba 
her  head  and  stood  drj'-eycd  and  agonized  before  him — ' 
thontrbt  you  were  a  ninii— that  you  were  my  frinid  ' 
down  deep  in  your  heart — I  thonght  you  were  a  man." 

She  picked  up  the  paper,  and  at  the  door  turned  and  H  _ 
"Ami  you  oould  gel  me  Ibonsandit  from  the  company  fori 
hundreds  by  the  scratch  of  your  pen — and  1  thoo^t  3 
were  a  man."  She  opened  the  door,  looked  at  him  ban 
iagly,  and  repeating  her  complaint,  tumrd  awaj  mad  1 
him. 

She  beard  the  click  of  the  door-latch  behind  h«r  and 
knew  that  the  man  behind  tiic  door  in  whom  she  bad  | 
tier  faith  was  laughing  at  her.     Had  whe  not  seen  UBj 
a  score  of  times  in  other  years  at  the  mi.wry  of  ol 
liad  they  not  Kot  behind  this  door,  he  and  she, . 
of  foolish  women  who  came  asking;  the  dn 
he  ridictilrd  us  the  impOiwiblcT     Hail 
and  langbed  at  hia  Hrst  wife,  when  she  had  gone  amy  : 
som*  protesti     The  thought  of  his  mocking  face  pot 
into  her  heart  and  she  went  home  hardt-ned  toward  all 
world.     Laura  Van  r>om  was  with  the  Hogan  ehil 
when  Violet  entered  the  hini%v,  she  gathen'd  them 
with  a  road  panion  and  wept — a  woman  witJbo 
woman  spumed  and  mocked  in  tbe  only  holy  pL 
ia  Jker  iwart 
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k-^w  the  widowed  mother  h>-sti?ricslly  foadJing  thj 
«a,  madly   cxrcssing   them,   ffmliRhly   i-hutlfring   over 

and  wbeii  VioUt  mndi-  it  ck'ur  that  she  wished  Ui  be 

Lmra  left.  Ltut  if  she  could  have  heard  Violet  bab- 
en  duriDfr  the  oveniny,  of  the  clothes  she  would  buy  for 
Bongstera,  about  the  good  times  Uiej-  would  have  with 
DOey,  about  thi;  wiiya  they  were  going  to  spend  the  little 
te  that  was  theirs,  Laura  Van  Dom— thrifty,  frugal, 
d  Laura,  might  have  helped  the  thougbtlesa  woman 
'.  it  waa  too  late.     But  even  if  I^aura  )iad  intcrferal,  it 

haw  been  but  fur  a  few  months  or  a  few  yearx  at 
■  end  waa  inevitable — whi-ther  it  had  Iwcii  tive  hundi 

hundred  or  five  tbousand  or  aix  thousand.     Fur  Vi 

prodigal  bred  and  bum.     At  Tirxt  she  tried  to  get 

Bot  when  ahe  found  she  had  to  leave  the  ehildi 
in  the  boose  or  in  cure  of  a  neighbor  or  on  the  fiti 
ITc  up  her  job.     For  when  nhe  came  home,  ahe  foi 
olkb  frilla  and  starched  tuckx  in  which  she  kept  thi 
and  torn,  and  some  way  she  felt  that  they  were  luflin^ 

OMte  by  the  low  estate  of  their  clothes,  so  alie  bought 
nUn  and  tine  linens  while  her  money  lasted,  mid  when 
a  goat)  in   the  lipring — then   they   were   hungry,  and 

:  and  she  eould  not  leave  them  by  day. 
;he  poor  were  always  wise,  and  the  rich  were  always 
(1,  if  hanUhip  laii^ht  ua  .leiuM-,  and  indulgence  mado 
Idy,  what  a  fine  world  it  would  be.  liow  virtue  would 
nrdod.  How  viee  would  be  rebuked.  Mut  wiwlom  does 
in  with  aocial  rank,  nor  with  commercial  rating.  Some 
wte  are  poor  are  exceedingly  fuolish,  and  some  of  tboae 
gvneh  have  a  world  of  judgmenL  And  Violet  Ilogao, 
IT  and  mad  with  a  mother  love  that  was  as  insane  a.1  an 
S^wbea  ahe  saw  her  children  hungry  and  needy,  kiiew 
-  <4)e  knew  an>'thing  else  that  she  must  live  with  them 
8a  she  went  "ut  at  night^ — went  out  iittn  the  streets 
r  South  Harvey— but  over  into  the  atreetn  of  Foley, 

^l  Magnus  and  Plain  Valley — out  into  tiie  (lark  places. 
r  Vjolel  hy  night  took  np  the  oldest  trade  in  the  world, 
■■•  home  by  day  a  mad,  half  crB»-d  mothering  animal 
ttven  her  young  in  dread  and  fear. 

jBura  knew  the  truth — knew  il  surely  in  spite 
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Violi-1'8  studied  deceptionis,  and  her  oiitrif[ht 
silver  ill  the  womun'b  Imigh  was  muRlctl  fur  s  loaf 
Sbe  tried  lo  help  tlic  mad  mother;  but  the  oiothcr  woobl 
admit  the  tnith.  would  nut  eoitfeas  that  she  nmded  h 
Violet  maintained  the  fiction  that  she  was  wnrkioc  io 
night  Bhift  at  the  glass  factory  in  Tkla^utM,  and  by  dav 
starched  and  ironed  and  pr«wpd  au<i  washed  for  the  « 
dr«<tned  chililren  and  as  she  said,  "triiil  to  kevp  tbrtn  ■■ 
body."  Moreover,  she  would  not  let  them  play  with 
dirty  children  of  the  neigbliurhood,  but  such  ia  the  tern 
aocial  taint  among  women,  that  soon  the  other  motben  <4 
their  children  home  when  the  ITogan  childrrn  appeared 

When  Violet  discovered  thai  her  trade  waa  branding 
children — she  moved  to  Magnus  and  became  part  of  the  t 
tide  of  life  that  flows  by  us  daily  with  ila  h«anbn«k 
|l<>eded,  its  sorrows  unknown,  ita  anguish  pent  up  and 
ootnforted. 

Now  much  meditation  on  the  fate  of  Violet  Iio(t«a  : 
upon  the  luck  of  Margaret  Van  I)om  had  made  On 
Brotherton  ((uestion  the  moral  government  of  tbe  oniti 
aad,  bi-ing  diuturbed  in  bis  mind,  he  naturally  was  BM 
to  language,  iio  one  raw  spring  day  when  no  oDe  wa 
tbe  Amen  Corner  but  Mr.  Fenn,  in  a  moment  of  inadntf 
•obriety,  Mr.  BmtbertoD  opened  up  bis  heart  and  q 
tbus: 

'"Say,  Henry — whal'a  a  y^wit"  Mr,  Pcnn  ntaati 
commit  himself.  Mr.  Etrotberton  coatinoed:  "The  Ex 
in  hero  the  other  day  and  flho  aaya  that  she  tbinka  4 
going  to  become  a  yogi.  I  asked  her  to  spell  it,  and  I 
ber  I'd  bi!  fur  her  agninst  all  eomen.  Then  abe  expU 
that  a  yogi  waK  sntne  kind  of  an  adept  who  could  trmn 
^Mce  and  time,  and — well  aay,  I  said  'sure,'  atKl  alH 
oo  to  aak  me  if  I  waa  eeruin  wc  were  not  tliii  ' 
instead  of  rvalixing  it,  ami  I  aaj-s: 

"  '  I  bite ;  what '»  Ute  sell  I ' 

"And  the  Exsaya — 'Now.  seriously,  Mr. 
thing  tells  me  that  you  have  in  your  mind,  if  you 
■eareh  it  out,  vague  intimattoua,  left-over  impreaaiooa 
day  you  were  au  ox  afletd.* 


AN  OLD  TBADB  868 

*' Aiidy  wdl  lay,  Henry,  I  lays,  'No,  madam,  it  is  an  aas  that 
ins  in  me  betimes.' 

"And  the  Ex  says,  'George  Brotherton,  you  just  never 
■B  talk  sense.' 

**So  while  I  was  wrapping  up  'Sappho'  and  ordering  her 
i  book  with  a  title  that  sounded  like  a  eoUege  yeU,  she  told 
M  dM  was  getting  on  a  higher  plane,  and  I  bowed  her  out. 
tmj^  Hen — now  wouldn't  that  jar  yout — ^the  Ex  getting  on 
fc  higher  plane." 

Mr.  Fenn  grinned — a  sodden  grin  with  a  four  days'  beard 
■I  it,  and  dirty  teeth,  and  heavy  eyes,  then  looked  stupidly 
It  the  lkx>r  and  sighed  and  said, 

"George,  did  you  know  I've  quit?"  To  Mr.  Brotherton 's 
kindly  smile  the  other  man  replied  : 

"Tea,  sir,  sawed  'er  right  off  short — St.  Patrick's  Day. 

I  thoogbt  I'd  ought  to  quit  last  Fourth  of  July — when  I 

tried  to  eat  a  live  pinwbeel.    I  thought  I  had  gone  far 

igh."    He  lifted  up  his  burned-out  eyes  in  the  faded 

that  once  shone  like  an  arc  light,  and  said : 

*'Man*s  a  fool  to  get  tangled  up  with  liquor.    George, 

when  I  get  my  board  bill  paid — I'm  going  to  quit  the  auc- 

tioning  line,  and  go  back  to  law.    But  my  landlady's  needing 

Aat  money,  and  I'm  a  little  behind — " 

Mr.  Brotherton  made  a  motion  for  his  pocket.  "No.  I 
don't  want  a  cent  of  your  money,  George,**  Fenn  exptistu- 
hted.  ''I  was  just  telling  you  how  things  are.  I  kiu^w 
yoQ*d  like  to  know." 

Mr.  Brotherton  came  from  behind  the  counter  where  he 
kid  been  arranging  his  stock  for  the  night,  and  grsRpod 
Beniy  Fenn's  hand.  **Say,  Henry — ^you're  all  rijriit. 
Tou*re  a  man — I've  always  said  so.  I  tell  you,  lien,  I*ve 
been  to  lots  of  funerals  in  this  town  tirst  and  last  as  pall- 
bearer or  choir  singer — pretty  nearly  every  one  worth  wliile, 
but  say,  I*m  right  here  to  tell  you  that  I  have  never  went  to 
one  I  was  sorrier  over  than  yours,  Henry — and  I*m  mighty 
flsd  to  see  you're  coming  to  again.** 

Henry   Fenn   smiled  weakly  arid   said:    '*That*8  right, 
George — that's  right." 
And  Mr.  Brotherton  went  on,  '^I  claim  the  lady  give  you 
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tb«  flnsl  posh — not  tiiat  she  needed  to  posh  hard  of  oh 
bat  a  littJi-  pulling  mt^ht  have  held  you," 

Hr.  Fcoii  rose  to  leave  and  aifched  ngua  u  be  stood  1 
moment  m  the  doorway — "Yea,  George,  perhaps  m— 
Maggie — poor  Map^e." 

Mr.  Brothertan  looked  at  the  man  a  roonwot  a— 
round  hat  witb  neither  back  nor  fmnt  and  only  tba  wrm 
B  band  around  it.  hia  toui^hKl  clothes,  hia  shoes  with  thf 
curling  at  the  aides  and  the  frowsy  face,  from  which  th« 

Bwred  ont  a  second  and  then  aloiik  back  agaio,  and 
rothcrtoa  took  to  his  book  shelf,  Bcntcbed  his  bead 
ioilieatrd  by  his  muuner  that  life  was  too  deep  a  pn^ 
for  him. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII 
m  wmoH  noB  anqels  shaks  a  foot  fob  hbnet  wwtm 

rIE  basixieaB  of  life  largely  resolvei  itaelf  into  a  prep- 
araticHi  for  the  next  generation.    The  torch  of  life 
moYea  steadily  forward.    For  children  primarily  life 
organized  itaelf  to  satisfy  decently  and  in  order,  the 
primal  hungers  that  motive  mankind.    It  was  with 
•  wiadam  deeper  than  he  understood  that  Oeorge  Brotherton 
■poke  one  day,  as  he  stood  in  his  doorway  and  saw  Judge 
Tan   Dom  hurrying  across  the  street  to  speak  to  LiU. 
** There,"  roared  Mr.  Brotherton  to  Nathan  Perry,  **well,  say 
— there's   the   substance   all   right,   man.*'    And   then   as 
the  Judge  turned  wearily  away  with  slinking  shoulders  to 
avoid  meeting  the  eyes  of  his  wife,  plump,  palpable,  and 
always  personable,  who  came  around  the  comer,  Mr.  Brother- 
ton,  with  a  haw-haw  of  appreciation  of  his  obvious  irony, 
cried,  **And  there's  the  shadow— I  don't  think."    But  it 
wai  the  substance  and  the  shadow  nevertheless,  and  f>06sibly 
the  Judge  knew  them  as  the  considerations  of  his  bargain 
with  the  devil.    For  always  he  was  trying  to  regain  the  »ub- 
Mance;  to  take  Lila  to  his  heart,  where  curiously   there 
amed  some  need  of  love,  even  in  a  heart  which  was  conse- 
ciited  in  the  very  temple  of  love.    Without  realizing  that 
he  was  modifying  his  habits  of  life,  he  began  to  drop  in 
anally  to  see  the  children's  Christmas  exercises,  and  Thanks- 
ginng  programs,   and   Easter  services  at   John    Dexter 'a 
ckureh.    From  the  back  seat  where  he  always  sat  alone,  he 
aaetimea  saw  the   wealth   of  affection   that   her   mother 
knsbed  on  Lila,  patting  her  ribbons,  smoothing  her  hair, 
araightening  her  dress,  fondling  her,  correcting  her,  and 
watehing  the  child  with  eyes  so  full  of  love  that  they  did 
BoC  refrain  sometimes  from  smiling  in  kindly  appreciation 
iBta  the  eager,  burning,  tired  eyes  of  the  Judge.    The  mother 
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understood  why  he  came  to  the  exf-rciiws,  aod  often 
Lila  to  tier  father  for  a  word.  The  town  knew  ttaew  t 
and  tiie  Judge  knew  that  the  town  knew,  and  even  i 
cuuld  not  keep  awny.  lie  had  to  carry  the  torch 
whether  he  wuutd  or  not,  even  thoti^rh  Mimetiinn  it  mc 
acorehed  \m  proud,  white  hands.  It  was  the  only  thi 
burned  with  real  lire  in  his  heart. 

With  Laura  Van  Dom  the  fact  of  her  molbprboud 
her  whole  life.  Never  a  baby  was  txim  among  bef 
neighbors  in  the  valley  that  she  did  not  thrill  with  i 
delight  at  its  coming,  and  weleome  it  with  itomc  saw 
teri^  token  of  her  joy.  In  the  baby  she  lived  ovpr 
her  own  first  daj-s  of  maternity.  Hut  it  vran  no  play  n 
hood  that  restored  her  soul  and  refilled  her  rfn-eptael*  o| 
day  by  day.  The  bodily,  hug^able  presem.-c  of  her  dai 
continually  unfitldlng  some  new  beauty  kept  her  ea^ 
the  day*s  work  to  close  in  the  Valley  that  &he  might  go 
to  drop  the  viearions  liappinem  that  nbe  brought  in  b4 
dergarten  for  the  real  hnppinejw  of  a  home. 

Often  Grant  Adams,  hurrying  by  on  his  lonely  way,  ■ 
to  tell  Laura  of  a  neetly  faaiily,  or  ro  bring  a  dirty,  moU 
child  to  her  haven,  or  to  aiik  her  to  go  to  wme  waywu 
newly  caught  in  the  darker  coment  of  the  spider**  w 

Doggedly  day  by  day,  little  by  little,  he  was  brin^ 
workmen  of  the  Valley  to  nee  his  view  of  the  tnitk: 
owners  were  paying  spies  to  spy  upon  him  and  he  * 
and  the  high  places  of  h'm  MtiMf action  came  when. 
a  spy  and  marking  him  for  a  victim,  Grant  eon' 
to  the  union  cause.  With  the  booming  of  the  biff 
prosperity  in  Harvey,  he  was  a  sort  of  undertone,  a 
nous  drum,  throbbing  through  the  valley  a  menace 
it  all.  Once — indeed,  twice,  as  he  worke*!,  he  organ 
demand  for  higher  wagcH  in  two  or  three  of  the  mine 
keeping  bioiHelf  in  the  background,  yet  eautioualy 
Um  tactics  of  the  demand,  be  won.  He  held  Sunday 
ings  in  such  hallj)  om  the  men  eoiild  afford  lo  hire  and 
he  talked— talked  the  religion  of  democracy  As  labor  i 
about  in  (he  world,  and  as  the  labor  prens  of  the 
ganio  know  of  Grant,  he  acqaired  a  certain  fame  at  a 
among  labor  Icadent.     And  ibecnrioassitaatna* 
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3me  reputation  in  other  circles.  He  was  good 
al  story  in  a  Kansas  City  or  Chicago  Sunday 
3  Star  reporter,  sent  to  do  the  feature  story, 
Y,  indomitable  figure  who  was  the  idol  of  the 
>  of  the  Wahoo  Valley;  of  his  Sunday  meet- 
borate  system  of  organization ;  of  his  peaceful 
gher  wages  and  better  shop  conditions ;  of  his 
ipies  sent  to  hinder  him,  of  his  never-ceasing 
srted  by  outside  labor  leaders,  unvisited  by 
of  the  labor  world,  yet  alwa3rs  respecting  it, 
)ni8m  as  a  faith  rather  than  as  a  material 
erial  advancement. 

e  reporters  devoted  a  paragraph  to  the  ques- 
nner  of  man  is  this? — and  intimating  more  or 
it  he  was  a  man  of  one  idea,  or  perhaps  broad- 
»tion  into  a  ciuery  whether  or  not  a  man  who 
r  years,  scorning  fame,  scorning  regular  em- 
promotion,  neglecting  opportunities  to  rise 
}T  in  his  own  world,  was  not  just  a  little  mad. 
that  without  seeking  fame,  fame  came  to  him. 
issouri  Valley,  men  knew  that  Grant  Adams, 
g,  red-polled,  lusty-lunged  man  with  one  arm 
id  the  story  of  the  burning  fixed  the  man 
ublie  heart — with  a  curious  creed  and  a  freak 
nding  it,  was  doing  unusual  things  with  the 
in  the  Harvey  district.  And  then  one  day  a 
from  Omaha  who  uncovered  this  bit  of  news 
feature  story: 

Wahoo  district  wan  paralyzed  by  the  announcement 
y.  the  new  Hiiperintendent  of  the  Independent  mines 
iRe  M'ale,  and  had  aiH.*eded  to  every  change  in  work- 
at  the  local  lalK)r  orj^ni/ationK  under  Adams  had 
,  he  has  uniuni/cd  liirt  mine  and  will  recognize  only 
M^nimittees  in  dealing  with  the  men.  Tlie  effect  of 
ment  in  a  district  where  the  avowed  purpose  of  tlie 

to  run  their  own  bufiine«fl  as  they  please,  may  easily 

vil  engineer  from  Boston  Tech.,  a  rich  man's  son, 
•h  man's  daughter,  and  then  cut  loose  from  his  father 
.'  because  of  a  political  diiiagreement  over  the 
famous  Judge  Thomas  Van  IX>rn  for  a  judicial 
r  years  ago.     Perry  belongs  to  a  new  type  in  in* 
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dustrj — tKtliar    newer    Ihwi    Aduns'a 
boy Uh- looking  young  i 
miKTBrf  of  libor. 

"  'I    ain    narking    out    bd    mjiinnrhiK    prolilcm    witli    mi 
PtfTjr   to  «   repurter   to^ay.     'VMial    I    wuil   U   vv*!   In    Ite^ 
tgurt   cbMt  mora  wages   will   put   ■ 
mure  niuftclo  on  liin  tiack,  more  liu»il«  In  bl*  Uf^  Mod  ■ 
hi*  liraiii.     Anil  primaril;  I'lu  buying  ■nuacte  and  linalla  a 
H  1  can  makv  the  muarlr  anil  huntlo  and  Uraitia  I   *    ~ 
dlrtdnul*  than  Um  stuCT  mj  campetlUin  bujr,  I'll  bol 
I'll  loM!  it.     1  am  cvrtainl/  working  (or  mj  job.' 

"Of  courM  Lba  town  doMn't  believe  for  a  momanl 
Tbe  town  is  divided.     Tart  ot  the  town  tbiok*  thai  IVrrj  U 
wrarerl  and  a  fiwl,  tbo  olber  half  of  the  town  bcltern  "*■- 
Li  part  o(  a  <-unMiirai7   ol   cvftaln  ««*t«m    SnaJirlal   I 

control  d(  tha  Wahoo  Vailny  pronrrltea  by  upreiidiny  di 

log  la  blU4.'r  and  Adam*  und  Prrry  ar»  raming  in  tor  i 
ahuM.  1).  Saoda,  the  local  indusLrkl  Fntritprciirur,  ''~~ 
black  flag  on  fii*  iton-in-law,  and  an  inlvrratlng  tUn*  lo 

Hut  often  at  nipht  iu  Perry's  faoin«  ia  Soalh  I 
Morly  Sands  and  Urant  Arlaina  loved  to  « 
w«re  hot  dbcQuiionK  on   the   lal>or  question. "  Par  \ 
Perry  wm  no  convert  of  (Jrant  AdmnK. 

As  tiiR  men  wrangk-d,  man;  an  bonr  tat  Ann«  1 
ioR  the  nest  aonir  a«  nb«  inailf  little  thinga  for  I 
bureau   drawer.     Sometimes  in  the  evrninfc,   Moi 
sit  by  the  kitchen  stove,  Multy  torn  in  beart,  betweuTJ 
d«baten,  aeeing  the  justiee  of  (inuit'x  Bide  u  mj 
queitioii,  but  adtniriDg  the  boainenlike  way  in  whkk  1 
wmved  aside  etUeal  oonmd«ratlont.  dunned  Oratit  for  J 
man.  uid  proelaimrd  the  gospel  of  «iBBeieney. 

Often  Qrant  walked  home  from  these  diaeuscioM  1 
heart  hot  and  rebellious.  He  saw  life  only  tn  Ha  ^ 
aspect  and  the  togie  ot  Nathan  Perry  angered  Ua  ' 
conclasiveuen. 

Often  as  ho  walked  Kenyon  was  upon  •his  hnrt 
wondered  if  Mariraret  miaaet}  tho  boy;  or  if  the  aau 
that  the  boy  was  making  with  hia  muaic  bad  lou^wd  I 
■ty  with  a  senM  of  low.  lie  wondered  if  she  ev«r 
to  brip  th«  child.  Tbe  whole  town  knew  that  tba  I 
ware  aeoding  Kenyon  to  BoKton  to  Htud^'  music,  ai 
Amos  Adama  and  Orant  enuld  M^ntribule  litlU  to  **^ 
Qrant  wonderrd,  eontjderlng  (be 
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the  Van  Doms  and  Nesbits,  whether  sometimes  Margaret 
did  not  feel  a  twinge  of  irritation  or  regret  at  the  course  of 


He  could  not  know  that  even  as  he  walked  through  the 
November  night,  Margaret.  Van  Dom  was  sitting  in  her  room 
holding  in  her  hand  a  tiny  watch,  a  watch  to  delight  a  little 
girl's  heart    On  the  inside  of  the  back  of  the  watch  was 

engraved: 

"To  Lila 
from  her 
Father,  for 
Her   10th  birthday." 

And  opposite  the  inscription  in  the  watch  was  pasted  the 
photograph  of  the  unhappy  face  of  the  donor.    Margaret 
sat  gazing  at  the  trinket  and  wondering  vaguely  what  would 
delight  a  little  boy's  heart  as  a  watch  would  warm  the  heart 
of  a  little  girl.    It  was  not  a  sense  of  loss,  not  regret^  cer- 
tainly not  remorse  that  moved  her  heart  as  she  sat  alone  hold- 
ingr  the  trinket — discovered  on  her  husband's  dresser;  it  was 
a  weak  and  footless  longing,  and  a  sense  of  personal  wrong 
that  rose  against  her  husband.    He  had  something  which  she 
had  not.    He  could  give  jeweled  watches,  and  she — 

But  if  she  only  could  have  read  life  aright  she  would  have 
pitied  him  that  he  could  give  only  jeweled  watches,  only 
paper  images  of  a  dissatisfied  face,  only  material  things, 
the  token  of  a  material  philosophy — all  that  he  knew  and 
all  that  he  had,  to  the  one  thing  in  the  world  that  he  really 
could  love.  And  as  for  Margaret,  his  wife,  who  lived  his 
life  and  his  philosophy,  she,  too,  had  nothing  with  which  to 
satisfy  the  dull,  empty  feeling  in  her  heart  when  she  thought 
of  Kenyon,  save  to  make  peace  with  it  in  hard  metal  and 
stupid  stones.  Thus  does  what  we  think  crust  over  our 
souls  and  make  us  what  we  are. 

Grant  Adams,  plodding  homeward  that  night,  turned  from 
the  thought  of  Margaret  to  the  thought  of  Kenyon  with  a 
wave  of  joy,  counting  the  days  and  weeks  and  the  months 
until  the  boy  should  return  for  the  summer.  At  home  Grant 
aat  down  before  the  kitchen  table  and  began  a  long  talk  that 
kept  him  until  midnight.  He  had  undertaken  to  organize 
all  the  unions  of  the  place  into  a  central  labor  eA>i\yd\\  1^% 
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tninera,  the  smeltermen,  tho  teanmtcn,  the  cemenl  futA 
workers,  the  workers  in  the  building  trades.  It  was  xn  I 
periiueutal  plan,  under  the  auspiccM  of  the  national  nai 

•officers.     Only  a  man  like  Grant  Adams,  with  ftomrthinK  * 
than  a  local  reputation  as  a  leader,  would  have  been  iatm 
with  the  work.     And  so,  after  his  day's  toil  for  bread, 
ut  at  hia  kitchen  table,  elaborately  working  his  dn 
reality. 

That  season  the  devil,   if  there  is  a  devil  who  acchi 
awerve  us  from  what  we  deem  our  noblest  purposes,  etm 

■Grant  Adams  dis^ised  in  an  olTer  of  a  consid^nible  con 
noney  to  Urant  for  a  year's  work  in  the  Iccturp  field.  ' 
letter  bearing  the  olTcr  explained  that  by  going  out  L 
preaching  the  cause  of  labor  to  the  people,  Grant  woald 
doing  his  cause  more  good  than  by  staying  in  liarve;  I 
fighting  alone.  The  lhuii};ht  eanic  to  him  that  the  wii 
fii'ld  of  work  would  give  him  greater  personal  fame,  to 

•used  ultimately  for  a  wider  influence.  All  one  lo 
Iw  worked  with  hammer  and  saw  at  hia  trade.  Qn 
the  matter  over  in  his  mind.  He  could  see  litq 
larger  canvas,  working  a  greater  good.  Perhaps  i  ^ 
ing  unformed  idea  came  to  him  of  a  home  and  a  not 
as  other  men  live ;  for  at  noon,  without  coiiHcioUHly  c 
her  with  hin  dream,  he  took  his  problem  to  I^ura  Van  I 

tat  her  kindergarten.  That  nftenioon  he  decided  to  ae 
tbe  olTer,  and  put  much  of  bis  reason  for  aceeptanc*  t 
Kenyon  and  the  boy's  needs.  That  night  he  penned  a  li 
of  aceeptance  to  the  lecture  bureau  and  went  to  bed, 
torbed  and  unsatixHed.  Before  he  slept  he  turned  i 
twiKted,  and  finally  threshed  himself  to  steep.  H  was  a  lij 
fragmentary  sl^ep,  that  moves  in  and  out  of  sniae  i 
hypnoidal  state  where  the  lower  conscionsneas  and  the  n 
eonsciouancHs  wrestle  for  the  control  of  reason.  Then  aflil 
a  long  pcrioil  of  half-wakinfr  dreamt,  toward  mominfr,  0ml 
sank  into  a  profound  sleep.  In  that  sleep  his  nnnl.  reksad 
I  tmm  all  that  in  material,  rose  antl  took  rommand  of  his  will 
When  Orant  awoke,  it  was  still  black  nipht.  for  a  1 
iMConds  he  did  not  know  where  he  waa^nor  even  whoj 
^ns,  nor  what.     He  was  a  mere  eonseiousnen.     The  I 

r  of  identity  ibal  cam«  v,o  Vv\vq  «A.m4>  with  a  roari^ 
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id  itself  over  and  over,  ''No— no/' 
il — *'yoa  are  no  mere  word  spinner;  yon 
re  pledged,  body  and  soul ;  you  are  bought 
10,  no." 

iw  where  he  was  and  he  knew  surely  and 
luaver  of  faith  that  he  must  not  give  up 
rht.  When  he  thought  of  Kenyon  living 
he  Nesbits,  he  thought  also  of  Dick  Bow- 
own  son  under  the  sliding  earth  to  hold 
int's  face  in  the  mine, 
bent  his  shoulders  to  this  familiar  burden. 
ng,  before  his  father  and  Jasper  were  up, 
f  figure  hurried  with  his  letter  of  refusal 
y  Station  and  put  the  letter  on  the  seven- 
igo. 

tting  on  their  front  porch,  the  Dexters 
's  decision.  *'Well,"  said  John  Dexter, 
mild  November  sky,  and  seeing  the  brown 
e  smelter  there,  **so  Grant  has  sidled  by 
s  road.  We  have  seen  that  women  won't 
n  that  money  nor  fame  won't  stop  him, 

tore  his  coat  tails.     I  imagine  from  what 
t  have  decided  once  to  accept." 
I  his  wife,  **but  it  does  seem  to  me,  if  my 
care  as  his  does,  and  my  brother  had  to 

p:ive  that  particular  devil  my  whole  coat 
)*t  make  a  bargain  with  him  for  a  little 
ill  cost." 

Mother  Eve,"  smilod  the  minister,  "you 
tical — we  men  are  the  real  idealists — the 
0  stand  by  our  dreams  in  this  wicked, 

n  his  chair.  **  There  is  still  one  more  big 
r  for  Grant:  Power — the  love  of  power 
of  usefulness — power  may  catch  Grant 
)ed  from  women  and  money  and  fame. 
ith  the  preacher — Heaven  help  Grant  in 
with  the  bipr,  blark  devil  of  vanity." 
vanity  has  in  it  the  seed  of  a  saving 
ted  humanity  over  many  pitfalls  in  the 
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wfirlil.  For  vanity  is  only  self-rffipeet  moltipiird;  nd  d 
that  ROCS — when  meu  and  women  lose  their  nglit  to  Ufl  tl 
faces  to  Ood,  they  have  fallen  upon  bad  times  indenL. 
was  even  ko  good  a  man  as  John  Dexter  himaelf,  wbo  0 
-to  put  tielf-respe«t  into  the  aoul  of  Violet  Hogao,  nd 
Voeked  for  it. 

"Wbat  do  Ihey  eareforiocT"Bbc  cried,  uheut  talkn 
her  in  her  miserable  home  one  chill  November  day. 
Llhould  1  pay  any  attention  to  thent  T     Onrc  I  ehumincd  i 
Slat;  MiilltT,  b«^'fore  she  married  Henry  Fenn,  and  I  «i 
an  she  was  then — and  am  now  for  thmt  nutier- 

lew  what  I  was,  and  I  knew  what  she  was  goiop  to  l» 
lade  no  bones  of  it.     Wi'  hunted  in  pair* — m  wnmra  IJk 
And  I  know  &lag  MiiUer.     So  why  itbould  1  keep  up 
her?" 

The  woman  laughed  and  showed  her  hollow  month  ma 
the  wrinkles  of  her  broken  fuce,  that  the  paint  hid  at  fl 
"And  OB  for  Tom  Van  Dorn — I  w«k  a  dereni  piri  befa 
jBet  him,  Mr.  Dexter — and  why  in  Goil  's  name  shrmU  I 
to  ki-«p  up  for  himt" 

She  shuddered  and  would  have  sobbed  but  he  stopped 
•WiUi:     "Wdl,   Vluk-t— wife  aud   1   have  atwayv  be«n  J^ 
friends;  we  are  now.     The  cbureh  will  help  j-oii." 

"Oh,  the  L-hurcli — the  church,"  she  laufcfaed.    "It  < 
,ke]p  lue.     Faney  me  in  church — with  all  Ihe  wivea  lool 
iklewayB  at  all  the  huflbands  to  see  that  tbey  didn't  leak  li 
long  at   me.     The  church   is   for   ihiMC   who   haven't  bM 
caught!     God  knows  if  there  is  n  place  (or  any  otw  i 
been  cauirht — and  1  'vu  Iteen  caught  and  caught  and  e 
She  cried.     "Only  the  children  don't  know — not  yst,  t: 
little  Tom — hc'H  the  okWl,  he  come  to  me  and  i 
yesterday  why  the  other  children  yetled  when  Ii 
Oh,  bell — "  she  moaned,  "whafa  the  use — what^ 
what'i«  the  usel"  aud  fell  to  Bobbing  with  brr  hci 
arms  resting  upon  the  bare,  dirty  table.  

It  was  rather  a  diffifutt  question  for  John  Destar. 
one  other  minister  in  the  world  ever  answered  it  ra« 
and  He  brou^'ht  public  opinion  down  on  Him      Tbc  \ 
John  Dexter  rose,  and  Rtoo<l  looking  at  the  shattered  I 
thMt  oaoe  had  been  n  tpr«eftlt)\,  ^^\iV\\\^  V\aui&  \ 


THE  ANGELS  SHAKE  A  FOOT  378 

f  an  aipirmg  louL  He  saw  what  soeiety  had  done  to 
and  twist  the  body;  what  society  had  neglected  to  do 
i  youth  of  the  soul — ^to  guide  and  environ  it  ri^t — ^he 
rhat  pover^  had  done  and  what  South  Harvey  had 
Id  clMAt  her  of  her  womanhood  even  when  she  had  tried 
e  and  sin  no  more ;  he  remembered  how  the  court-made 
ad  cheated  her  of  her  rightful  patrimony  and  cast  her 
he  streets  to  spread  the  social  cancer  of  her  trade;  and 
d  no  answer.  If  he  could  have  put  vanity  into  her 
—the  vanity  which  he  feared  for  Grant  Adams,  he 
I  have  been  i^ad.  But  her  vanity  was  the  vanity  of 
*iiiood ;  for  herself  she  had  spent  it  all.  Sr  he  left  her 
ot  answering  her  question.  Money  was  ail  he  could 
ler  and  money  seemed  to  him  a  kind  of  curse.  Yet  he 
it  and  gave  all  he  had. 

len  she  saw  that  he  was  gone,  Violet  fell  upon  the 
led,  unmade  bed  and  cried  with  all  the  vehemence  of  her 
trained,  shallow  nature.  For  she  was  sick  and  weary 
lungry.  She  had  given  her  last  dollar  to  a  policeman 
iirht  before  to  keep  from  arrest.  The  oldest  boy  had 
to  school  without  breakfast.  The  little  children  were 
Dg  in  the  street — they  had  begged  food  at  the  neighbors* 
he  had  no  heart  to  stop  them.  At  noon  when  little  Tom 
in  he  found  his  mother  sitting  before  a  number  of  paper 
upon  the  table  waiting  for  him.  Then  the  family  ate 
r  the  sacks  the  cold  meal  she  had  bought  at  the  grocery 
with  John  Dexter 's  money. 

It  night  Violet  shivered  out  into  tho  cold  over  her  usual 
.  She  was  walking  through  the  railroad  yards  in 
Ills  when  suddenly  Ae  came  upon  a  man  who  dropped 
hily  out  of  a  dead  engine.  He  earrird  something  shin- 
nd  tried  to  slip  it  under  his  coat  when  he  saw  her.  She 
he  was  stealing  brass,  but  she  did  not  care ;  she  called 
ry  paved  through  the  light  from  an  arc  lamp : 
[ellOy  sweetheart — where  you  going!" 
e  man  looked  up  ashamed,  and  she  turned  a  brasen« 
ed  face  at  him  and  tried  to  smile  without  opening  her 

eir  eyes  met,  and  the  man  caught  her  by  the  arm  and 
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"Qod,  Violet — U  thia  you — have  yon — "  She  rat  U 
with: 

"Henry  Fcnn — why — Ileury — " 

The  brass  fell  at  hu  feci.     lie  did  not  pick  H  up. 
stood  between  the  box  cars  ia  speechlen  wtonUiBei 
was  the  man  who  found  voice. 

"Violet— Violet,"  he  cried.  "This  is  hell.  I'm  & 
and  you — " 

"Say  it — say  it — don't  spare  me,"  she  cried.  *'1 
what  I  am,  Henry,  it's  all  right  about  me.  but  how 
you,  how  about  you,  IlcnryT  This  ui  no  placr  for 
Why,  you,"  she  exclaimi-d — "why,  you  are — " 

"I'm  a  drunken  thief  stealing  brmw  cvuplJngi  to 
other  drink,  Violet." 

He  pi<:lce<l  up  the  braKs  ami  threw  it  up  into  the 
atill  clulehinf;  lii'r  arm  ho  that  she  uoold  not  run  away. 

"But.  g:irl — "  ho  i.Tied,  "you've  got  to  quit  thi" 
no  way  for  you  to  live." 

She  looked  at  hini  to  uee  what  was  in  his  mii^ 
broke  away,  and  scrambled  into  the  engine  cab  and  p 
bnMs  where  it  i-ould  not  fall  out. 

"You  don't  want  that  braSH  falling  out,  and  then  t 
you  down  here  and  juginng  you — you  fool,"  she  pan 
she  climbed  to  the  ground. 

"Lookcc  hen*,  Henry  Kenn,"  she  cried,  "you're  toi 
a  man  for  this.  You've  had  a  dirty  deal.  I  knew  H 
she  married  you — the  snake ;  1  know  it — I  've  always  : 
it." 

The  woman's  voice  was  shrill  with  emotion.  Fen 
that  she  was  verging  on  the  bystencsl,  and  itxA  her  «i 
led  her  down  the  dark  alley  between  the  cant  The 
heart  was  touchitl — partly  by  the  wreck  be  saw,  and 
by  her  wonU.  They  brought  back  the  davH  when  h«  a 
had  seen  tlieir  viitionx.  The  li<|ii(ir  had  Irft  bin  bead,  i 
was  a  tremble.  He  felt  her  o<ilil.  hard  hand,  and  too 
his  own  dirty,  shaken  hand  to  warm  it. 

"Iluw  are  you  livingT"  he  ashed. 

"Thia  way,"  she  replied.  "1  got  my  childrui — t 
got  to  live  Momirway.  1  can't  leave  them  day  timea  ■ 
'«m  run  wild  on  the  streets — the  little  girb  need  mc.' 
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looked  up  into  his  face  as  they  hurried  past  an  are 
knd  she  saw  tears  there. 

,  you  got  a  dirty  deal,  Henry — how  could  she  do  itf 
ie  woman. 

lid  not  answer  and  they  walked  up  a  dingy  street, 
tame  howling  by. 

t  car  fare/'  he  asked.  She  nodded. 
U,  I  haven %"  he  said,  ''but  Vm  going  with  you.'' 
'  boarded  the  car.  They  were  the  only  passengers. 
at  down,  and  he  said,  under  the  roar  of  the  wheels: 
Jet — it's  a  shame — a  damn  shame,  and  I'm  not  going 
d  for  it  This  a  Market  Street  cart"  he  asked  the 
tor  who  passed  down  the  aisle  for  their  fares.  The 
paid.    When  the  conductor  was  gone,  Henry  con- 


ree  kids  and  a  mother  robbed  by  a  Judge  who  knew 
-just  to  stand  in  with  the  kept  attorneys  of  the  bar 
lion.  He  could  have  knocked  the  shenanigan,  that 
logan,  galley  west,  if  he*d  wanted  to,  and  no  Supreme 
irould  have  dared  to  set  it  aside.  But  no— the  kept 
\  at  the  Capital,  and  all  the  Capitals  have  a  mutual 
tion  society,  and  Tom  has  always  belonged.  So  he 
'ou  and  all  like  you  on  the  street,  and  Violet,  before 
n  going  to  try  to  help  you." 

ooked  at  the  slick,  greasy,  torn  stiff  hat,  and  the  dirty, 
Jothes  that  years  ago  had  been  his  Sunday  best,  and 
ggy  face  and  the  sallow,  unwashed  skin ;  and  she  re- 
red  the  man  who  was. 

car  passed  into  South  Harvey.  She  started  to  rise, 
he  said,  stopping  her,  ''you  come  on  with  me." 
lere  are  we  going t"  she  asked.  He  did  not  answer. 
;  down.  Finally  the  car  turned  into  Market  Street. 
;ot  off  at  the  bank  corner.  The  man  took  hold  of 
(man's  arm,  and  led  her  to  the  alley.    She  drew 

aid:    "Are  you  afraid  of  me — now,  Violet t"    They 
down  the  alley  and  seeing  a  light  in  the  back  room 

re,  Fenn  stopped  and  went  up  to  peer  in. 

ae  on,"  he  said.    ''He's  in." 
tapped  on  the  barred  window  and  whistled  three 
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Botes.     A  voice  inside  cried,  "All  right,  Henry— 
thi.t  cnliunn  niMed  up." 

The  woman  shriuik  btu^k,  but  Fcnii  held  hvr  mrm. 
the  door  opened,  and  the  moon  face  of  Mr.  Brotbertoa  ^ 
peared  in  a  flood  of  light.     He  aaw  the  womaD,  without  n 
nizing  her,  and  laughed  : 

"Arc  we  going  to  have  a  party?     Come  rif^t  in,  Mariai^ 
— hor'^'d  the  moated  Grang*-,  all  right,  all  riglil," 

As  they  entered,  he  tried  to  sec  her  face,  but  a 
Jier  bead.       Fenn  aske^l,   "Why,  George — don't   yoo  J 
her?      It's   VioIi't^Violel    MauUng^who  marrinj 
~logaQ  who  wae  killed  lost  winter." 

George  Brotherton  looke<l  at  the  painted  face,  saw  tbe  I 
lUtempt  at  coquet^'  iu  her  dress,  and  as  slie  liftod  her  ^ 
dead  eyes,  he  knew  her  story  instantly. 

For  she  wore  the  old,  old  mask  of  her  old,  tdd  tnde. 

"You  poor,  poor  girl,"  he  said  gently.     Theo  i 

Lord— but  this  is  tough." 

He  saw  the  mtscniblc  creflturc  Ijc^idi^  him  and  i 
smiled,  but  he  could  not.     Fcnn  bei^n, 

George,   1  jui*!  got  lired  of  oominR  arcnind   I 
night  afU>r  closing  for  my  quarter  or  half  dollar;   «o  fnri 
Dr  throe  weeks  I've  been  stealing.     She  caught  tne  ••■ 
caught  me  stripping  a  dead  engine  down  in  the  ynrds  bfm 
Tound  house." 

Yefi,"  she  cried,  lifting  a  poor  painted  feoe,  ' 
Brotherton — but  you  know  how  I  happened  to  b«  < 
'^en.  Ho  caught  me  a^  much  as  I  cau^t  hho !  Aod  Vt 
the  worst — ()h,  (lod,  when  they  get  like  me— that*!  H 
end  f 

The    three   stood   silently   together-     Finally 

spoke:    "Well,"  he  dr^w  a  long  brvath,   "weJl.  they  I 
seed  any  hell  for  you  two — do  tlu>y7"      Thro  he  mi 
*-'You  poor,  poor  sheep  that  have  gone  astray.     I  don't  h 
I  how  to  help  you." 

"Weil,  George— that's  just  it."  replied  . 

oan  help  us.     But  by  Goil's  help,  George,  1  can  balp  I 

There's  that  mucli  go  left  In  me  ynt  t     Don't  yoo  '*■  ~ 


1 


George?"  he  iwked  n 


i(iu"ly. 


"i  can  help  her." 


Tho  weak,  trembling  face  of  the  man  moved  Ueof|B  E 
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erton  almost  to  tears.    Violet's  instinct  saw  that  Brotherton 

ooold  not  speak  and  she  cried : 

"^        "George — I  tell  Henry  he's  had  a  dirty  deal,  too — Oh,  such 

^'^m  dirty  deal.    I  know  he's  a  man — ^he  never  cast  off  a  girl — 

^ '  iQffi  I  was  cast  off — ^you  know  how.    Henry's  a  man,  George 

— a  real  man,  and  oh,  if  I  conld  help  him — ^if  I  could  help 

l&im  get  up  again.    He's  had  such  a  dirty  deal." 

Brotherton  saw  her  mouth  in  all  its  ugliness,  and  saw  as  he 

...looked  how  tears  were  streaking  the  bedaubed  face.    She' 

^ras  repulsive  beyond  words,  yet  as  she  tried  to  hold  back  her 

tiears,  George  Brotherton  thought  she  was  beautiful. 

.,        Fenn  found  his  voice.    **Now,  here,  George — ^it's  like  this: 

I  don't  want  any  woman;  I've  washed  most  of  that  monkey 

business  out  of  me  with  whisky — it's  not  in  me  any  more. 

And  I  know  she's  had  enough  of  men.     And  I've  brought 

lier  here — we've  come  here  to  tell  you  that  part  is  straight — 

decent — square.    I  wanted  you  to  know  that — and  Violet 

urould,  too — wouldn't  you,  Violet t"     She  nodded. 

**Now,  then,  George — I'm  her  man!  Do  you  under- 
stand— her  man.  I'm  going  to  see  that  she  doesn't  have  to 
go  on  the  streets.  Why,  when  she  was  a  girl  I  used  to  beau 
her  around,  and  if  she  isn't  ashamed  of  a  drunken  thief — 
then  in  Christ's  name,  I'm  going  to  help  her." 

He  smiled  out  of  his  leaden  eyes  the  ghost  of  his  glittering, 
old,  self-deprecatory  smile.  The  woman  remembered  it,  and 
bent  over  and  k].ssed  his  dirty  hand.  She  rose,  and  put  her 
fingers  gently  upon  his  head,  and  sobbed: 

**0h,  God,  forgive  me  and  make  me  worthy  of  this!" 
There  was  an  awkward  pause.  When  the  woman  had  con- 
trolled herself  Fenn  said :  **  What  I  want  is  to  keep  right  on 
sleeping  in  the  basement  here — until  I  can  get  ahead  enough 
to  pay  for  my  room.  I  'm  not  going  to  make  any  scandal  for 
Violet,  here.  But  we  both  feel  better  to  talk  it  out  with 
you. ' ' 

They  started  for  the  back  door.  The  front  of  the  store 
was  dark.  Brotherton  saw  the  man  hesitate,  and  look  down 
the  alley  to  see  if  any  one  was  in  sight. 

** Henry,"  said  Brotherton,  ** here's  a  dollar.  You  might 
just  as  well  begin  fighting  it  out  to-night.  You  go  to  the 
basement.    Ill  take  Violet  home." 
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Tin  wontMo  would  have  protested,  but  the  big  i 

gently:  "No,  Violet — >oii  wan  Denny  IIokhju  h  wife. 
was  my  friend.  You  we  Ilenrj-B  ward — be  »  my  tr 
het'B  go  oat  the  front  way,  Viulet." 

Wbea  they  were  gone,  anil  the  lit;bts  were  out  iu  the  < 
o(  the  bookstore,  Henry  Fetin  &lippt\l  through  the  alley, 
to  the  uearrat  raloon,  walked  rn.  stond  looking  at  the  vb 
Rparkling  brown  and  deviluihly  in  the  thick-lMtttDaiMl 
glasNcs.  imw  tfae  beer  foaming  upon  tb«  mahogany  bi 
breathed  it  all  in  deeply,  felt  of  the  hard  ailver  dollar  i 
pocket,  shook  aa  one  in  a  palsy,  set  bia  teeth  and  wkili 
(oars  came  into  hie  eyes  stood  and  .lilently  counted  oue 
dred  and  another  hundred;  grinning  foiiliahly  when 
Imfens  joked  with  him,  and  tinalty  shuffled  weakly  out 
1^  night,  and  ran  to  bix  cellar.  And  if  Mr.  Left'a  U 
tt  angels  is  eorrcct,  then  alt  the  angels  in  lieavtn  bad 
harps  in  their  bands  waving  thera  for  Henry,  and  cha 
for  joy  1 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 

a  8b0bt  chapter,  tet  in  it  we  examine  one  canvas 
lVbn,  one  seal  heaven,  and  two  snug  little  hellb 


X    q 


^^fT^E  idea  of  hell/'  wrote  the  Peach  Blow  PhiIoM>- 
pher  in  the  Harv^  Tribune,  '^is  the  logical  se- 
qu«Dee  of  the  belief  that  material  puniiihmenta  muflt 
bDofW  spiritual  offenses.    For  the  wicked  go  unscathed  of 

liahments  in  this  naughty  world.  And  so  tlie 
of  Heaven  is  a  logical  sequence  of  the  idea  that  ontjr 
ipiritiisl  rewards  come  to  men  for  spiritual  services.  Not 
ikst  Heaven  is  needed  to  balance  the  accounts  of  good  mes 
ifter  death — not  at  all.  Good  men  get  all  that  is  coming  to 
Jiem  here— whether  it  is  a  crucifixion  or  a  crown — that  makes 
■o  difference ;  crowns  and  crosses  are  mere  material  counters. 
they  do  not  win  or  lose  the  game — nor  even  justly  mark  its 
Ins  or  winning. 

**The  reason  why  Heaven  is  needed  in  the  scheme  of  a 
Beigfaboriy  man,"  said  the  Peach  Blow  Philosopher  as  he 
Blood  at  his  gate  and  reviewed  the  procession  of  pilgrims 
•kfough  the  wilderness,  ''is  this:  The  man  who  leads  a 
decent  life,  is  building  a  great  souL  Obviously,  this  world 
m  not  the  natural  final  habitat  of  great  souls ;  for  they  occur 
lere  sporadically — ^though  perhaps  more  and  more  frequently 
mnry  trip  around  the  sun.  But  Heaven  is  needed  in  any 
sebaM  of  general  decency  for  decency's  sake,  so  that  this 
4Bcent  soul  for  whose  primary  development  the  earth  was 
tug  in  the  sky,  may  have  a  plaee  to  find  further  usefuIneoiY 
Md  a  f ar  more  exceeding  i^ory  than  may  Ih>  enjoyed  in  this 
Aiterial  dwelling  place.  So  as  we  grow  better  and  kinder  in 
ftis  world,  hell  sloughs  off  and  Heaven  is  more  real." 

There  is  more  of  this  dissertation — if  the  reader  cares  to 
ssnoe  it,  and  it  may  be  found  in  the  files  of  the  Harvej 
thbmm.  It  also  appears  as  a  footnote  to  an  article  by  an 
aatliority  on  Abnormal  Psychology  in  a  report  an 
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Mr.  Left,  Vol.  XXXIT,  p.  2126,  of  the  Report  of  tbf  J 
logicaJ  Assooialion.  The  remarks  ut  the  IVatU  lliiiw  ^ 
pber  credited  in  the  Iteport  of  the  PmconJinjrs  ainr^a 
to  Mr.  Left,  appeared  in  the  Harvey  Tribune  Jan.  1 4. 1: 
They  may  have  been  called  forth  by  au  ediLariaJ  in  tJw  ii 
vey  Timet  of  January  9  of  that  saiuc  year.  8o  aa  tiU  < 
torial  haH  a  proper  place  in  ihia  narrative,  it  mar  hri 
down  here  at  the  outset  of  this  chapter.  The  artidt  ft 
the  Timet  \»  headed:  "A  8ucceft«fiil  Career"  and  it  I 
lows: 

"To-day  Jud|^  Thoinaa  Van  Dom  rrtirca  from  t«i  Ji 
of  faithful  service  as  difltrict  jud)fe  of  this  dimriet.  tie 
appointed  by  tbc  (iuvcmor  and  haj«  bi^en  twire  elerir^ 
thia  poflitioD  by  the  people,  and  feeling  that  the  hoDor 
go  to  some  other  county  in  the  district,  the  Jndgv  « 
a  candidate  fur  a  third  nominalinn  nr  derlion.  Lhirinf 
tea  years  of  his  service  he  has  grown  steadily  in  leffal 
intellectual  attainments.  He  has  been  prcMidcnt  of  the  i 
bar  association,  delegate  from  that  body  lo  the  Nattonal 
Awociation.  member  of  aevera)  important  commil 
that  oreanizatioD,  and  now  is  at  the  heail  of  thai  br 
the  Nationid  Bar  Association  orfraniKcd  to  Kocure  a  mo; 
interpretation  of  the  Feileral  Const  it  iition,  as  a  bDl< 
commercial  lihcrty.  Judge  Van  Dom  alaa  haa  been 
U  a  member  of  a  subeommitlee  to  draft  a  iivw  state  c 
tion  to  be  submitted  to  the  legislature  by  the  slate  bar 
ciation.     So  niiieh  for  the  recognition  of  his  htral  ahiliV 

"As  an  orator  he  has  won  similar  and  mviable  I 
Hia  speech  at  Uie  dedication  of  the  Mtate  monument  at  V 
bunr  will  be  a  elasHic  in  American  orator}'  for  yean.  A 
Uarquctte  Club  Itamiuet  in  Chicavo  last  month  his  or 
was  reprinted  in  New  York  and  IttMton  with  flatteriaf 
ment.  Recently  he  haa  be<ui  engaged — though  his  tor 
■enice  has  jiisl  ended — 'in  every  important  criminal  m 
Duw  pending  west  of  the  Miniasippi.  As  a  jury  Uwyl 
baa  uo  e<]ual  in  ail  the  Weat. 

"But  while  this  practice  is  highly  interesting,  atkd 
■etUK  remaneralive.  the  Jmlge  feels  that  the  criminal 
ties  makes  too  much  of  a  drain  u|mn  hia  raind  and  ' 
while  b«  will  defend  certain  gre»t  lumber 
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appear  for  the  defense  in  the  famous  Yarborrough  murder 
case,   and  is  considering  accepting  an  almost  unbelievably 
lar^e  retainer  in  the  Skelton  divorce  case  with  its  ramifica- 
tions leading  into  at  least  three  criminal  prosecutions,  and 
four  suits  to  change  or  perfect  certain  land  titles,  yet  this 
kind  of  practice  is  distasteful  to  the  Judge,  and  he  will 
probably  confine  himself  after  this  year  to  what  is  known  as 
corporation  practice.    He  has  been  retained  as  general  coun- 
sel for  all  the  industrial  interests  in  the  Wahoo  Valley.    The 
mine  operators,  the  smelter  owners,  the  cement  manufactur- 
ers,  the  glass  factories  have  seen  in  Judge  Van  Dom  a 
man   m  whom  tiiey  ail  may  safely  trust  their  interests — 
amicably  settling  all  diiferences  between  themselves  in  his 
oflBee,  and  presenting  for  the  Wahoo  Valley  an  unbroken 
front  in  all  future  disputes — industrial  or  otherwise.     This 
arrangement  has  been  perfected  by  our  giant  of  finance,  Hon. 
Daniel  Sands  of  the  Traders'  State  Hank,  who  is,  as  every 
one  knows,  heavily  interested  in  every  concern  in  the  Valley 
— excepting  the  Independent  Coal  Company,  which  by  the 
^ay  has  preferred  to  remain  outside  of  the  united  commercial 
union,  and  do  business  under  its  own  ^ag — however  dark 
that  flag  may  be. 

**This  new  career  of  Judge  Van  Dom  will  be  hiprhly  grati- 
fying to  his  friends — and  who  is  there  who  is  not  his  friend? 
**  Courteous,  knightly,  impetuous,  gallant  Tom  Van  Dorn? 
What  a  career  he  has  buiided  for  himself  in  Harvey  and  the 
West. 

**  Scorning  his  enemies  with  the  quiet  contempt  of  the  in- 
tellectual gladiator  that  he  is,  Tom  Van  Dorn  has  risen  in 
this  community  as  no  other  man  young  or  old  since  its  found- 
ing. His  spacious  home  is  the  temple  of  hospitality;  his 
magnificent  talent  is  given  freely,  often  to  the  poor  and 
needy  to  whom  his  money  flows  in  a  generous  stream  when- 
ever the  call  comes.  His  shrewd  investment  of  his  savings 
in  the  Valley  have  made  him  rich;  his  beautiful  wife  and  his 
widening  circle  of  friends  have  made  him  happy — his  fine, 
active  brain  has  made  him  great. 

**The  Times  extends  to  the  Judge  upon  his  retirement 
from  the  bench  the  congratulations  of  an  admiring  com- 
munity, and  best  wishes  for  future  sueee^R.'* 
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Now  perhaps  it  vas  not  this  article   that   liupirad  I 
I  Peach  Blow  I'hilosupher.     It  may  haw  bern  another  ii 
I  in  the  same  paper  hidilea  away  in  tho  want  eolnmn. 
I      "Wanted^All  the  sewing  and  mending,  quilt  [ 
I  sheet  making,  or  ulher  plain  sewing  Ihat  the  good  \ 
I  oE  Harvey  have  to  give  out,     I  know  eertain  worth;  w 
1  with  families,  who  need  this  work.     AL<io  vruodaawinp  a 
I  promptly  tilled  by  competent  men  out  of  work. 
I  work  and  the  workers  together.     II.  Fenn,  can 
I  Book  &  Stationery  Co..  1127  Mariiet  Street." 

Or  if  it  was  not  that  item,  perha|M  it  wax  thia  one  fn 
I  the  South  Han'ey  Derrick  of  Jannan,-  7,  that  eallrd  foC 
I  the  Peach  Blow  Philosopher's  remarks  on  Heavei 

"Mrs.  Violet  llogan  and  family  have  rented  the  rMN 
I  adjoining  Mrs.  Van  Dom's  kindergnrlen.  Mra.  Hngma  %m 
1  made  arrangements  to  provide  ladiea  of  South  Hanrajr  aal 
I  the  Valloy  in  g<'neral  with  plain  acwing  by  the  piece.  A 
iirtiery  for  I'hil'lren  hnii  hoen  Htted  up  by  onr  weaM 
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photographed  upon  the  register  of  a  New  YoA  Hotel  when 
lie  attended  that  meeting,  whereas  every  one  knew  that  Mrs. 
Van  Dom  was  in  Europe  that  summer,  and  the  photograph 
of  the  Judge  *8  beautifully  flourishing  signature  aforesaid 
was  one  of  the  things  that  persuaded  the  Judge  to  enter 
the  active  practice  and  leave  the  shades  and  solitudes  of 
the  bench  for  more  strenuous  affairs.  To  allude  to  the 
Judge's  wife,  and  to  mention  the  National  Bar  Association 
m  the  same  article,  struck  the  editor  of  the  Times  as  so 
inaaspicious  that  it  required  considerable  persuasion  on  the 
part  of  the  diplomatic  Mr.  Calvin,  to  arrange  the  matter. 

So  the  Judge's  Heaven  bellied  on  its  canvas,  full  of  vain 
east  wind,  and  fooled  no  one — not  even  the  Judge,  least  of 
Idl  his  beautiful  wife,  who,  knowing  of  the  Bar  Association 
incident,  laughed  a  ribald  laugh.  Moreover,  having  aban- 
doned mental  healing  for  the  Episcopalian  faith  and  having 
killed  her  mental  heaJing  dog  with  caramels  and  finding  sur- 
cease in  a  white  poodle,  she  gave  herself  over  to  a  riot  of 
earth  thoughts — together  with  language  thereunto  appertain- 
ing of  so  plain  a  texture  that  the  Judge  all  but  limped  in  his 
atmt  for  several  hours. 

But  when  the  strut  did  come  back,  and  the  mocking  echoes 
of  the  strident  tones  of  **his  beautiful  wife*'  were  stilled  by 
several  rounds  of  Scotch  whisky  at  the  Club,  the  Judge 
went  forth  into  the  town,  waving  his  hands  right  and  left, 
bowing  punctiliously  to  women,  and  spending  an  hour  in 
police  court  getting  out  of  trouble  some  of  his  gambler 
friends  who  had  supported  him  in  politics. 

He  told  every  one  that  it  was  good  to  be  off  the  bench  and 
to  be  "plain  Tom  Van  Dom''  again,  and  he  shook  hands  up 
and  down  Market  Street.  And  as  ** plain  Tom  Van  Dorn'*  he 
sat  down  in  the  shop  of  the  Paris  Milliner^'  Company,  Mrs. 
Herdicker,  Prop.,  and  talked  to  the  amiable  Prop,  for  half 
an  hour — casting  sly  glances  at  the  handsome  Miss  Morton, 
who  got  behind  him  and  made  faces  over  his  back  for  Mrs. 
Herdicker's  edification. 

But  as  Mrs.  Herdicker,  Prop.,  made  it  a  point — and  kept 
it — never  to  talk  against  the  cash  drawer,  *  *  plain  Tom  Van 
Dom*'  didn't  learn  the  truth  from  her.  So  he  pranced 
ap  and  down  before  his  scenic  represeiitaUoTi  oi  'ftft.'dN^s^  \» 
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the  Timet,  and  did  not  know  that  tbfi  whole  towa  knt*  I 
his  stage  Heaven  was  the  masque  for  as  hot  and  eo^ 
little  betl  as  any  respectable  gentleman  of  middle  yews  a 
endure. 

However  clear  be  made  it  to  the  {)ublic,  that  b«  and  I 
Van  Dorn  were  pa.ssiouatcly  fond  of  each  oUier;  howercr 
dent  be  intended  it  to  be  that  be  was  more 
with  the  bargain  that  he  had  made  when  ht!  took  ber, 
put  away  btx  Urst  wife;  however  strongly  he  plaiy*d 
card  of  the  gallant  husband  and  "deari^Hl"  ber,  and  bowfl 
she  smirked  at  him  and  "dawlingod"  him  in  pablio  wl 
town  was  looking,  every  one  km-w  the  Iruih. 

"We  may,"  says  tho  Peach  Ulow  PhiloMipber  in 
his  dissertations  on  the  Illusion  of  Time,  "eounlcrfeit  trt^ 
thing   in   this   world — but  sincerity."     So  Judge  ThOHl 
Van   Dorn — "plain   Tom  Van   Dorn,"  vent  along  Mai  Mi 
Street,   and  through  the  world,  banding  out 
gratuities.     But   people    felt   how    greasy   they 
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street  with  her  paint  on.    When  she  got  home  she  threw 

herself  upon  the  bed  and  wept  like  a  child  in  anguish.    But 

the  next  night  she  did  not  even  touch  the  rouge  pot,  and 

avoided  it  as  though  it  were  a  poison.    Her  idea  was  the 

sewing  room.    She  wrote  it  all  out,  in  her  stylish,  angular 

hand  to  Mr.  Brotherton,  told  him  what  it  would  cost,  and  how 

she  believed  she  could  make  expenses  for  herself  and  help  a 

number  of  other  women  who,  like  her,  were  tempted  to  go 

the  wrong  road.    She  even  sent  him  five  spoons — the  last 

relie  of  the  old  Mauling  decency,  five  silver  spoons  dented 

with  the  tooth  marks  of  the  Mauling  children,  five  spoons 

done  up  in  pink  tissue  that  she  had  always  told  little  Ouida 

Hogan  should  come  to  her  some  day — she  sent  those  spoons 

to  Mr.  Brotherton  to  sell  to  make  the  start  toward  the  sewing 

room. 

But  Mr.  Brotherton  took  the  spoons  to  Mr.  Ira  Dooley's 
home  of  the  fine  arts  and  crafts,  and  then  and  there,  mount- 
ing a  lookout  stand,  addressed  the  crowd  through  the  smoke 
in  simple  but  effective  language,  showing  the  spoons,  telling 
the  boys  at  the  gaming  tables  that  they  all  knew  Denny  Ho- 
gan's  wife  and  how  about  her;  that  she  wanted  to  get  in 
right ;  that  the  spoons  were  sent  to  him  to  sell  to  the  highest 
and  best  bidder  for  cash  in  hand.  He  also  said  that  chips 
would  count  at  the  market  price,  and  lo !  he  got  a  hat  full  of 
rattly  red  and  white  and  blue  chips  and  jingly  silver  dollars 
and  a  wad  of  whispering  five-dollar  bills  big  enough  to 
cork  a  cannon.  He  went  back  to  Harvey,  spoons  and  all, 
considering  deeply  certain  statements  that  Grant  Adams 
had  made  about  the  presence  of  the  holy  ghost  in  every  hu- 
man heart. 

As  for  the  bright  particular  Heaven  of  Mr.  Fenn,  as  here- 
inbefore possibly  hinted  at  by  the  Peach  Blow  Philosopher, 
these  are  its  specifications: 

Item  One,  Job  as  storekeeper  at  the  railroad  roundhouse, 
from  which  by  specific  order  of  the  master  mechanic  two 
hours  a  day  are  granted  to  Mr.  Fenn,  to  take  his  hat  in  his 
hand  and  go  marching  over  the  town,  knocking  at  doors  and 
soliciting  sewing  for  women,  and  wood-sawing  or  yard  or 
furnace  work  for  men ;  but 
Item  Two.    Being  a  generous  man,  Mr.  Fwin  S&  m^  \«&st5i. 
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eight  for  ao  hoar  of  his  woric,  and  iHaj»  at  it  natfl  mm 
and  thereby  geU  In  two  or  tliree  extra  houn  oa  the  jot\  m 
feelft 

Item  Three.    That  be  is  doin^  ioroetfainr  worth  while; 

Jtem  four.     L'poD  the  firBt  of  the  noDth  be  fa 

Item  Five.    Baluicing  bta  booka  at  the  last  of  the  a 
be  has  nothing. 

Item  Six.     And  having  no  debt  he  la  happy.     Bat  i 
lag  of  debt,  there  is 

Item  Heven.     In  Mr.  Frim'a  room  a  collection  of  raseipl 

(a)  One  from  the  .Midland  Railroad  Company  for  t 
aa  per  statement  rendcrud. 

(b)  One  fn>m   tiie  Hurvey  Transfer  Co.  for  one  ba 
oullery  marked  Wright  &  Perry,  and  ^_ 

(c)  Oii« — the  hnrdesit  rweipt  of  all  to  get — from  )M 
Uorton   for  nix  chickeuB  as  per  acenunt  rendered. 
CaceipU)  bang  on  a  spindle  in  the  little  room.     Under  I 
q)(»dle  is 

lltm  Kigkt.  A  bottle  of  whisky— full  bat  u 
ix  in  his  moiu  but  little.  Sometime  he  comea  in  lata 
niirhl,  and  does  not  light  the  tamp  to  avoid  se^n|r  the  b«tl 
but  plungcN  into  Itvti,  and  coven  up  hie  head  iu  (ear  ■ 
trembling.  On  the  day  when  the  Peach  Blow  Pbiloi 
printvd  bit  view  un  Ilt-aven,  Mr.  Fenn,  by  way  of  pen 
adornment,  bad  purchased  of  Wright  tt  Prxry 

Ittm  Sine.  One  n>-w  (Mat.  He  hoped  and  so  iodieai 
to  the  firm,  to  be  able  to  aHord  a  veMi  in  the  spring  i 
perhaps  tivuaeni  by  isummcr,  and  because  of  the  cutlery  in 
aaclion  above  tueutioned,  the  Arm  tiMliratcd 

Hem  Ten,  That  Mr.  Fenn's  credit  wu«  good  for  the  wk 
auiL     But  Mr.  Fenn  waved  a  proud  band  and  Mtd  he  h 

Jtam  SUveii,    No  deaire  to  become  involved  In  the  d 
way*  at  high  finance,  and  took  only  the  coaL 

But,  ueverthelen,  no  imali  part  of  bis  Heaven  tia  in  I 
serene  knowledge  that  the  whole  enit  ia  waiting  for  kil 
put  aaide  by  the  bead  of  the  houK  until  T 
to  eall  for  it.  That  ia  perhaps  a  malarial  F 
part  of  Mr.  Feut's  Heaven,  and  aa  he  goMi  ih 
to  door  soliciting  for  aewing.  the  knaiHadfa  H 
lae  or  falter  four  women  nugbC  bo  a*  ' 
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eet  the  next  night,  keeps  him  happy,  and  not  even  when 
was  county  attorney  or  in  the  real  estate  business  nor 
iting  insurance,  nor  disporting  himself  as  an  auctioneer 
s  Mr.  Fenn  ever  in  his  own  mind  a  person  of  so  much 
t  and  consequence.  So  his  Heaven  needs  no  east  wind 
belly  it  out.  Mr.  Fenn's  Heaven  is  full  and  fat  and 
oBperous— ^ven  on  two  meals  a  day  and  in  a  three-dollar- 
Donth  room. 

And  iKiw  that  we  may  balanee  up  the  Heaven  aceoimt  in 
sse  book%  we  ahoold  come  to  some  conclusion  as  to  what 
^mven  is.  Let  us  call  it,  for  the  sake  of  our  hypothesis,  the 
«t  woric  one  can  do  for  the  least  self-interest,  and  let  it  go 
that  and  get  on  with  the  story.  For  this  story  has  to  do 
th  large  and  real  affairs.  It  must  not  dally  here  with 
B  mrdid  affairs  of  a  lady  who  certainly  was  no  better  than 
t  dionld  be  and  of  a  gentleman  who  was  as  the  hereiii- 
ton  mentioned  receipts  will  show,  much  worse  than  he 
ight  have  been. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 


NOW  it  was  in  the  year  of  these  mioor  couqaesta  wte 
Henry  Feiiti  and  Violet  Hf^iko  wen*  mjoymg  tiiAj 
little  Heavens  that  ?reat  tbingti  be^u  lo  Mir  It 
Harvey  and  the  Wahoo  Valley.  In  May  a  young  {ruitlMid 
in  a  high  hat  and  a  suit  of  exquisite  gray  twill  cul  wtihlj 
Ions'  frock  coat,  appeared  at  the  Hotel  Snndit — and  look  tkV 
bridal  suite  on  the  Hecnnd  floor.     He  t>romcbt  letten  to  tk^ 
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Park«  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave  in 
Har\'ey  was  somewhat  abridf^ed. 

Daniel  Sands  felt  the  abridgement  more  than  any  one  else. 
For  a  generation  he  had  been  a  spider,  weaving  his  own 
Wf b  for  his  own  nest.     All  his  webs  and  filaments  and  wires 
and  pipes  and  cables  went  out  and  brought  back  things  for 
him  to  dispose  of.     He  was  the  center  of  the  universe  for 
himself  and  for  Harvey.     He  was  the  beginning  and  the  end. 
His  bank  was  the  first  and  the  last  word  in  business  and  in 
politics  in  that  great  valley.    What  he  spun  was  his;  what 
he  drew  into  the  web  was  his.    When  he  invited  the  fly  into 
his  parlor,  it  was  for  the  delectation  of  the  spider,  not  to  be 
paned  on  to  some  other  larger  web  and  fatter  spider.    But 
that  day  as  he  sat,  a  withered,  yellow-skinned,  red-eyed, 
rattle-toothed,  old  man  with  a  palsied  head  that  never  stopped 
wagging,  as  he  sat  under  his  Bknll  cap,  blinking  out  at  a  fat, 
little  world  that  always  had  been  his  prey,  Daniel  Sands  felt 
that  he  had  ceased  to  be  an  end,  and  had  become  a  means. 
His  bank,  his  mines,  his  smelters,  even  his  municipal  utili- 
ties, all  were  slipping  from  under  his  control.     He  could  feel 
the  pull  of  the  rope  from  the  outside  around  his  own  foot. 
He  could  feel  that  he  was  not  a  jrenerator  of  power.     He  was 
merely  a  pumping  station,  gathering  up  all  the  fat  of  the 
little  land  that  once  was  his,  and  passing  it  out  in  pipes  that 
ran  he  knew  not  where,  to  go  to  some  one  else — he  knew  not 
whom.     True,  his  commissions  came  hack,  and  his  <lividends 
came  back,  and  they  were  rich  and  sweet,  and  wortli  whih\ 
But — he  was  shocked  when  he  found  eourap*  to  ask  it — if 
the>'  did  not  come  hack,  what  eonld  he  do?     He  was  part  of 
a  great  web — a  little  filament  in  one  obsi-ure  eorn«»r,  and  he 
was  spinning  a  fabric  whose  faintt*st  plan  he  rould  not  eon- 
ceivp. 

This  angered  him,  and  the  spider  spat  in  vain  raire.  The 
power  he  loved  was  ^rone:  he  was  the  men*  shell  of  a  spider: 
he  was  dead.  Some  man  might  i*onie  into  the  bank  tomorrow 
ind  take  even  the  semblance  of  his  power  from  him.  They 
Blight,  indeed,  shut  up  every  mill,  close  every  mine,  lock 
wery  factor^',  douse  the  fire  in  every  smelter  in  the  Wahoo 
Valley,  and  the  man  who  believed  he  had  ()pene(l  the  mills, 
dog  the  mines,  builded  the  factorit^f  and  lighted  the  smelter 
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firvs  with  all  but  his  own  liindK.  couli)  onl7  l 
or  be  polite  and  prelcnd  it  wax  his  desire. 

The  U)V/Ti  thai  lie  bctivvml  tbnt  ho  had  i 
ihiue  and  prairie  (^asa,  for  all  be  could  i 
aoDdcmiied  as  a  but  roost,  and  thu  wiroi  and  cabl<B|  I 
from  hia  deak  all  ov<>r  the  Wafaoo  Valley,  mieht  gra 
and  jangle  iti  thp  prairie  winda,  while  the  pipes  fdUm 
the  toinflflwera  aiid  bo  could  only  make  a  wr)'  face. 
miul  bavr  Nom(^  itiNtiovtive  constructive  tmafrinatum  1 
their  marveloiiN  webit;  tuircly  this  old  spider  liad  an  ii 
tioti  that  in  Klizabeth's  day  wntild  havp  made  htm  ma 
a  minor  pofL  Yet  in  tbv  be^nninz  of  the  TwvntMl 
tur>-  be  felt  himHelf  a  bouml  prisoner  in  hia  dwMjrii 
So  he  Nbow>-il  hi*  blur  rnoulh,  and  red  eyelids  in  fn 
was  ailenl  lest  even  his  shadow  should  find  bow  imp 
thing  he  vn». 

Bat  he  knew  that  one  man  knew.  "How  aboat  7a 
tiet  down  herel"  asked  tiiu  affable  yoann  man  in  ca 
gray  twill,  when  he  closed  the  gBa-works  deaL  And 
Sands  saj<l  that  until  recently  he  and  Dr.  timhit  hi 
cronies,  btit  tliat  aome  way  the  Doctor  had  been  gettD 
notions,  and  hadn't  been  around  the  bank  lately.  Till 
man  in  the  exquisite  gray  twill  asked  a  few  qaestica 
logued  the  Doctor,  and  then  said: 

"This  roan  Van  Dom,  it  appcan,  is  local  attoroey 
the  mines  anil  smrllers — be  hasn't  the  reform  bug,  hi 

The  ohi  spider  criunetl  aiul  shofik  his  head. 

"All  riKht."  said  the  polite  young  man  in  the  « 
gray  twill,  as  he  pi<!kt-<l  np  hiii  gra>',  high  hat,  and  fl 
speeJt  of  dnst  fmm  his  exquisite  gray  frock  ooat,  "I 
matlen  of  politics  up  witli  him."  , 

S»  the  spider  knew  that  the  servant  had  been  pat  d 
naater,  and  again  he  opened  hia  mouth  in  nmli^tft  ba 
no  word. 

And  thus  it  was  that  Judge  Thomas  Van  Horn  fa 

Eig  New  York  oonnectioo  that  stood  him  in  atead  j 
L     For  the  web  that  the  old  spider  of  Maiket 
been  weaving  all  these  years,  was  at  ita  stroogav 
ijC  aaod  eonip«re<l  with  the  steel  links  of  iht  a' 
wrapped  about  the  town,  with  one  end  i 


I  stroogav 
.tthaohi 

I  i^ig 
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ot  with  the  chain  reachinjir  out  into  Mme  distant^ 
ma  hawaer  that  moved  it  with  a  power  of  which  even 
^  knew  little  or  nothing. 

waa  profonndlj  impraaBed,  and  accordingly  pnrad, 
led  half  an  inch  to  the  high-knee  action  of  hia  atmt. 
himaelf  a  part  of  the  world  of  affairs — and  ha  was 
I  part.  He  was  one  of  a  thousand  men  who,  whether  I 
!w  it  or  not,  had  been  bought,  body  and  soul — thoogh 
was  thrown  in  for  good  measure  in  the  Judge's  case 
ve  the  great,  greedy  spider  of  organized  capital  at 
r  coat  of  public  welfare  or  of  private  faith.  He  was 
.  man  of  affairs — was  Thomas  Van  Dom — a  part  of  a 
iness  and  political  cabal,  that  knew  no  party  and  no 
t  dividends  and  still  more  dividends,  impersonal,  au- 
souiless— the  materialiEation  of  the  spirit  of  com- 

ttrangely  enough,  just  as  Tom  Van  Dom  worshiped 
it  that  bought  him,  so  the  old  spider,  peering  through 
en,  rotting  meshes  of  what  was  once  his  web,  felt  the 
1  which  it  was  fastened,  felt  the  power  that  moved 
I  mere  pawn  in  a  game  whose  direction  he  did  not 
;  and  Dan'l  Sands,  in  spite  of  his  silent  rage,  wor- 
he  power  like  a  gn^veling  idolater, 
le  worm  never  lacks  for  a  bud ;  that  also  is  a  part  of 
Ian.    Thus,  while  the  forces  of  e^roism,  the  powers  | 
al,  were  concentrating  in  a  vast  organization  of  so- 1 
individualism,  the  other  forces  and  powers  of  society  n 
ere  pointing  toward  a  socialized  altruism,  were  form-  |l 
There  was  the  man  in  the  exquisite  gray  twill,  I ' 
ng  Judge  Van  Dom  and  Market  Street  to  his  will; 
re  was  Grant  Adams  in  faded  overalls,  harnessing 
»  other  wheels  that  were  grinding  another  grist, 
but  persistently  had   Grant   Adams  been   forming 
Igamation  of  the  Unions  of  the  valley.    Slowly  and 
lly  his  unwieldy  machinery  was  creaking  its  way 
In  spite  of  handicaps  of  opposing  interests  among 
of  different  unions,  his  Wahoo  Valley  Liabor  Coun* 
shaping  itself  into  an   effective  machine.    If  the 
f  stock  in  the  mills  and  the  mines  and  the  smelt- 
ran  their  dividends  through  one  great  hopper,  ao 
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the  nniu  nf  labor  in  the  Valley  were  connected  wrth 
common  source  of  direction.  God  does  not  pUnt  the  I 
ganizing  spiril  in  the  world  for  one  groop ;  it  is,  the  conn 
heritofTc  of  the  time.  Ho  the  sinister  p»wer  of  ormnli 
capital  looriied  before  Market  Street  with  its  terrible  thn 
of  e-xtint'tion  for  the  town  if  the  town  displeased  or* 
capita] ;  BO  also  rose  in  the  town  a  dread  feeling  of  nDcasiiia 
that  labor  al»o  hud  power.  The  person ifieat ion  of  tliat  r 
was  Urant  Adamn.  And  when  the  yoantt  uum  in  estioid 
gray  twill  had  become  only  a  memorj',  Toiu  Van  Dm 
juarely  faced  Urant  Adams.  Bilarket  Street  was  behind  t 
Fudge.  The  Valley  was  back  of  Grant.  For  a  time  tht 
'BB  a  truee,  but  it  was  not  peace.  The  truce  was  a  tine 
waiting:  waiting  and  arming  for  battle. 

During  the  year  of  the  truce,  Nathan  Perry  waa  bO 
Ndthari  Perry  suw  thi-  pi>wcr  that  was  organizing  aboal  h 
and  the  Independent  mine  among  the  employer*  in  tlie  4 
trict.  and  intuitively  he  felt  the  resiHtlvasDCM  of  the  now 
But  he  did  not  shrink.  lie  udviaed  his  ownen  to  jom  I 
combination  as  a  busint^sa  propoaition.  Ditt  bis  adviee  i 
a  dead  fly  fed  to  the  old  spider's  setiile  vanity.  For  Daa 
Sands  hud  been  able  to  dictate  as  a  part  of  his  acocptance 
thn  proposition,  thiii  one  concession:  That  the  Indii 
mine  be  kept  out  of  the  agreement.  Nathan  Perry  a 
this.  But  moctt  of  his  owners  were  game  men,  and  Uwy  i 
'  \ed  not  even  to  apply  for  admimion  to  the  oripuiitatil 

ley  found  that  the  young  man's  management  of  the  ■  ' 
paying  well:  that  the  labor  problem  was  Trrrlrint  ■ 

ftorily:  that  the  safety  devices,  while  espeiudvi 

feeling  of  k'ood-will  among  the  men  that  wax  4 
n  in  dividends  than  the  interest  on  the  moaej'. 

Hut  after  he  had  warned  hitt  employers  of  I' 
^jme,  Nathan  I'erry  did  not  spend  much  time  ii 
tagret  at  their  dectKion.     He  was,  upon  the  whole,  j 
Ind  ma<lc  it.     And  having  a  serious  pniblem  in  | ' 
out — namely,  to  ditw-ovcr  whether  Bi 
Outeh  ix  the  natural  language  of  man.  ' 
(be  eonversatioual  tendeueieM  of  Daniel  Kyle  I'en 

perlnlendent  of  the  Independent  mine  gave  • 
to  (iiat  problem. 
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Then,  of  course,  there  was  that  other  problem  that  both- 
ered Nathan  Perry,  and  being  an  engineer  with  a  degree  of 
b.  S.,  it  annoyed  him  to  discover  that  the  problem  wouldn*t 
come  out  straight.    Briefly  and  popularly  stated,  it  is  this: 
if  you  have  a  boiler  capacity  of  200  pounds  per  scjuare  inch 
and  love  a  girl  200  pounds  to  the  square  inch,  and  then  the 
Doctor  in  his  black  bag  brings  one  fat,  sweaty,  wrinkled 
haby,  and  you  see  the  girl  in  a  new  and  sweeter  light  than 
«»ver  before,  see  her  in  a  thousand  ways  rising  above  her 
former  stature  to  a  wonderful  womanhood  beyond  even  your 
dreauLs — how  are  you  going  to  get  more  capacity  out  of  that 
boiler  without  breaking  it,  when   the  load  calls   for  four 
hundred  pounds f    Now  these  problems  puzzled  the  young 
man.  living  at  that  time  in  his  ei^ht-room  house  with  a  bath, 
and  he  sat  up  nights  to  work  them.     And  s(mie  times  there 
were  two  heads  at  work  on  the  sums,  and  once  in  a  while 
three  heads,  but  the  third  head  talked  a  various  language, 
whose  mild  and  healing  sympathy  stole  the  puzzle  from  the 
problem  and  began  chewinir  on  it  before  they  were  aware. 
So  Nathan  put  the  troubles  of  the  mine  on  the  hook  whereon 
he  hung  his  coat  at  ni^ht,  and  if  he  felt  uneasy  at  the  trend 
of  the  day  s  events,  his  uneasiness  did  not  eoine  to  him  at 
home.     He  had  heard  it  whispered  about — oiiee  by  the  men 
and  once  in  a  <lirectors'  meeting — that  the  elash  with  (Jrant 
Adams  was  about  to  eome.     If  Nathan  had  nny  siTious  wish 
in  relation  to  the  future,  it  was  the  ardent  hope  that  the 
clash  would  come  and  e(»mc  soon. 

For  the  toll  of  death  in  the  Wahoo  Valley  was  cruel  and 
inexorable.  The  mines,  the  faetories,  the  railroa<ls.  tlie 
Rnelters,  all  were  death  traps,  and  the  maimed.  Mind  nnd 
helpless  were  cast  out  of  the  great  industrial  hoj>per  like 
chaff.  Ever>'  little  neigh))orhood  had  its  eripple.  From  tlie 
nines  came  the  blind — whose  sight  was  taken  from  them  by 
cheap  powder;  from  the  railroad  yards  eann*  tin*  maimed — 
the  handless,  annle.s.s,  legless  men  wlio,  in  their  duily  tasks 
had  been  cnished  by  inferior  ear  eouplin^rs:  the  smelters 
Knt  out  their  sick,  whom  thi*  fumes  had  poisoned,  and 
iometimes  there  would  eome  out  a  eharred  trunk  tiiat  had 
fone  into  the  great  molten  vats  a  man.  The  faetorifs  t«Mik 
hands  and  forearms,  and  .sometimes  when  an   aerident   i>f 
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^H  plat*  of  mouniiiiff.     The  burden  t)f  all  this  blM 
^H  deatb  WHO  u|iun  t)ie  laborrni.     Ad<1   mart;  than  i 
^H  burden  of  the  widows  aiid  arphana  also  waa  i_,_ 
^H  Capital   cibaii^ttd   olT  tfac  brokon   machiDciy,   tbe   i 
^Hi  fcaildin^CB,  the  woru-out  equipment  to  pmflt  and  ItM*  *it)>] 
^y  awy  coiiMiieneff,  while  thv  broken  mrn  all  ovitr  Um  Vdi' 
tbe  datnitged  laborers,  the  wnm-out  workera,  wbo  « 
to  lh«  scrap  beaji  in  ninturily,  w<^rc  cfaaric«)  to  I 
UJaoT  paid  this  bill,  trhielly  because  capital  waa  1 

»pr(ividi-  safe  machinery,  or  aanitury  shops,  or  a  ~ 
Nathaii  I'erry,  tiTNt  loiner,  then  pit-boas  and  finalljr  • 
iDtcndent,  and  ulwuyii  nn'mbt-r  of  Iiocal  Mmcn'  L'sio 
10,  kuew  what  tbe  men  were  vai^uely  briciuuing  to  m 
Ihink.     When  some  mtin  who  had  l>d^n  to  rourt  to  t 
damages  for  a  killed  or  crippled  friend,  aome  nun  wbo  | 
Iward  the  Ju<l«r'  tnik  of  the  aiMunied  riak  of  labor,  i 
nan  who  bad  heard  lawyoni  split  bain  to  iibiwt  i 
nea  of  what  common  H'-nw  and  common  juatti 
tfaeira,  when  some  such  man  i-ried  out  io  balnd  | 
asKinxt  Bocirty,  Nathan  PurTy  tried  to  eoaoael  f 
to  <!iiri>  the  malice.     But  in  bis  heart  Nathan  P^nyM 
if  he  had  autTered  the  wroiiffa  that  auch  a  n 
too  would  be  fall  of  wrath  and  clasa  halrad. 

Sonctimea,  of  courae,  men  roKC  from  tb«  piL     

became  maoaRen,  roanaitera  became  auperintcadeatl.  ■ 
intendimta  became  ownorN.  uwneni  beeamr  rich,  and  m 
replied — "Uwk,  it  is  easy   fur  n  iiuin   to   ri!*e."     Otm 

Ifatneb  tine,  sitlioff  in  the  Mhaft  house,  Nathan  Perry  arith 
kanila  in  }m  dinner  bucket  uid  aomethinff  of  th<-  kin«t.  ■' 
Vom  Williams,  the  little  Weliih  miner,  who  was  a  "tWiph 
Ariend  of  Orant  Adamti,  cried: 
"Vni — that's  true.  It  is  easy  for  a  man  to  riae.  Ul 
■My  for  a  dava  to  eseapi-  fmm  the  South — oonpantif 
•My.  But  ia  it  caa}'  for  thf  clawt  to  riarf  Waa  it  am 
Ihe  alaves  to  be  fml  That  is  the  problem — the  pn>U 
Itftinir  a  whole  cIoto  «a  your  dan  baa  been  lifinl,  , 
Mkiw,  in  tbe  laat  eenlary.     Why.  over  in  Walea  a  tt 
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iddle  cliiTH  had  nothing — that  is,  nothing  moai. 
'  hava  riaen.  They  rule  the  world  now.  This  eentnrj 
.  see  the  rise  of  the  laboring  class ;  not  here  and  there  as 
in  who  geta  out  of  our  class  and  then  sneers  at  us,  and 
sods  he  was  with  us  by  accident — but  we  must  rise  as  a 
^  boy— don't  you  seef* 

id  ao,  working  in  the  mine,  with  the  men,  Nathan  Perry 
ileted  his  education.  lie  learned — had  it  ground  into 
by  the  hard  master  of  dsily  toil — that  while  bread  and 
rr  is  an  individual  problem  that  no  laborer  may  neglect 
jt  at  his  peril,  the  larger  problems  of  the  conditions  un« 
which  men  labor — their  hours  of  service,  their  factory 
mndings,  their  shop  rights  to  work,  their  relation  to 
ients  and  to  the  common  diseases  peculiar  to  any  trade — 
e  are  not  individual  problems.  They  are  class  problems 
must  be  solved — in  so  far  as  labor  can  solve  them  alone, 
)y  individual  struggle  but  by  class  struggle.  So  Nathan 
y  came  up  out  of  the  mines  a  believer  in  the  union,  and 
eloaed  shop.    He  felt  that  those  who  would  make  thq 

problem  an  individual  problem,  were  only  retarding 
lay  of  settlement,  only  hindering  progress. 
inor  said  that  the  truce  in  the  Wahoo  Valley  was  near 
ad.  Nathan  Perry  did  not  shrink  from  it.  But  Market 
et  was  uneasy.  It  seemed  to  be  watching  an  approach- 
cyclone.  When  men  knew  that  the  owners  were  ready 
op  the  organization  of  unions,  the  cloud  of  unrest  seemed 
lOver  over  them.  But  the  clouds  dissolved  in  rumor. 
II  they  gathered  again,  and  it  was  said  that  (irant  Adams 
to  be  gagged,  his  Sunday  meetings  abolished  or  thst  he 
to  be  banished  from  the  Valley.  Again  the  clouds  dis- 
ed.  Nothing  happened.  But  the  cloud  was  forever  on 
horiaon,  and  Market  Street  was  afraid.  For  .Market 
«t — as  a  street — was  chieHy  interestetl  in  selline  goods. 
sd,  of  course,  vague  yearnings  for  social  justice — yearn- 
abOQt  as  distinct  as  the  desire  to  know  if  the  moon  was 
kbited.  But  as  a  street.  Market  Street  was  with  Mrs. 
dicker — it  never  talked  against  the  cash  drawer.  Mar- 
Btrect,  the  world  over,  is  interested  in  things  as  they  are* 

sMmo  quo  is  God  and  lai»$ez  faire  is  its  profit!    So 
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Market  Strert  murninrcd,  and  buzzed — and  theo  ' 
Street  aUo  organized  to  worahip  the  god  of  thitiKS  i 
are. 

But  Mr.  Brotherton  of  tlie  Brotherton  Book  &  Sutk 
Company  hrld  al<x)f  from  the  Merchants'  Protective 
ciatioi).     Mr.  Brotherton  at  odd  tim«i.  at  firm  by  iray 
diversion,  and  tlii-n  as  a  matter  of  education  for  hit 
husinesH,  had  Iweu  glancing  ut  the  wntentx  of 
Particularly  had  he  been  intcri^sted  in  the  mi 
over,  ho  was  talking.     And  because   it  helped 
goods  to  ttdk  about  them,  he  kept  on  talking. 

[About  this  time  he  affected  flowing  negltgM 
let  his  thin,  light  hair  go  tlnlTy  and  he  wrapped 
ally  it  xeemed,  about  his  elephantine  bulk,  a  variety  _ 
bagg>'  garb,  which  looked  like  a  circus  tent.     But  be 
born  isaleHman — was  Mr.  Brotherton.     lie  plastervd  lite 
ture  over  Harvey  in  carload  lota. 
One  daj"  while  Mr,  Brotherton  was  wrapping  up  "Ul 
■■■Women"  and  a  "Little  Colonel"  Ixiok  and  "Childnn 
piu  Abbey"  that  Dr.  N'esbtt  wan  buying  for  Lita  Van  D* 
^6  Doctor  piped,  "Well,  tieorge,  they  say  you're  gfrtti 
to  be  a  regular  anarchist — the  way  you're  talking  about  « 
dili«n«iij  the  Vailcyf 

"Not  for  a  minute."  answered  Mr.  Brotherton.  "Wl 
man,  all  I  xaid  was  that  if  Itie  old  itpidrr  kept  makioit  I 
men  une  that  cheap  powder  that  blows  ihcir  cyeik  out  and  tk 
hands  ofT,  and  their  li^gs  olf,  Ihej'  ought  to  uoinuiae  a 
Rlrike.  And  if  it  was  my  job  to  handle  that  tiowder  I'd 
the  old  devil  on  a  blast  and  blow  him  into  hamDurger,"  ] 
itrolheriim's  rising  emotions  reddened  bia  foreboid  wai 
his  thin  hair,  and  pulletl  at  his  wind.  He  shook  ■  «<i 
txad  and  leaned  on  a  show  case.  "But  I  say,  ataad  kgr  i 
Maybe  it  will  make  a  year  of  bad  timm  or  I 
but  what  of  thatT  It'll  make  belter  timex  in  tlie 
"All  right,  George — go  in.  I  glory  in  your  spiuA 
liliirpMl  the  Doi'tor  as  he  put  Lila'st  {wekftge  under  hia  af 
"Let  me  tell  you  something."  he  addwi,  "I've  pol  a  bUl  t 
going  In  push  id  the  next  legislature  that  will  knock  a  hi 
in  that  diH-trine  of  the  BKSumi^  risk  of  labor,  yoo  e»u  dti 
a  bone  tfarough.     \\.  vavit^  \\m  «>-«j^^cn  v^y  for  tlie 


THE  OLD  SPIDER  DIVIDES  HIS  FLIES      397 

if  a  trade,  instead  of  hiding  behind  that  theory,  that  a  man 
issumes  those  risks  when  he  takes  a  job." 

The  Doctor  put  his  head  to  one  side,  cocked  one  eye  and 
aried :    *  *  How  would  that  go  T ' 

*  ^  Now  you  're  shoutin ',  Doc.  Bust  a  machine,  and  the  com- 
[Mmy  pays  for  it.  Bust  a  man,  the  man  pays  for  it  or  his 
prife  and  children  or  his  friends  or  the  county.  That's  not 
Fair.  A  man's  as  much  of  a  part  of  the  cost  of  production 
AS  a  machine!" 

The  Doctor  toddled  out,  clicking  his  cane  and  whistling  a 
merry  tune  and  left  Mr.  Brotherton  enjoying  his  maiden 
meditations  upon  the  injustices  of  this  world.  In  the  midst 
of  his  meditations  he  found  that  he  had  been  listening  for 
five  minutes  to  Captain  liforton.  The  Captain  was  expound- 
ing some  passing  dream  about  his  Household  Horse.  Ap- 
parently the  motor  car,  which  was  multiplying  rapidly  in 
Harvey,  had  impressed  him.  He  was  telling  Mr.  Brother- 
ton  that  his  Household  Horse,  if  harnessed  to  the  motor  car, 
would  save  much  of  the  power  wasted  by  the  chains.  He  was 
dreaming  of  the  distant  day  when  motor  cars  would  be  used 
in  sufiScient  numbers  to  make  it  profitable  for  the  Captain 
to  equip  them  with  his  power  saving  device. 

But  Mr.  Brotherton  cut  into  the  Captain's  musings  with: 
"You  tell  the  girls  to  wash  the  cat  for  I'm  coming  out  to- 
night." 

** Girls T — huh — girls?"  replied  the  Captain  as  he  looked 
over  his  spectacles  at  Mr.  Brotherton.  **  'Y  gory,  man, 
what's  the  matter  with  me — eht  I'm  staying  out  there  on 
Elm  Street  yet — what  say  t"    And  he  went  out  smiling. 

When  the  Captain  entered  the  house,  he  found  Emma  get- 
ting supper,  Martha  setting  the  table  and  Ruth,  with  a  candy 
box  before  her  at  the  piano,  going  over  her  everlasting  **Ah- 
ih-ah-ah-ahs"  from  **C  to  C"  as  Emma  called  it. 

Emma  took  her  father 's  hat,  put  it  away  and  said :  *  *  Well, 
Father — ^what's  the  newst" 

**Well,"  replied  the  Captain,  with  some  show  of  delibera- 
tion, **a  friend  of  mine  down  town  told  me  to  tell  you  girls 
to  wash  the  cat  for  hell  be  along  here  about  eight  o'clock. 

**Mr.  Brotherton,"  scoffed  Ruth.    **It's  up  to  you  two, 
she  cried  gayJy  in  the  midst  of  her  elexiiaV  ^oxxrafc^  1t^\sl 
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"O"  to  "C."  "Be  never  wear*  his  06d  Fi 
less  be's  been  Ringing  at  an  Odd  FcUditb'  fi 
lets  me  oat  to-night. ' ' 

"Well,"  sighed  Emma,  "I  don't  know  _  _^ 

ervn  if  h«  has  on  his  Shrinvr's  pin.     1  jtKt  bdi«ve  III 
bed.     The  way  I  fee!  to-niKhl  1  'ni  so  sick  of  cbildrm  1  f^ 
I  wouldn't  marry  the  bcKt  man  on  cnrlh." 

"Oh,  well,  of  eourse,   Eutna,"  Huggefited  the  bn 
Miss  Morion,  "if  you  f<'cl  that  way  ubout  it  wbr.  I— 

"Now  Mnrlba — "  criml  the  elder  sister,  "cut't  jron 
ftlone  and  get  out  of  htreT  I  tell  you,  th«  mperinti 
and  tlie  prineipal  and  the  janitor  and  the  dratlcd  Cal< 
all  broke  loose  to-day  and  I'm  liable  to  run  out  cioM 
begin  to  jtimp  and  down  in  the  street  aud  MreM 
atart  on  me." 

But  after  supper  the  three  Miaiies  Morton  w«nl 
and  did  wliat  they  eould  to  wipe  away  the  earea  <if  « 
weary  day.  They  put  on  their  wcond  beat  draaei 
finnia.  who  put  im  her  hmt,  wying  ahe  had  nnthiny  ^ 
wam't  full  of  chalk  and  worry.  At  wren  forty-fln 
had  the  parlor  illuminated.  Aa  for  the  pictures  and* 
brae — lo  wit,  a  hammereil  branit  flower  pot  near  lb* 
and  sitting  on  an  onyx  Mand  a  picture  of  Hiehard  Hi 
Davia,  the  contribution  of  the  eldest  Mbat  Uortoa's 
youth.  alM>  a  brasn  smciUiii^'  Ket  uu  a  mission  table,  tl 
tiibuliou  of  the  youn^eat  Min  Morton  rruin  her  fiia 
money — aa  for  the  pictures  and  bric-a-brac,  ibey  wer« 
OBliI  they  gliatetied.  and  the  trap  was  all 
the  prey, 

Tbey  bnird  the  gale  click  and  the  yountcst  Bli 
aaid  quickly:     "Well,  if  he's  an  Odd  Fellow.  I  ni 
taki?  him.     t)ut,"  she  >ttglied,  "I'll  bet  a  euoky  b«^  t 
and  Martha  Reta  him." 

The  Captain  went  to  the  door  and  brought  in  tin 
to  as  itweet  and  demure  a  trio  of  aurprbed  ytmni; 
•Bid  aa  palient  a  rat,  as  ever  sat  beside  a  rat  hrde.  Al 
had  jpreled  the  girb — it  was  Knth  who  ItMik  hi*  eos 
Uartlta  his  hat.  but  Emma  who  held  his  hand  a 
looipnt,  aftiT  she  spied  the  Shriner's  pin — Mr. 
picked  up  the  caL  ^ 
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^' Welly  Epaminondas, "  he  puffed  as  he  stroked  the  animal 
put  it  to  his  cheek,  ''did  they  take  his  dear  little  kitties 
teway  from  him — ^the  horrid  things. ' ' 

This  was  Mr.  Brotherton's  standard  joke.  Buth  said  she 
never  felt  the  meeting  was  really  opened  until  he  had  teased 
them  about  Epaminondas'  pretended  kittens. 

For  the  first  hour  the  talk  ranged  with  obvious  punctility 
over  a  variety  of  subjects — but  never  once  did  Mr.  Brother- 
ton  approach  the  subject  of  politics,  which  would  hold  the 
Captain  for  a  night  session.  Instead,  Mr.  Brotherton  spun 
literary  tales  from  the  shop.  Then  the  Captain  broke  in  and 
enlivened  the  company  with  a  description  of  Tom  Van  Dom's 
new  automobile,  and  went  into  such  details  as  to  cams  and 
eogs  and  levers  and  other  mechanical  fittings  that  every  one 
yawned  and  the  cat  stretched  himself,  and  the  Captain  inci- 
dentally told  the  company  that  he  had  got  Van  Dom  *s  per- 
mission to  try  the  Household  Horse  on  the  old  machine  be* 
fore  it  went  in  on  the  trade. 

Then  Ruth  rose.  *  *  Why,  Ruth,  dear, ' '  said  Emma  sweetly, 
"where  are  you  going t" 

"Just  to  get  a  drink,  dear,"  replied  Ruth. 

But  it  took  her  all  night  to  finish  drinking  and  she  did 
not  return.  Martha  rose,  began  straightening  up  the  lit- 
tered music  on  the  piano,  and  being  near  the  door,  slipped 
out.  By  this  time  the  Captain  was  doing  most  of  the  talk- 
ing. Chiefly,  he  was  telling  what  he  thought  the  sprocket 
needed  to  make  it  work  upon  an  automobile.  At  the  hall 
door  of  the  dining  room  two  heads  appeared,  and  though 
the  door  creaked  about  the  time  the  clock  struck  the  half 
hour,  Mr.  Brotherton  did  not  see  the  heads.  They  were 
behind  him,  and  four  arms  began  making  signs  at  the  Cap- 
tain. He  looked  at  them,  puzzled  and  anxious  for  a  minute 
or  two.  They  were  peremptorily  beckoning  him  out. 
Finally,  it  came  to  him,  and  he  said  to  the  girls :  *  *  Oh,  yes 
— all  right."  This  broke  at  the  wrong  time  into  something 
Mr.  Brotherton  was  saying.  He  looked  up  astonished  and 
the  Captain,  abashed,  smiled  and  after  shuffling  his  feet, 
backed  up  to  the  base  burner  and  hummed  the  tune  about 
the  land  tiiat  was  fairer  than  day.  Emma  and  Mr.  Brother- 
ton  began  talkjn^r.    Presently,  the  Captam  pvok^di  m^  \Xskfc 


» 


spitting  eat  by  the  scraff  of  the  ne«k  and  facid  bun  i 
ment  under  his  ehin.  "Well,  Emmy,"  he  cut  in,  intemfl 
ing  her  Btorj'  of  how  Miss  (,'arhart  had  told  the  principal  J 
"be  ever  told  of  her  engagement  before  Bcbool  was  otrt 
June,  she'd  just  die,"  with  : 

"I  !jup|>usp  there'll  be  plenty  of  {wtatoes  for  the  haife 
And  not  waiting  for  answer,  he  marched  to  the  bid 
frith  the  cat>  and  in  due  time,  they  heard  the  "Sw«et  I 
and  Bye"  going  up  the  baek  staint,  and  tl>cn  the  Ulitl 
thump  of  the  Captain's  shoes  on  the  floor  above  thea.  j 
The  eldest  Miss  Morton,  in  her  bewt  silk  dreat,  ^^Hj 
mother's  eameo  brooeh  at  her  throat,  and  ^tklj^^H 
maidenly  ripeness  of  twenty-nine  years  u{M>n  herH^^^I 
her  hair  demurely  parted  on  said  brow,  where  therni^H 
faintest  hint  of  a  wrinkle  coming — which  Miss  Martm  I 
tribnted  to  a  perwn  she  called  "the  dratted  Calvin  kid,'' 
the  eldest  Miss  Morton,  nair,  cameo,  Nilk  dre»,  writiUe,  i 
dratted  Calvin  kid  and  all,  did  or  did  not  look  like  a  «if| 
according  to  the  point  of  view  of  the  spectator.  If  he  4 
seeking  the  voluptuous  curves  of  the  early  spring  of  yoatll 
no:  but  if  he  was  seeking  those  quieter  and  more  rertl 
ira  that  fallow  a  maiden  with  a  true  and  tender  heart,  it 
a  giH>d  cook  and  who  sweeps  under  the  sofa,  yea. 
Mr.  Brotherton  did  not  know  exactly  what  he  dcaired.  I 
been  coming  to  the  Morton  home  on  rarioas  tnwi 
■  thi>  girls  were  little  totii.  He  had  seen  Erniu  in  | 
millinery  Ntore  hat.  lie  had  bought  Martha  her  A 
ale<l:  he  had  got  Ruth  her  la-tt  doll.  But  he  ahook  U|^|| 
Tie  liked  them  all.  And  then,  as  though  to  puzKle]|^|H 
he  had  noticed  that  for  two  or  Uiree  yean,  bo  bad^^^H 
more  than  two  consecutive  evenings  with  any  oC^^^^I 
with  all  of  them.  The  mystery  of  Iheir  conduct  b^^^H 
Fie  Hnmetimes  wondered  indignantly  why  they  ^M^^^| 
in  shiftsT  Sometimes  he  had  Huth  twice;  KHMtai^^^H 
and  Martha  in  sneeessinn — sometimca  MarthA  I^^^H 
like  them  all.  But  he  ould  not  undentand  wli^^^| 
they  followed  in  disposini.'  of  him.  So  as  be  sat  t^^^M 
with  his  8hriner's  pin  and  liMened  In  the  talea  i^^^H 
achoolmtstreas'   romance  that  Kmma   told,   he  WQ^^^H 
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sr  all — ^for  a  man  of  his  tastes,  she  wasn't  really  the 
rer  of  the  flock. 

Yoa  know,  George,"  she  was  old  enough  for  that,  and 
•are  times  when  they  were  alone  she  called  him  George, 
m  working  up  a  kind  of  sorrow  for  Judge  Van  Dorn — 
>it7  or  something.  When  I  taught  little  Lila  he  was  al- 
B  sending  her  candy  and  little  trinkets.  Now  Lila  is  in 
grade  above  me,  and  do  you  know  the  Judge  has  taken 
Talking  by  the  schoolhouse  at  recess,  just  to  see  her,  and 
king  along  at  noon  and  at  night  to  get  a  word  with  her. 

has  put  up  a  swing  and  a  teeter-totter  board  on  the 
»*  playgrounds.  This  morning  I  saw  him  standing,  gaz- 
after  her,  and  he  was  as  sad  a  figure  as  I  ever  saw.  He 
zht  me  looking  at  him  and  smiled  and  said : 

'Fine  prirl,  Emma/  and  walked  away." 

Lord,  Emma,"  said  Mr.  Brotherton,  as  he  brought  his 

baseball  hands  down  on  his  fat  knees.    'T  don*t  blame 
Don't  you  just  think  children  are  about  the  nicest 
igs  in  this  world?" 

Imma  was  silent.     She  had  expressed  other  sentiments 
recently.     Still  she  smiled.     And  he  went  on : 
Oh,  wow! — they're  mighty  fine  to  have  around." 
»ut  ilr.  Brotherton  was  restless  after  that,  and  when  the 
k  was  striking  ten  he  was  in  the  hall.     He  left  as  he  had 
e  for  a  dozen  years.     And  the  young  woman  stood  watcli- 

him  through  the  glass  of  the  door,  a  big,  strong,  hand- 
e  man — who  strode  down  the  walk  with  clicking  heels  of 
le,  and  she  turned  away  sadly  and  hurried  upstairs. 
Martha,"  she  asked,  as  she  took  down  her  hair,  ''was  it 
lined  in  the  beginning  of  the  world  that  all  school  teach- 
would  have  to  take  widowers  t" 

.nd  without  hearing  the  answer,  she  put  out  the  light. 
Ir.    Brotherton,   stalking — not    altogether   uncon.seiously 
n  the  walk,  turned  into  the  street  and  as  he  went  down 
hill,  he  was  aware  that  a  boy  was  overtaking  him.     He 
he  boy  catch  up  with  him.     **0h,  Mr.  Brotherton,"  cried 
boy,  **l\'e  l>een  looking  for  you!" 
Well,  here  I  am;  what  s  the  troublet" 
Grant  sent  me,"  returned  the  boy,  **to  ask  you  if  he 
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I  oould  see  yon  at  eight  o'clock  to-morrow  monttoc  it  I 
I  store  r' 

Brotherton  looked  the  boy  over  aiid  rxolaitued: 
"GraiitT"  and  then.  "Oh— why,  Keii.voa.  I  lUdnt  kM 
I  yon.    You  are  certainly  that  baniaD  bean-stalk,  foa.    Ld 
]  take  a  look  at  you.     Well,  say — "  Mr.  Brotht^'rtoa  i 
I  and  backed  up  and  paused  for  drainatie  fttcet.    Tkoil 
I  exploded:     "Kay,  boy,  if  1  had  you  in  an  olive  wood  frM 

I  could  get  !^.75  or  $3.(10  for  you  as  Nai    ' 

AdonisI  You  surely  are  the  angel  child  1" 
I  The  boy's  great  black  eyes  shone  up  at  the  >iaa  ^ 
I  something  wistful  a>id  dream-like  in  thinn  that  only  I 
1  large,  sensitive  month  seemed  to  compn'hend.     For  Ibc  ^ 

of  the  ehild's  face  was  boy — boy  iu  early  adolotcMieeL    1 

boy  answered  simply: 
I       "Urant  said  to  tell  you   that  he  eipects  the   bmk  ^ 
I  morrow  and  is  anxiouH  to  see  you." 

"  '.  Brotherton  looked  at  the  boy  afcain — th«  eyoi  ham' 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

^  UMfO  OHAPTEB  BUT  ▲  BUST  QNB,  IN  WHICH  KBKYON  ADIXB 

AND  HIS  MOTHER  HAVE  A  8TBAN0B  MEBTINO,  AND  ULA 

TAN  DOBN  TAKES  A  NIOHT  RIDE 

THE  next  morning  at  eight  o'clock,  Grant  Adams  came 
hurrying  into  Brotherton's  store.  As  he  strode 
down  the  long  store  room,  Brotherton  thought  that 
Bnmt  in  his  street  clothes  looked  less  of  a  person  than 
Bnmt  in  his  overalls.  But  the  big  man  rose  like  a  friskj 
itain  in  earthquake  and  called : 
*^  Hello  there,  Danton — going  to  shake  down  the  furnace 

of  revolution  this  morning,  I  understand." 

Gvmnt  stared  at  Brotherton.    Solemnly  he  said,  as  he  stood 

I  awkward  moment  before  sitting.    ' '  Well,  Mr.  Brotherton, 

time  has  come,  when  I  must  fight.    To-day  is  the  day!" 

*'Tes,"  replied  Brotherton,  "I  heard  a  few  minutes  ago 

they  were  going  to  run  you  out  of  the  district  to-day. 

sting  in  the  Commercial  Club  rooms  is  being  called 


Tea,"  said  Grant,  ''and  I've  been  asked  to  appear  before 


"I  gDcai  they  are  going  to  try  and  bluff  you  out,  Grant," 
Bralherton. 

.  "I  goi  wind  of  it  last  night,"  said  Grant,  ''when  they 
.Ittled  up  the  last  hall  in  the  Valley  against  me.  One  after 
LMMthfir  of  the  public  halls  has  been  closed  to  me  during  the 
■-  IM  jtmr.  But  to-day  is  to  be  our  first  public  rally  of  the 
•  lelegates  of  the  Wahoo  Valley  Trades  Council.  Wo  have 
,i%led  oflBee  rooms  in  the  second  floor  of  the  Vanderbilt 
finse  in  South  Harvey,  and  are  coming  out  openly  as  an 
%UbUslied  labor  organization,  ready  for  business  in  the 
*aUey,  and  we  are  going  to  have  a  big  meeting — somewhere 
^I  daD*t  know  where  now,  but  somewhere — "  his  face 
kfiwd  grim  and  a  fanatic  flame  lighted  his  eyes  as  he  spoke. 
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"Somewhere  the  delegates  of  the  Council  will  meet  toiii 
and  1  shall  talk  lo  them — or — " 

"Soh,  boss — mih,  boss — don't  get  excited,"  coumded] 
Brothcrtoa.  "They'll  blow  off  a  little  stvsni  m  tl»e  nml 
thJK  morniiig,  and  then  yiiu  go  on  about  your  biuuiot." 

"Hut  you  don't  know  what  1  know,  George  Brotb 
protentcd  Urant  as  he  leaned  forward.  "1  haw  c 
enough  spio* — oh,  no — not  counting  the  Rpic«  who  wtfi  ( 
vertetl  merely  to  xeare  me — hut  enough  real  spiea  to  ■ 
that  they  mean  busincKsI"  He  stopjied,  und  ntttnglMl 
hi«  chair  again,  he  said  grimly,  "And  to  do  I — 1  ihtDI 
to  the  men  to>night,  or—" 

"All  right, SOD;  you'll  talk  or  'the  boy,  ob,  wb«« ml 
I'll  t*ll  yon  what,"  cried  Mr.  Brollterlon;  "jaaTli 
around  with  the  buzz  saw  till  you'll  get  killed.  Now,  I 
hero.  Grant — I'm  for  your  revolution,  and  aix  buck*ll 
blood.  But  you  can't  afford  to  lose  'em!  Ynu'n  ^ 
ri;;ht  nbout  tho  ehains  of  slavery  and  all  that  Hort  of  t) 
but  don't  get  too  excited  about  it.  You  live  down  t 
alone  with  your  father  and  ho  is  talking  lo  npookti,  and  ,vi 
talking  to  younwlf;  and  you've  ttot  a  kind  of  ingmwai 
of  this  thing.  Give  the  Lord  a  little  tim^,  and  be  11  wut 
this  pii«n  in  our  Aocial  ayatcm.  I'll  help  you.  and  ■ 
before  long  Doc '11  sec  the  light  and  help  you;  but  DM 
Deed  a  reuiilator.  You  oiitjht  to  have  n  wife  and  aboq 
children  to  hook  you  up  to  the  ordinary  coune  of  Hi 
And  nee  lierc.  Grant,"  Mr.  KrolhiTHm  dropped  a  wd 
baud  on  Grant's  shoulder,  "if  you  don 'I  b«  careful  ) 
furnisli  thr^  ingrcdientK  of  s  public  funeral,  and  wbM* 
your  revolution  be  then — and  the  boj-a  in  the  Vall^ 
your  father  and  KenyonT" 

While  Drotberton  was  speaking,  Grant  sat  witk 
DMUve  fut.-e      But   when    Kcnyon's  name  was 
liMcd  np  nuickly  ami  answered: 

>**TllBl  IN  why  I  am  here  ihix  momiiiR;  it 'a  about  K« 
Oaorge  Bnilhi-rton,  that  l>oy  in  more  than  life  to  me." 
fanatie  light  wax  gone  from  Grnnt'N  cye«,  and  (h«  aofl 
in  them  rerealed  a  man  that  George  Brothertoa  had  imI 
In  ynara.  "Mr.  Brotherton,"  eontinue<l  Grant,  "(atJ 
getting  too  old  to  do  much  for  Keuyoo.     The  NeAhs 
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ictically  all  the  expense  of  educating  him.  But  the 
'on't  always  be  here."  Again  he  hesitated.  Then 
ahead  as  if  he  had  decided  for  the  last  time. 
Brotherton,  if  I  should  be  snuffed  out,  I  want  you 
ifter  Kenyon — if  ever  he  needs  it.  You  have  no 
— "  Grant  leaned  forward  and  grasped  Brotherton's 
ids  and  cried,  ''George  Brotherton,  if  you  knew  the 
hat  boy's  heart,  and  what  he  can  do  with  a  violin, 
his  soul  is  unfolding  under  the  spell  of  his  music, 
umb  and  tongue-tied  and  unformed  now ;  and  yet — " 
—say!''  It  came  out  of  Mr.  Brotherton  with  a 
e  a  falling  tree,  ** Grant — well,  say!  Through  sick- 
health,  for  l)otter  or  for  worse,  till  death  do  us 
that  will  satisfy  you."  He  put  his  big  paw  over 
(bed  Grant's  steel  hook  and  jerked  him  to  his  feet, 
sure  sold  Kenyon  into  bondage.  When  I  saw  him 
t — honest  to  God,  man — I  thought  I'd  run  into  a 
oamin<;  around  out  of  stock  without  a  frame!  Him 
>gether  can  do  Ariel  and  Prospero  without  a  scratch 
•up."  Grant  beamed,  but  when  Brotherton  ex- 
jn  an  afterthoufrht.  **Say,  man,  what  about  that  boy's 
Grant's  features  mantled  and  the  old  grim  look 
his  face,  as  Brotherton  went  on:  **Why,  them  eyes 
ake  a  madonna *s  look  like  fried  ogjrs!  Where  did 
m — they're  not  Sands  and  they're  not  Adams,  lie 
e  back  to  some  Peri  that  blew  into  Massachusetts 
enchanted  isle."  Brotherton  saw  that  he  was  an- 
Irant  in  some  way.  Often  he  realized  that  his  Ian- 
as  not  producing  the  desired  effect ;  so  he  veered 
d  .said  jrently,  **YouVe  not  in  any  danger.  Grant; 
ng  as  Fiu  wearini;  elothes  that  button  up  the  front 
worry  about  Kenyon,  I'll  look  after  him." 
linutes  later,  (irant  was  standing  in  the  front  door 
erton  s  store,  gazing  into  .Market  Street.  He  saw 
ands  and  Kyle  Perry  and  Tom  Van  Dorn  walking 
le  store  and  into  the  next.  lie  saw  John  Kollander 
'  blue  soldier  unifonn  stalkinir  throu^ih  the  street, 
the  merchants  f^athorin^  in  small,  volatile  groups 
t  forming  and  re-forming;,  and  he  knew  that  Mr. 
3n*s   classic    language    was   approximately   correct 
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when  he  said  there  wu  s  ben  on.  (irant  eyed 
was  hurrying  pai«l  him  to  the  mm^itiK  like  a 
wat^hiii^  a  <lrov<^  of  chickeui.  Fiaally,  wbcii 
tha  last  stru^jrli^t-  was  in  the  hall,  be  tumad 
heavily  to  thu  C<)innion;ial  Cliili  nmntn.  yt<  he 
the  tieit-(^n!tcinasnes8  of  one  iimeil  by  a  in*«t  pur|iai 
bead  was  Iwnt  in  rerlectiun.  His  lutiid  held  his  ebrw 
him,  and  hiR  shnuldcrfi  stooped.  He  knew  bi*  (oat, 
vay  WAS  hard  and  iinccrtaiD.  and  he  realised  tte  ] 
a  strategic  misstep  at  the  outset  Heavily  be  tBoa 
steps  to  the  hall,  enlerrd,  and  took  a  wat  in  tb«  ra 
sat  with  his  he»d  Imwcd  and  his  Raze  on  the  floor. 
aware  that  JudtEe  Van  Dorn  was  speakinir:  bat  « 
Judge  wa.'«  saying  did  not  interest  OraiiL  His  miod 
aloof  from  the  proeeediugs.  Suddenly  what  he  hi 
pared  lo  say  slij'i'ed  out  of  his  ctinRci'nisneaa)  eooiplfl 
he  heard  the  .hidge  declare,  "We  deem  ihis,  sir.  a  I 
death  ttlmggle  for  our  individual  liberlie*;  a  life  atu 
strugirle  for  our  social  order:  a  life  and  death  atmi 
our  continuance  to  cxi«t  ns  individnalK."  There 
'  repetition  of  the  terms  "life  and  death."  They  appi 
•ome  tin-pan  rbythmie  sense  In  the  Judga' 
Bat  the  phraiteHtniek  tire  In  Orant  Adami'a  heart.  I 
death,  life  and  death,  rang  through  his  boqI  Uke  m 
bells.  "We  have  given  our  all,"  bellowed  th*  Jnd 
make  this  Valley  an  indiutrial  hive,  where  labor 
ermploymmt — sll  of  our  savings,  all  of  our  herita|^ 
Saion  organizing  skill,  and  we  view  this  life  and  da 
gle  for  ils  perpetuity — "  Hut  all  (Inuit  Adams 
that  sentenee  wu  "life  and  death,"  as  the  great  b 
soul  ulanf^ed  its  atartn.  "We  are  a  happy,  industrl 
ity,"  intoned  the  Judge,  the  snare  Judue,  who  w« 
thing  more  than  owner;  who  was  Authority  witfe 
spooaihility,  who  was  the  voiee  of  the  absentee  nuH 
▼oice,  it  seemed  In  Grant,  of  an  enchanted  peseoek  sq 
in  tllB  garden  of  a  dream :  the  voiee  that  cried : 
him  who  would  overthn>w  all  this  eonten tment,  all 
mlnbla  adjiixtuient  rif  industrial  eqtiilihriui 
Kfe  sod  death  alternative  that  is  given  to  1 
riolite  a  peaceful  home." 
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But  aU  that  Grant  Adams  sensed  of  his  doom  in  the 
■dge's  pronouncement  was  the  combat  of  death  with  life. 
lie  and  death  were  meeting  for  their  eternal  stru^rKle,  and 
I  the  words  resounded  a»!ain  and  again  in  the  Judge's  or- 
lory,  there  rushed  into  Grant  Adams *s  mind  the  phrasCi 
I.  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life/'  and  he  knew  that  in 
m  life  and  death  struggle  for  progress,  for  justice,  for  a 
mn  i^undant  life  on  this  planet,  it  would  be  tinally  life 
^  not  death  that  would  win. 

As  he  sat  blindly  glaring  at  the  floor,  there  may  have 
iQkn  into  his  being  some  ember  from  the  stran^je  flame 
Hsing  about  our  earth,  whose  touch  makes  men  mad  with 
lis  Badness  that  men  have,  who  come  from  the  wildernesses 
E  life,  from  the  lowly  walks  and  waste  places — the  madness 
|C  those  who  feed  on  locusts  and  wild  honey;  who,  like  St. 
■aneis  and  Savonarola,  go  forth  on  hopeless  quests  for  the 
attainable  ideal,  or  like  John  Rrown,  who  burn  in  the 
iHching  flame  all  the  wisdom  of  the  schools  and  the  courts, 
■d  for  one  glorious  day  shine  forth   with  their  burning 

Ca  beacon  by  which  the  world  is  lighted  to  its  own  sad 
e. 
Orant  never  remembered  what  he  said  by  way  of  introduc- 
as  he  stood  staring  at  the  crowd.  It  was  a  ditferent 
from  audiences  he  knew.  To  Grant  it  was  the  market 
merchants,  professional  men;  clerks,  bankers, — well- 
men,  with  pale,  upturned  faces  stretehtHl  before  him 
the  rear  of  the  hall.  It  was  all  black  and  white,  and  as 
iMil  cried  *'life  and  death**  Imck  of  liis  oonsi'ioiis  spooi*h, 
image  came  to  him  that  all  these  p^ilo.  l>Ia(*k-cLui  tii;un>s 
in  their  shrouds,  and  that  he  was  talking  to  the  visible 
of  death — laid  out  stiffly  before  him. 
uWhat  answer  he  made  to  Van  Dorn  doi*s  not  matter. 
hot  Adams  could  not  recall  it  when  he  had  linislunl.  Hut 
Nt  as  he  spoke  through  his  beini;  throbbed  the  elect rieal 
^  of  the  words,  '*!  am  the  resurrei*tion  and  the  life.'* 
Id  be  WM  exultant  in  the  consciousness  that  in  the  struggle 
''life  aod  death,*'  life  would  surely  win.  So  he  stood  and 
Ike  with  a  tongue  of  flame. 

*If  you  have  given  all — and  you  havc«  we  also  have  given 
Bat  our  all  is  more  vitally  our  all — than  yours;  for 
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it  is  &ur  bodies,  out  food  and  clothing;  oar 
homes:  our  childrfn's  edauation,  our  *         " 
babJm'    beritug«;    many    of    us    bave    indeed    gi« 
boda'  intefrrity   atid  our  dHtii^liti^nt '   virtue.     All 
have  put  into  ilie  bargain  with  you.     We  have  pi 
into  tbc  common  hopper  of  this  imltuiirial  life,  and  y 
token   the   grain   and    we   the   cbaif.     It   ta   indeed 
and  death  Btrucirle.     And  Ihi-i  liHppy  family,  tliia 
anced  industrial  adjustment,  ihii*  lioll  of  labur  run 
your   mills   like   grist,    thia   is  di^ath;   death    ia   tl 
for  all  your  wicked  system,  (hut  shrinks  and  criniri 
God's  ancient  justice.     *I  am  the  resurrection  and 
was  not  apoken  acroas  the  veil  that  rises  frmn  tk 
It  waa  spoken  for  men  here  in  the  flesli  who  ahall  ■ 
into  a  more  abundant  life.     Life  and  death,  life  aa 
are  struggling  here  this  very  hour,  and  you — you, 
forward  shaking  hin  steel  claw  in  their  face*,  **yo 
greedy  system  of  capital  are  the  doomed;  yoa  i 
embodiment." 

Then  came  the  outburst.  All  over  the  booM  ra 
Men  jumped  from  their  chaira  and  wai'ed  tbeir  an 
Judge  Van  Dorn  quieted  them.  He  knew  that  ti 
4nilt  Adams  physically  at  that  meeting  would  infl 
■ill's  followers  in  the  Valley.  So  be  pounded  tbe| 
Mliet.  To  Adams  be  thundered,  "8it  down,  yoa  1 
Still  the  crowd  hissed  and  jeerctl.  A  great  lix-foota 
blue  overalls,  whom  Grant  knew  as  one  of  the  reefl 
one  of  th«  sluggera  sent  to  the  Valley,  came  enni 
the  front  of  the  room.  But  Judge  Van  l>om  nodi 
bat-k.  Wlieti  the  Juilge  had  stilled  the  tumult,  he  sj 
aternest  judicial  manner.  "Now.  Adama— we  baw 
enough  of  you.  Leave  iJiia  district  Oct  out  of  ihti 
VoQ  have  threatened  ns;  we  ahall  not  pmtret  ma  ti 
limb.  You  are  given  two  hours  to  leave  the  Valley,  ai 
that  yoa  stay  here  at  yoitr  own  peril.  If  you  tiy 
your  labor  council,  don't  aak  ua,  whom  you  have  aea 
tiirmund  you  with  the  protection  of  the  society  y« 
overthrow  in  bloodshed.  Now,  go— ^t  om  of  iM 
cried,  with  all  the  fire  and  fury  that  an  oatn 
specUbility  eould  muater.     But  Grant,  tamios,  tiH 
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adge's  ooat^  held  him  at  arm's  length,  and  lean- 
le  crowd,  with  the  Judge  all  but  dangling  from 
.,  cried:  ''I  shall  speak  in  South  Harv^  to- 
is  indeed  a  life  and  death  struggle,  and  I  shall 
Dspel  of  life.  Ldfe/'  he  cried  with  a  trumpet 
•the  life  of  society,  and  its  eternal  resurreetion 
*ce8  of  life  that  flow  from  the  everlasting  divine 

:rowd  had  left  the  hall,  Orant  hurried  toward 
ading  to  South  Harvey.  As  he  turned  the 
lan  whom  Qrant  had  seen  in  the  hall  met  him, 
m  Grant  recognized  as  a  puddler  in  one  of  the 
^  came  up,  touched  Grant  on  the  shoulder  and 

Grant  nodded. 
?oing  down  to  South  Harvey  f 
ied,  ''Tes,  I'm  going  to  hold  a  meeting  there 

rou  try,"  said  the  man,  pushing  his  face  close 
'you'll  get  your  head  knocked  off — that's  all. 
e  your  kind — understand  f"    Grant  looked  at 
:  his  measure  physically  and  returned: 
,  there  *11  be  some  one  around  to  pick  it  up— 

talked  away,  but  turned  to  say: 

r — you  show  up  in  South  Harvey,  and  we'll  fix 

limed  to  board  a  South  Harvey  car.  Judge  Van 
his  arm,  and  said : 
inute,  the  next  car  will  do. ' ' 
'h  wife  was  with  him,  and  Grant  was  shocked  to 
ike  her  face  had  become,  how  the  lines  of  char- 
m  smoothed  out,  the  eyelids  stained,  the  eye- 
d,  the  lips  colored,  until  she  had  a  bisque  look 
m  shudder.  He  had  seen  faces  like  hers,  and 
he  knew  their  story. 

Ike  to  speak  with  you  just  a  minute.    Come  up 
Margaret,  dearie,"  said  Van  Dom,  **you  wait 
otherton's."     In  the  oflSce,  Van  Dom  squared 
e  Grant  and  said: 
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"It's  no  use,  sir.  Yon  can't  hold  a  meetinic  tktrt 
night — the  thing's  set  against  yon.  I  csn't  «top  Umb,  I 
I  know  the  rou^h  element  there  will  kill  you  it 
You've  doue  your  best — why  mk  yuar  bead,  mu 
purpose!  You  can't  mahe  it — and  it's  dangeroUB  br  | 
to  try." 

Grant  looked  at  Van  Dom.     Then  he  asked : 
"You  represent  the  Harvey  Fuel  Cumpauy,  Judgtl" 
"Yes,"  replied  the  Judge  with  much  pride  of  kalkM 
"and  we — " 

Uraiit  ijtopped  him.     "Judge,"  he  uiid,  "if  job  Mow  3 
horo — I'll  ring  my  bell  and —     If  I  don't  hoW  my  nxd 
to-night,  your  mines  won't  open  to-morrow  morning. 
Juil(;e  rose  aud  led  Uie  wuy  to  Ihv  d(Hir, 

"Oh,  well,"  he  sneered,  "if  you  won't  take  advioe,  iJm 
no  need  of  wasting  lime  on  yon."  , 

"No,"  answered  (.irant,  "only  remember  whal  !'««  miiS 
\S'hen  Grant  alighted  from  the  oar  in  South  Harvcir,  II 
found  his  puddler  friend  waiting  tor  him.    Tht 
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hurt  his  meeting.  The  barring  proved  to  the  workers  the 
righteoosness  of  their  demands  So  Grant  sallied  forth  to 
locate  a  vacant  lot ;  he  shot  out  of  his  room  full  of  the  force 
of  his  enthusiasm,  but  his  force  met  another  force  as  strong 
as  his,  and  ruthless.  God's  free  out  of  doors,  known  and 
beloved  of  Grant  from  his  boyhood,  was  preempted :  What 
he  found  in  his  quest  for  a  meeting  place  was  a  large  red 
sign,  ''No  trespassing,"  upon  the  nearest  vacant  lot,  and  a 
special  policeman  parading  back  and  forth  in  front  of  the 
lot  on  the  sidewalk.  He  found  a  score  of  lots  similarly 
placarded  and  patrolled.  He  sent  men  to  Magnus  and  Foley 
scurrying  like  ants  through  the  Valley,  but  no  lot  was  avail- 
able. 

Up  town  in  Harvey,  the  ants  also  were  busy.  The  company 
was  sending  men  over  Market  Street,  picking  out  the  few  in- 
dividuals who  owned  vacant  lots,  leasing  them  for  the  month 
and  preparing  to  justify  the  placarding  and  patrolling  that 
already  had  been  done.  One  of  the  ants  that  went  hurrying 
out  of  the  Sands  hill  on  this  errand,  was  John  Kollander, 
and  after  he  had  seen  Wright  &  Perry  and  the  few  other 
merchants  who  owned  South  Harvey  real  estate,  he  en- 
ooantered  Captain  Ezra  Morton,  who  happened  to  have  a 
vacant  lot,  given  to  the  Captain  in  the  first  flush  of  the  South 
Harvey  boom,  in  return  for  some  service  to  Daniel  Sands. 
John  Kollander  explained  his  errand  to  the  Captain,  who 
nodded  wisely,  and  stroked  his  goatee  meditatively. 

''I  got  to  think  it  over,"  he  bawled,  and  walked  away,  leav- 
ing John  Kollander  puzzled  and  dismayed.  But  Captain 
Morton  spent  no  time  in  academic  debate.  In  half  an  hour 
he  was  in  South  Harvey,  climbing  the  stairs  of  the  Vander- 
bilt  House,  and  knocking  at  Grant  Adams's  door.  Throwing 
open  the  door  Grant  found  Captain  Morton,  standing  to  at- 
tention with  a  shotgun  in  his  hands.  The  Captain  marched 
in,  turned  a  s(|uare  corner  to  a  chair,  but  slumped  into  it 
with  a  relieved  sigh. 

"Well,  Grant — I  heard  your  speech  this  morning  to  the 
Merchants'  Association.  You're  crazy  as  a  bed  bug— eh t 
That's  what  I  told  'em  all.  And  then  they  said  to  let  you 
go  to  it — ^you  couldn't  get  a  hall,  and  the  company  could  keep 
you  off  the  lots  all  over  the  Valley,  and  if  you  tried  to  speak 


1  the  streets  they'd  run  you  in — what  sayl" 
■Dapped  with  some  virility,  and  he  lifted  up  bia 
\  «ried: 

"Hut  'y  gory — ix  that  the  way  to  do  a  man,  I  ■  , 
—why,  that  ain't  free  Kpecefa!     I  remciiilxT  wbro  tbcjd 
['Garrison  and  Lovcjoy  and  those  old  boy»  that  way  fc 
'var.     1  fit,  hied  and  died  for  that.  Oraiit— ch  I     And  I  ■ 
to  the  ^irls  this  noon:     'Qirls — your  pa's  |rot  mV  ~ 

Tlurvi'y.  over  1h<Te  next  to  the  Red  Dojc  saloon,  t 
way  baek  when  they  were  cheap,  and  now  that  the  a 
grot  all  their  bnildin^  up  and  don't  want  to  bojr  ■ 
why,  they're  cheaper  gtill—whal  «8y!' 

'"And  "y  (tory,  I  sbj-b  to  the  pirls — 'If  yonr  raa  wai  I 

ing  I  know  what  she'd  say.    She'd  say,  "You  ju<rt  iro  v 

there  and  tell  that  Adams  boy  that  lot's  hum,  and  if  ■ 

■'4ne  tries  1o  molest  him,  you  blow  'em  to  hell" — thiit'i  «1 

Snr  ma'd  say' — only  wonI«  to  that  effeet — ehT     And  to  I 
_      »  jumping  John  R(^rers,  (Irant — here  I  amt" 

He  looked  at  the  sholfnm.     "One  load's  bird  •hot— 

Ine  and  soft,  with  a  small  charge  of  powder."     He  put  h 

[band  to  hix  mouth  Nheepinhly  and  added  apoloft-lieally,  ' 

flUppoac  I  won 't  need  it, — but  I  just  put  the  blatnedat  In 

I'Vf  buck  shot  and  powder  In  that  right  barrel  ^-du  cwr  mv 

irttat  sayT" 

Orant  said :  "Well,  Captain— this  isn't  >-our  fiiHit-  Yi 
I't  believe  in  what  I'm  talking  about — you've  prtrvedyiN 
Mtriotism  in  a  great  war.  l>'>ii  't  get  into  this.  Captain  " 
"Grant  Adams,"  barked  the  Captain  as  if  he  wer«  diiliii 
a  eompany,  "I  believe  if  you'rr>  not  a  Socialist,  you're  ji 
■  bad.  but  *y  gory,  I  fought  for  the  right  of  free  apm 
Iflnd  free  meelinip*,  and  Socialist  or  no  Soeialist,  that's  y« 
right.  I'tD  soini;  lo  defend  you  on  my  owu  lot"  He  n 
•gain,  slr8ixh(en'*d  up  in  rheumatic  pain,  marched  to  t 
door,  saluletl,  and  said: 

"I  brought  my  tnjpper  along  with  me.  It'a  in  my  a 
pocket.  I  'm  going  over  In  the  tot  and  sit  there  till  3-00  m 
I  know  this  class  of  people  down  here.  They  aint  vortk  h 
mom,  Grant,"  admonished  the  Captain  earnestly.  "But 
I'm  not  there,  the  eompany  will  crowd  their  men  hi  on  tl 
lot  M  nre  aa  guns,  when  they  know  you  are  lo  meet  th 
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*m  going  there  to  guard  it  till  you  come.    Good  day — 

i  with  that  he  thumped  limpingly  down  the  narrow 
across  the  little  landing,  out  of  the  door  and  into  the 

nt  stood  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  watched  him  out 
bt.    Then  Grant  pulled  himself  together,  and  went  out 

the  gathering  members  of  the  Labor  Council  in  the 
oflSce  and  the  men  of  Local  No.  10  to  announce  the 
of  meeting.  Later  in  the  afternoon  he  met  Nathan 
When  he  told  Nathan  of  the  meeting,  the  young  man 
in  his  rasping  Yankee  voice: 
x>d — ^you're  no  piker.    They  said  they  had  scared  the 

out  of  you  at  the  meeting  this  morning,  and  they've 
*d  they  were  going  to  beat  you  up  this  afternoon  and 
>u  to-night.  You  look  pretty  husky — but  watch  out. 
really  are  greatly  excited." 

ell,"  replied  Grant  grimly,  **I'U  be  there  to-night" 
*vertheless,"  returned  Nathan,  snapping  off  his  words 
ugh  he  was  cutting  them  with  steel  scissors,  '*  Anne  and 
pd  to-day,  that  I  must  come  to  Mrs.  Williams's  and  take 
•  the  meeting.    They  may  get  ugly  after  dark." 
f  an  hour  later  on  the  street,  Grant  was  passing  his 

Anne,  wheeling  Daniel  Kyle  Perry  out  to  take  the 
[le  checked  his  hurried  step  when  he  caught  her  smile 
lid,  **Well,  Anne,  Nate  told  me  that  you  wish  to  send 
^er  to  the  meeting  to-night,  as  my  body  guard.     1  don 't 

body  guard,  and  you  keep  Nate  at  home."  He  smiled 
on  his  cousin  and  for  a  moment  all  of  the  emotional 
in  his  face  was  melted  by  the  gentleness  of  that  smile, 
e,"  he  said — **what  a  brick  you  are!" 

laughed  and  gave  him  the  full  voltage  of  her  joyous 
nd  answered : 

•ant,  I'd  rather  be  the  widow  of  a  man  who  would 
by  you  and  what  you  are  doing,  than  to  be  the  wife  of 

who  shrank  from  it."     She  lowered  her  voice,  "And 

here's  a  curious  thing:  this  sei^ond  Mrs.  Van  Dorn 
me  up  on  the  phone  a  little  bit  ago,  and  said  she  knew 
id  I  were  cousins  and  that  you  and  Nate  were  such 
a,  but  would  I  tell  Nate  to  keep  you  away  from  any 


IN  THK  IIEAliT  OF  A  FOOL 

to-iiifthtT     Shp  said  she  coaldn't  trU 
learned  some  |»erfectl>'  awful  tbiogs  they 
*  she  didn't  want  to  sec  any  trouiiUi. 


I 


Grant  shook  his  he«d.    "Well,  what  did  yim 
aaked. 

I  said  that  whn«  thoy  were  doinff  ■ 
jBwfnl  tbingB  Iti  yon,  your  friends  wouldn't  bt  i 
'"  >in«<!     And  alie   rang  off.     What  do  yon  think  of  il 
IP  asked. 

Just  throwing  a  ware  into  to*- — under  order*,"  rapo 
tho  man  and  hurried  on. 

When  Grant  returned  to  the  hotel  at  nipp*'  time,  he  B 
Mr.  Brotherlon  sitting  in  a  ramahBckle  rocking  ehair  ia  I 
VpxUini  betlroom,  waitintt. 

I  thousht  I  "d  eome  over  and  bring  a  eoupic  of  f 

,«xpliiiii(>d  Mr,  Brotherlon.  pointing  to  tho  eomer,  wi 

'lolimns  leflne<l  a^^inNt  the  wall. 

"W^hy,  man."  eiclaimed  Grant,  "that'll  gond  «if  yno,  1 

bU  the  time  I've  been  in  tfa«  work  of  organiaatioB.  1 

•r  rarricd  a  gnn.  nor  had  one  aruiind.     I  don't  wa 

,  Mr.  Brotherton." 

I  do."  returned  the  elder  man.  "and  I'm  here  to 

moral  foree  in  a  trnind  thini^,  hnt  in  Iheae  latitude*  a 

poke  Betsy  .lane  under  the  nose  of  an  erring  voaau 

the  truth  with  munh  more  clearuetw  than  othen 

■tick  to  the  ^n — and  yon  ean  go  in  hard  for  moral  aiui 

Also,"  he  adde<),  "I've  juxt  taken  a  aurvey  of  tl 

isra,  and  told  the  mtwun  to  bring  the  aapper  ap  k 

lere  may  tx-  an  early  enrtain  rainer  on  this  eiitertaiaa 

id  if  thry  f"^  going  to  cha«e  you  out  of  town  to-night 

want  a  good  seat  hI  the  perfnrinanee. ' '     IJe  grinnad. 

Perrj'  will  join  us  m  a  little  quiet  isoeial  i 

callt^  him  lip  an  hour  ago,  and  hi'  iukid  he'd  I 

thirty.     1  think  he's  niming  now,"     In  another  i 

alim   Vankee  fi)n>re  of   Nathan   wan  in  the  i 

■caredy  duak  outnide,     Mra.  Williams  canie  up  with  a  t 

of  food.     Aa  die  net  it  down  Rhe  «aid : 

"Tben'a  a  erowd  around  at  the  Hot  Dog,  yon  ean  4 
tben  ibroagh  the  window," 


A  STRANGE  MEETING  AND  A  NIGHT  RIDE     415 

Nate  and  Ghrant  looked.  Mr.  Brotherton  went  into  the 
SQpper.  ''Crowd  all  rights"  assented  Nate.  There  was  no 
nuistaking  the  crowd  and  its  intention.  There  were  new  men 
from  the  day  shift  at  the  smelter,  im]K)rted  by  the  com- 
pany to  oppose  the  unions.  A  thousand  such  men  had  been 
brought  into  the  district  within  a  few  months. 

"There's  another  saloon  across  the  road  here/'  said  Mr. 
Brotherton,  looking  up  from  his  food.  ''My  understanding 
m  that  they  're  going  to  make  headquarters  across  the  street 
in  Dick's  Place.  You  know  I  got  a  pipe-line  in  on  the 
enemy  through  the  Calvin  girl.  She  gets  it  at  home,  and 
her  father  gets  it  at  the  office.  Our  estimable  natty  little 
friend  Joe  will  be  down  here — ^he  says  to  keep  the  peace. 
That's  what  he  tells  at  home.  I  know  what  he's  coming 
for.  Tom  Van  Dom  will  sit  in  the  back  room  of  that  saloon 
and  no  one  will  know  he's  there,  and  Joseph  will  issue  Tom's 
orders.  Lord,"  cried  Mr.  Brotherton,  waving  a  triangle  of 
pie  in  his  hand,  "don't  I  know  'em  like  a  book." 

While  he  was  talking  the  crowd  slowly  was  swelling  in 
front  of  the  Hot  Dog  saloon.     It  was  a  drinking  and  noisy 
crowd.    Men  who  appeared  to  be  leaders  were  taking  other 
men  in  to  the  bar,  treating  them,  then  bringing  them  out 
again,  and  talking  excitedly  to  them.     The  crowd  grew  rHp- 
idly,  and  the  noise  multiplied.    Another  crowd  was  gath- 
ering— ^just  a  knot  of  men  down  the  street  by  the  Com- 
IMUiy's  store,  in  the  opposite  direction  from  tiie  Hot  Dog 
crowd.     Grant  and  Nate  noticed  the  second  crowd  at  the 
same  time.     It  was  Local  No.  10.    Grant  left  the  window  and 
lighted  the  lamp.    He  wrote  on  a  piece  of  paper,  a  few  lines, 
handed  it  to  Nathan,  saying: 

"Here,  sign  it  with  me."     It  read: 

"Boys — whatever  you  do,  don't  start  anythinj; — of  any 
kind — ^no  matter  what  happens  to  us.  We  can  take  care  of 
ourselves. ' ' 

Nathan  Perry  signed  it,  slipped  down  the  stairs  into  the 
hall,  and  beckoned  to  his  men  at  the  Company 's  strire.  The 
crowd  at  the  Hot  Dog  saw  him  and  yelled,  but  Evan  Evans 
came  running  for  the  note  and  took  it  back.  Little  Tom 
Williams  came  up  the  stairs  with  Nathan,  sayin^?: 
"Well — they're  getting  ready  for  business.     I  braui^t  ^^ 
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gun  up  to  No.  3  this  afternoon.     I'm  with  Orsnt  in 

~~     little  latidlurd  went  into  No.  3.  appeared  with  •  hl^' 
and  oame  bohbing  into  the  room.  ' 

Grant  at  the  window  could  see  the  crowd  tnarcbing  tnm 
the  Hot  Dog  to  Diclc's  Place,  yelling  and  cursing  u  it  wcnL 
The  KToui)  in  the  bedroom  over  the  street  opened  the  aXnH 
'udows  to  see  better  and  hear  better.  An  iTicmnde»rnn 
over  the  duor  of  the  saloon  lighted  the  narrow  street,  la 
front  of  the  saloon  aiid  under  the  light  the  mob  hailed.  Thi 
men  in  the  room  with  Grant  were  at  the  windows  watehii^ 
Suddenly^ — as  by  -some  prearranged  order,  four  men  with  !► 
vnlvers  in  tht^ir  hands  ran  across  the  street  towarda  tbt  h^ 
tel.  Brothertoii,  ^Villiams  and  Perry  ran  to  the  basd  4 
he  fltairs,  guns  in  hand.  Grant  followed  them.  Tbm  tllf 
stood  when  the  door  below  was  thrown  open,  and  thfl  tatt 
men  below  nished  ueross  the  small  landing  to  the  bottai  wi 
(he  stairs.  It  was  dark  in  the  upper  hall,  but  a  ligbt  frMl 
flooded  (he  lower  hall.  The  men  below  did  Ht 
look  up:  they  were  on  the  staira. 
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id  a  terrifying  alarm  in  the  darkened  hallway.  The 
■.  two  men  were  on  the  first  steps  of  the  stairs — ^they 
up  and  saw  three  gun  barrels  pointing  down  at  them, 
eard  Brotherton  call  "one— two— three,"  but  before 
Id  say  "fire"'  the  men  fell  back  panic  stricken  and  ran 
the  place. 

crowd  left  the  sidewalk  and  moved  into  the  saloon, 
le  street  was  deserted  for  a  time.  Local  No.  10  held 
t  down  by  the  Company  Store.  It  seemed  like  an  age 
men  at  the  head  of  the  stairs.  Yet  Mr.  Brotherton 's 
unning  fire  of  ribaldry  never  stopped.  He  was  ex- 
md  language  came  from  his  throat  without  restraint, 
a  Grant's  quick  ear  caught  a  sound  that  made  him 
^r.  It  was  far  away,  a  shrill  high  note;  in  a  few 
s  the  note  was  repeated,  and  with  it  the  animal  cry 
ver  mistakes  who  hears  it — the  cry  of  an  angry  mob. 
»uld  hear  it  roaring  over  the  bridge  upon  the  Wahoo 
ey  knew  it  was  the  mob  from  Magnus,  Plain  Valley 
Dley  coming.  On  it  came,  with  its  high-keyed  horror 
tg  louder  and  louder.  It  turned  into  the  street  and 
-oaring  and  whining  down  to  the  meeting  place  at  the 
It  filled  the  street.  Then  appeared  Mr.  Calvin  fol- 
a  saloon  porter,  who  was  rolling  a  whiskey  barrel 
he  saloon.  The  porter  knocked  in  the  head,  and  threw 
)s  to  the  crowd. 

lat  do  you  think  of  that  for  a  praying  Christian!" 
1  Mr.  Brotherton.  No  one  answered  Mr.  Brotherton, 
e  whiskey  soon  began  to  make  the  crowd  noisy. 
e  leaders  waited  for  the  whiskey  to  make  the  crowd 
The  next  moment,  Van  Dorn*8  automobile — the  old 
r>t  the  new  one — came  chugging  up.  Grant,  at  the 
V,  looked  out  and  turned  deathly  sick.  For  he  saw 
ddler  who  had  bullied  him  during  the  day  get  out  of 
\  and  in  the  puddier's  grasp  was  Kenyon — with  white 
ut  not  whimpering. 

men  made  way  for  the  puddler,  who  hurried  the  boy 
le  saloon.    Grant  did  not  speak,  but  stood  unnerved 
orror-stricken  staring  at  the  saloon  door  which  had 
nred  up  the  boy. 
bU,  for  God — "  cried  Brotherton. 
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"A  Bcreea — they're  going  to  tue  the  boy  ■•  a 
damn  cowardd!"  ra«pcd  Natb&u  I'erry. 

The  little  Welshuuin  mo&ued.  And  th«  three  Wl»t 
■tariii^  at  (iratit  wliooc  eyes  <ii<J  noi  »bift  from  the 
door.  lie  wa«  rigid  and  his  Eaoe,  which  trembled  for 
nieitl,  set  like  molten  broozc. 

"If  I  surrender  now,  if  they  beat  mc  here  with  an 
IfH  than  my  death,  the  whole  work  of  yean  ia 
long  straggle  of  theee  men  for  their  richla."  lie  . 
to  hix  eoiapaniona,  but  ihrou^ih  ihem  to  binuelf.  "] 
givo  up — Dot  even  for  Keiiynn."  he  criod,  "Tom — 
Grant  turned  to  the  little  Wclnhman.  "Voo  stood  I 
heard  ]>iek  Bowman  order  Mags  to  hold  the  abovel 
fae<-l  Did  bi-  xhrinkt  Well.  Ihis  eaiiw  ia  the  lite  and 
struggle  of  all  the  Dicks  in  the  Valley — oot  for  ju 
week,  but  for  «lwayn. " 

Delow  the  crowd  was  hushed.     Joe  Cakin  had 
and  wuK  giving  orders  in  a  low  tone.     The  hutking 
the  puddler  could  be  seen  picking  oat  his  men:  be  hai 
set  off  in  a  W|und.     The  men  in  the  room  i-ould  Be« 
beads  of  sweat  stand  out  oD  (Irant's  forehead.     "Kei 
Kenyon,"  he  cried  in  ai:ony.     Then  Oeorg*  BralbeX 
ODt  bis  bellow,  "Orant — look  bere—do  ym  tUak  1' 
to  8re  on — " 

But  the  next  minute  the  $;roup  at  the  window  n 
tiling  that  made  even  Oe«rge  nrotberton's  bull  va 
Into  the  drab  street  below  flashed  eoniethin^  all  ti 
was  tbe  Van  Dom  motor  ear,  the  new  one.  Bot  the 
tfae  ear  waa  subdued  beside  tiie  acarlet  of  the  woaua 
back  aeat — a  woman  without  hat  or  eoat,  hcdding  i 
in  ber  am*.  The  ineii  at  the  window  could  not 
those  saw  in  tbe  street;  but  tboy  could  see  Joa  Cah 
back ;  eould  see  the  oonstemation  on  hta  faee,  raold  ■ 
wavinfT  his  bands  to  the  erawd  to  clear  tbe  way.  Aa 
those  at  the  window  above  saw  ^laripu^  Vaa  Dora  riM 
ear  and  they  heard  ber  call,  "Joe  (^vinl  Joa  Call 
abeserMmed,  "bring  ny  buriwnd  out  from  babind  I 
fonrn  door — qnick^-quick,"  she  shrieked,  "aoh^  1 

Tbe  mob  parted  for  ber.     1'he  men  at  tlw  boMd 
oould  not  see  what  aba  had  in  her  ama.    Sh»  i 
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drrrer  wheel,  drive  to  the  opposite  lide  of  the  street  directlj 
nnder  the  hotel  window^^irectly  in  frout  of  the  besieged 
door.  In  another  instant  Van  Dom,  ghastly  with  rage,  came 
bareheadad  out  of  the  saloon*  He  ran  across  the  street  cry- 
ing: 

^' Yon  she  devil,  what  do  you — '' 

But  he  stopped  without  finishing  his  sentence.  The  men 
above  hioked  down  at  what  he  was  looking  at  and  saw  a 
child — Tofli  Van  Dom  's  child,  Lila,  in  the  car. 

**My  God,  Margaret — ^what  does  this  meant"  he  almost 
whispered  in  terror. 

**lt  means,"  returned  the  strident  voice  of  the  woman, 
'*that  when  you  sent  for  your  car  and  the  driver  told  me 
ks  was  going  to  Adamses — I  knew  why — from  what  you 
Bud,  and  now,  by  God,"  she  screamed,  ''give  me  that  boy — 
or  tills  girl  goes  to  the  union  men  as  their  shield. ' ' 

Van  Dom  did  not  speak.  His  mouth  seemed  about  to  be> 
gin,  but  she  stopped  him,  crying : 

**And  if  you  touch  her  TU  kill  you  both.  And  the  child 
first" 

The  woman  had  lost  control  of  her  voice.  She  swung  a 
pistol  toward  the  child. 

''Give  me  that  boy!"  she  shrieked,  and  Van  Dorn,  dumb 
■id  amaxed,  stood  staring  at  her.  "Tell  them  to  bring  that 
hy  before  I  count  five:    One,  two,"  she  shouted,  "three — " 

"Oh,  Joe,"  called  Van  Dorn  as  his  whole  body  bef?an  to 
tranble,  '* bring  the  Adams  boy  quick — ^hore!"  llis  voiee 
broke  into  a  shriek  with  nervous  agitation  and  the  word 
*'bere"  was  uttered  with  a  piercing  yell,  that  made  the 
ttvwd  wince. 

Calvin  brought  Kenyon  out  and  sent  him  across  the  street. 
Grant  opened  a  window  and  called  out :  ' "  Get  into  the  car 
%ith  Ula,  Kenyon — please." 

The  woman  in  the  car  cried:  ''Grant,  Grant,  is  that  you 
iqi  theret  Th^  were  going  to  murder  the  boy,  Urant.  Do 
joa  want  his  child  up  thereV* 

She  looked  up  and  the  arc  light  before  the  hotel  revealed 
her  tragie,  shattered  face — a  wreck  of  a  face,  crumpled  and 
^  aat  of  line  and  focus  as  the  tlickering  glare  of  the  arc* 
lif^t  fell  upon  it.    "Shall  I  send  you  his  chiKlf**  she  babbled 
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hysterically,   keeping   the   revolver   potiittid   it   Lila — "I 
child  that  he's  silly  about!" 

Vau  Doi-ii  started  for  her  car,  but  Brothvrlot]  at  Ibr  « 
dow  bellowed  across  a  gun  sight:  "Move  «o  ineb  and  1 
shoot," 

Uruut  called  down:  "Margaret,  l&ke  Lila  and  Km) 
home,  please. ' ' 

Then,  with  Mr.  Brothertori's  guu  cox-cring  the  fatlwr 
the  street  below,  the  driver  of  the  ear  turned  it  « 
through  the  ptirtiiip  crowd,  and  was  froQC  b»  i 
and  fis  (jiuekly  as  he  eame. 

"Now,"  cried  Mr  Hrotherton,  still  sighting  down  the| 
barrel  pointed  at  Van  Dorn,  standiiit;  alone  in  tlie  middle 
the  street,  "you  make  tracks,  and  don't  you   go  to  l" 

(saloon  either — you  go  home  to  the  bosom  of  your  f 
fitop,"  roared  Mr.  Brotberton,  as  the  man  tried  to  I 
Into  a  run.     Van  IJorn  stopped,    "(lo  ilown  lo  the  < 
store  where  the  union  men  are,"  commanded  Mr.  BruUxrl 
"They  will  take  you  home 

"Hey — you  Loeal  No,  10,"  howled  Ihe  trreal  bull  voiea 
Brotherton.     "You  fellows  take  this  man  bomc  to  bia  4 
^ine  and  fig  tree." 

Van  IJorn,  looking  ever  behind  him  for  help  that  did  I 

me,  edged  down  the  street  and  into  the  arms  of  Ijoeal  f 

10,  and  was  swallowed  up  in  that  crowd.     A  rock  from  a 

'  9  street  crashed  through  the  window  where  the  ifun  I 

»re  protruding,  bnt  there  was  no  fire  in  retnm. 

>cl[  and  another  came.     Hut  there  wns  no  tiring. 

(Irant,   who  knew  somelhinj;  of  mobH,   fell   inaUnetifl 

that  the  trouble  was  over,     Nathan  and  Bnitbertoii  ■ 

Tbey  stood   for  a  time — a  lone  time  it  seemed  to  tb 

guarding  the  stairs.     Then  aoine  one  struck  a  matefe 

looked  at  his  watch.     It  wa<4  half  past  eight.     It  WK 

late  for  Urant  to  hold  his  meeting.     Rut  he  felt  «tn 

that  the  exit  of  Van   Dorn   had  left  the  crowd  witboaj 

I  ieadrr  sncl  that  the  lljiht  nf  the  nigbl  was  won. 

"Well,"  said   (Irant,  lirawini:  a  deep  breath. 

lot  run  me  out  of  town  tn-niitht      1  could  go  to  the  hit  a 

10  meeting;  but  it's  late  and  it  « 
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wmit  until  to-morrow  night.  They  should  sleep  this  off — 
Vm  going  to  talk  to  them/' 

He  stepped  to  an  iron  balcony  outside  the  window  and 
patting  his  hands  to  his  mouth  uttered  a  long  horn-like  blast. 
The  men  saw  him  across  the  street.  "Come  over  here,  all 
of  you — "  he  called.  **I  want  to  talk  to  you — just  a 
minute.*' 

The  crowd  moved,  first  one  or  two,  then  three  or  four,  then 
hj  tens.  Soon  the  crowd  stood  below  looking  up  half  curi- 
ootly — half  angrily. 

'^You  see,  men,"  he  smiled  as  he  shoved  his  hand  in  his 
poeket,  and  put  his  head  humorously  on  one  side : 

'*We  are  more  hospitable  when  you  all  come  than  when 
jou  send  your  delegations.  It*s  more  democratic  this  way 
—just  to  kind  of  meet  out  here  like  a  big  family  and  talk  it 
•fer.  Some  way,''  he  laughed,  ''your  delegates  were  in  a 
harry  to  go  back  and  report.  Well,  now,  that  was  right. 
That  is  true  representative  government.  You  sent  'em,  they 
eame;  were  satisfied  and  went  back  and  told  you  all  aliout 
it*'  The  crowd  laughed.  He  knew  when  they  laughed 
that  he  could  talk  on.  ''But  you  see,  I  believe  in  democratic 
government.  I  want  you  all  to  come  and  talk  this  matter 
over — not  just  a  few." 

He  paused;  then  began  again:  "Now,  men,  it's  late. 
I've  trot  so  much  to  say  I  don't  want  to  begin  now.  I  don't 
like  to  have  Tom  Van  Dorn  and  Joe  Calvin  divide  time  with 
Be.  I  want  the  whole  evening  to  myself.  And,"  he  loaned 
over  clicking  his  iron  claw  on  the  balcony  railini;  while  his 
jaw  showed  the  play  of  muscles  in  the  li^ht  from  below, 
"what's  more  I'm  going  to  have  it,  if  it  takes  all  summer. 
Now  then,"  he  cried:  **The  Labor  Council  of  the  Wahoo 
Valley  will  hold  its  meeting  to-uu/rrow  night  at  seven-thirty 
sharp  on  Captain  Morton  s  vacant  lot  just  the  other  side  of 
the  Hot  Dog  saloon.  I'll  talk  to  that  meeting.  1  want  you 
to  come  to  that  meeting  and  hear  what  we  have  to  say  about 
IV bat  we  are  trying  to  do." 

A  few  men  clapped  their  hands.  Grant  Adams  turned 
^k  into  the  room  and  in  due  course  the  crow<i  slowly  dis- 
lolved.     At  ten  o'clock  he  was  standing  in  the  door  of  the 


ViuMlt*rbilt  Houjw  looking  at  bis  watch,  nady  to  tan 
for  Uie-  iii|{ht.  Suddenly  he  rcnieinbered  the  Oaptain. 
faurriMl  anmrid  to  tbu  llot  t>*>«,  iind  tliert;  pt^rtng  inui 
darknMM  of  tbe  vst^aot  lot  nsw  thL-  (Japutn  with  hi* 
on  bis  shauldvr  pacing  bock  tind  fortli,  a  Mlent,  faithful 
try,  iiiin'lifivwi  fmm  duty. 

\Vhpn  (iraiit  bad  relieved  him  and  told  him  thai 
tnoble  waa  otct,  tbe  littb>  old  man  looked  up  with 
■nppjr  eyes  and  hia  dried,  weazened  tmilc  aad  said:  * 
goty,  man— I  'ni  itlad  you  come.  I  wait  jint  a-thinkinf  I 
thnn  jnHa  of  mine  haven 't  cooked  any  potatoes  to  |to  ' 
the  ni^Ht  to  make  baab  for  breakfast — eht  and  I'm  ati 
fa*  baah." 


CHAPTER  XXXVII 

m  WHKH  WB  WITNJEUB  A  CEREMONY  IN  THE  TEMPLE  OF  LOfB 

GBOBOE  BROTHERTON  took  the  Captain  to  the 
atreet  ear  that  night.  They  rode  faee  to  face  and  all 
that  the  Captain  had  seen  and  more,  ouUide  tho 
Vanderbilt  Hoiuie,  and  all  that  George  Brotherton  had  seen 
withm  hi  portals,  a  street  car  load  of  Harvey  people  heard 
viih  much  '^  T  gorying"  and  ''Well — saying/'  as  the  car 
nitled  through  the  fields  and  into  Market  Street.  Amiable 
utisfaction  with  the  night's  work  beamed  in  the  moonface 
Q(  Mr.  Brotherton  and  the  Captain  was  drunk  with  martial 
qurit.  He  shouldered  his  gun  and  marched  down  the  full 
Iflofth  of  the  car  and  off,  dragging  Brotherton  at  his  chariot 
wheels  like  a  spoil  of  battle. 

**Conie  on^  George/'  called  the  Captain  as  the  audience 
ia  the  car  smiled.  ''Young  roan,  I  need  you  to  tell  the  girls 
tkat  their  pa  ain't  gone  stark,  staring  mad — eht  And  I 
Want  to  show  'em  a  hero  I — ^What  say?     A  genuine  hee-ro!" 

It  was  half  an  hour  after  the  Captain  bursting  upon  his 

ketrthstone  like  a  martial  sky  rocket,  had  exploded  the  last 

ml  Us  blue  and   green  candles.     The  three   girls,   sitting 

wnMiDd  the  cold  base  burner,  beside  and  above  which  Mr. 

Biucherton  stood  in  statuesque  repose,  heard  the  Captain  *s 

tale  and  the  protests  of  Mr.  Brotherton  much  as  £>es<lemona 

keard  of  Othello's  perils.    And  when  the  story  was  finished 

and  retold  and  refinished  and  the  Captain  was  rising  with 

^rtit  the  girls  called  the  hash-look  in  his  snappy  little  eyes, 

Ibrtha  saw  Ruth  swallow  a  vast  yawn  and  Martha  turned 

li  Bnuna  an  appreciative  smile  at  Ruth*s  discomfiture. 

But  Emma*8  eyes  were  fixed  upon  Mr.  Brotherton  and 
kr  faee  turned  toward  him  with  an  aspect  of  tender  adora- 
tioo.  Mr.  Brotherton,  who  was  not  without  appreciation  of 
^  aim  heroic  caste,  saw  the  yawn  and  the  smile  and  then 
W  tmw  the  face  of  Emma  Mortem. 
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It  came  over  him  in  a  flash  nt  surprise  that  Rnlli  u^, 
iMariha  were  yuuiig  things,  not  of  his  world;  and  tli^t  Emaft: 
Iwas  of  liis  world  and  very  muuh  for  him  ia  his  world  B; 
Tgot  to  him  tiiroui-'h  the  busy  guard  of  hia  outer  eonacioanHB 
■with  a  ^reiit  rush  of  tenderness  that  Kinma  reallj'  cam]  for 
Itlie  dangers  he  had  faced  and  wa.s  proud  of  the  part  tie  ki4 
■played.  And  J^lr.  Brothcrlon  knew  that,  with  Kuth  ui 
|Martha,  it  was  a  laic  that  was  told. 

;  he  saw  her  standing  anion<.'  her  sisters,  his  braH  Ui 
|frnm  him  the  little  school  teaeher  with  crow's  fe«t  «t  he. 
'yes,  but  revealed  instead  the  flowing  heart  of  on  cxalul 
|wniuan,  wbo  did  not  realize  that  she  was  uncovering  b«T  lov^ 
I  woman  who  in  the  story  she  bad  heard  was  li^nng  tat  ■. 
>nt  in  hij:h  romance.  Her  beloved,  imperilnl,  wu  I* 
ktored  to  her ;  the  lost  was  found  and  the  journey  which  enil. 
Ko  happily  in  tover»'  raeetin;^  was  dosin)^. 

IHs  cye.s  iilled  and  bis  voice  needed  a  cough  to  prime  JL 

The  lire,  plowin>;  in  Emma  Morton's  eyes,  steamed  up  (tforfi 

BHrotherton's 
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;  Street.  Then,  Cap,  you  tell  Mrs.  Herdicker.  This 
>ig  news."  As  he  spoke  he  was  gathering  the  amazed 
ind  Martha  under  his  wing  and  kissing  them,  crying, 

that  one  for  luck — and  that  to  grow  on/'  Then  he 
.  his  laugh.  But  in  vain  did  Enuna  Morton  try  to 
i  from  his  grasp ;  in  vain  she  tried  to  quiet  his  clatter, 
girls,  cluster  around  Brother  Qeorge's  knee— or  knees 
let*s  plan  the  wedding." 

u  are  going  to  have  a  wedding,  aren't  you,  Emmat" 
n  Ruth,  and  Qeorge  cut  in : 

Hiding — why,  this  is  to  be  the  big  show — the  laughing 
ill  the  wonders  of  the  world  and  marvels  of  the  deep 
one  canvas.    Why,  girls — " 

?11,  Emma,  you've  just  got  to  wear  a  veil,"  laughed 
I  hysterically. 

il  nothing — shame  on  you,  Martha  Morton.  Why, 
»  hasn't  asked — " 

w  ain't  it  the  truth !"  roared  Brotherton.  "Why  veil ! 
'  he  exclaimed.  '* She's  going  to  wear  seven  veih  and 
flower  girls — forty — count  'em — forty!  And  Morty 
best  man — " 

cp  still,  George,"  interrupted  Ruth.  **Now,  Emma, 
-when,  1  say,  are  you  going  to  resign  your  school!" 
Brotherton  gave  the  youngest  and  most  practical  Miss 
1  a  look  of  quick  intelligence.  ''Don't  you  fret; 
;  I'm  hog  tied  by  the  silken  skein  of  love.  She's  go- 
resign  her  school  to-morrow." 

ieed  I  am  not,  George  Brotherton — and  if  you  people 
aush— " 

Mr.  Brotherton  interrupted  the  bride-to-be,  inciden- 
issing  her  by  way  of  punctuation,  and  boomed  on  in 
Iter  tone,  '* Morty  Sands  best  man  with  his  gym  class 
louth  Harvey  doing  ground  and  lofty  tumbling  up  and 
the  aisles  in  pink  tights.  Doc  Jim  in  linen  pants 
ng  the  Wedding  Msrch  to  Kenyon  Adams's  violin 
o,  with  the  General  hitting  the  bones  at  the  organ! 
eatest  show  on  earth  and  the  baby  elephant  in  evening 

prancing  down  the  aisle  like  the  behemoth  of  holy 

Well,  say— say,  1  tell  you!" 

Captain  touched  the  big  man  on  the  shoulder  apolo- 
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getically.  "Qrorse,  of  o(ran«,  if  70a  eonld  waft* 71 
tb«  JJuoaehold  Hone  gets  ^inir  good,  I  cniilcj  Staka  y 
a  trip  to  th«  Grand  CaoyoD  myself,  bat  just  dov,  'j 
man ! ' ' 

■■Grand  Canyon  I"  laughed  Brotbertoo.  "Why. 
we're  (cttins  lr>  Ko  seven  timoB  around  (be  world  and 
to  the  moon  before  we  turn  up  in  Ilarvry.  Qraad 
yon — " 

"Well,  at  least,  fatfaer,"  eried  Martba.  "well  R 
that  tan  travelin;;  dreiM  and  bat  she's  always  wantMl." 

"liut  I  tfll  ynu  girls  I0  keep  Kliil."  protested  Ibe 
to-be,  still  in  the  prospective  groom's  ama  and  ] 
I>un<:h  of  her  position.  "Why,  George  baao't  even 
me  and^" 

"Neither  hnvc  you  asked  me,  Emma, '  '«athpn  idnli 
mud  what  ahe  called  tfa<>  Great  tjod  Btibd.'  "  lie  1 
over  tenderly  and  when  his  face  rose,  he  said  softly. 
a  plucky  lot  she  eared  for  tan  traveling  dn 
Itiased  her  where  she  stud!"  And  then  and  there  befi 
llortmi  fainil.v  attsenibled,  he  kiioWNl  hi«  sweelbmrt  ■ 
llliddle-iii:i'>l  man  utiuiihuined  in  his  joy. 

It  wsH  a  treniPiulous  event  in  the  Morton  family  1 
Captain  felt  his  reKponsibility  bcaviiy.  Tlw  excite* 
balf-sbuckcd  and  lialf-auiused  and  wholly  delighted,  I 
lead  the  Captaiii  away  and  leave  the  Invera  slot 
Gcorfre  hiitl  hiii!}:ed  them  all  around  and  kissed  the< 
for  ln'k.  Hut  the  Cuplain  refused  lo  be  led.  He  hi 
things  to  ttay.  He  had  to  iniprrm  upon  Mr.  lire 
now  that  he  was  about  to  enter  the  family,  the  great  fi 
tb«  Mortons  wvre  about  to  cotne  into  riches.  IleDM 
aertatiua  on  the  Household  llnrse  and  its  vrowing  pof 
amwig  makers  of  aulomolrilrt;  Nate  Perr>''s  plans 
print  for  ibe  new  factory  were  brooirht  in,  and  a  wfl 
of  detuil  sprcsd  before  an  ardent  lover,  ke«n  for  I 
hour  alone  with  the  woman  who  had  touehfil  his  I 
hmrt.  A  hundred  speeehes  came  to  his  lip*  ami  il 
— first  fiiniml  and  ardent  love  vowa— while  the  Capli 
tted  oD  revountint;  fsmiliar  details  of  his  drt 

Then  Ruth  and  Martha  rose  in  their  might  and 
dnsgcd  their  father  from  the  room  and  upatain. 
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kter  the  two  loven  in  the  doorway  heafd  a  stir  in 
e  house  behind  them.    They  heard  the  Captain  cry : 
*'The  hash — George,  she's  the  best  girl — 'Y  gory,  the  best 
ri  in  the  world.    But  she  will  forget  to  chop  the  hash  over 
ght!" 

As  George  Brotherton^  bomping  his  head  upon  the  eternal 
m.  turned  into  the  street,  he  saw  the  great  blaek  hulk  of 
e  Van  Dom  house  among  the  trees.  He  smiled  as  he  won- 
red  how  the  oeremonies  were  proceeding  in  the  Temple  of 
»ve  that  night. 

It  was  not  a  ceremony  fit  for  smiles,  but  rather  for  the 
m  of  gods  and  men,  that  the  priest  and  priestess  had  per- 
rtned.  Margaret  Van  Dom  had  taken  Kenyon  home,  then 
oppcd  Lila  at  the  Nesbit  door  as  she  returned  from  South 
irrcy.  When  she  found  that  her  husband  had  not  reached 
W^t  she  ran  to  her  room  to  fortify  herself  for  the  meeting 
tt  him.  And  she  found  her  fortifications  in  the  farthest 
rner  of  the  bottom  drawer  of  her  dresser.  From  its  hid- 
I  plaee  she  brought  forth  a  little  blaek  box  and  from  the 
X  m  brown  pellet.  This  fortification  haii  been  her  refuge 
r  over  a  year  when  the  stress  of  life  in  the  Temple  of  liove 
la  about  to  overcome  her.  It  gave  her  courage,  quickened 
r  wita  and  loosened  her  tongue.  Always  she  retired  to  her 
rlresa  when  the  combat  in  the  Temple  threatened  to  strain 
r  nerves.    So  she  had  worn  a  beaten  path  of  habit  to  her 

Aige. 

Then  she  made  herself  presentable;  took  care  of  her  hair, 

loothed  her  face  at  the  mirror  and  behind  the  shield  of 

e  drug  she  waited.    She  heard  the  old  car  rattling  up  the 

Net,  ind  braced  herself  for  the  struggle.    She  knew — she 

id  learned  by  bitter  experience  that  the  first  blow  in  a 

High  and  tumble  was  half  the  battle.     As  he  eame  raging 

sough  the  door,  slamming  it  behimi  him,  she  faced  him, 

id  before  he  could  speak,  she  sneered : 

"Ah,  you  coward — ^you  sneakinsr,  cur  coward — who  would 

■rder  m  child  to  win — Ach ! ' '  she  cried.    '  *  Vou  are  loath- 

■s    get  away  from  me ! ' ' 

The   furious  man    rusheil    toward   her  with   his   hands 

■ehcd.    She  stood  with  her  arms  akimbo  and  said  slowly : 

"You  try  that— just  try  that." 
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He  stopped.     She  came  over  and  nibbed  ber 
his,  purriag,  wilb  a  pause  after  each  word: 

"You  arc  u  coward — aren't  you!" 

Sbe  put  her  finj^erH  under  bin  jaw,  and  sneered, 
yon  lay  hands  on  mv — jtut  otic   tinKtr  on   me,  Tsa 
Dora — "     She  did  not  finish  her  scnience. 

The  man  uttered  a  shrill,  imuuie  er>'  of  fui^'  and 
and  would  have  run,  but  she  eaught  liiin,  and  with 
ph>'8ic&l  power,  that  h»  knew  and  dreaded,  she  cwi 
by  force  into  a  ehair. 

"Now,"  she  panted,  "sit  down  like  a  man  and 
wbat  you  are  piiiig  lo  do  about  itT     Look  up— daw 
ahe  cried,  as  Van  Doru  slumped  in  the  ebair. 

The  man  ^ave  her  a  hiok  of  hute.     His  eyes,  thati 
his  soul,  burned  with  rairc  and  from  his  face,  ao  bo) 
expreasive,  a  devil  of  malice  gaped  impotently  at  kii 
he  sat,  a  heap  of  weak  VHnity,  before  her.     He  patJcd 
up  and  exclaimed:. 

"Well,  there's  one  thing  damn  sure.  I'll  not  live  wi 
any  more — no  man  would  respect  m«  if  I  did  after 

"And  no  man,"  she  smiled  and  said  in  ber  mod 
"will  respwt  you  if  you  leave  me.  How  Uiura'i 
will  laugh  when  you  go.  and  say  that  Tom  Van  Doni 
can't  live  with  any  one.  How  (he  Neiiliil  rrowd  wil 
when  you  leave  me.  and  say  Tora  Van  Duro  got.  jw 
he  had  coming!  Why — go  on— leave  nie — if  jtm 
You  know  you  don't  dare  to,  it's  for  better  or  won 
ontil  death  do  us  part — tlawling!" 

8h«  laughed  and  winked  indecently  at  him. 
M8*1  will  leave  j-oa,  1  tell  you,  1  will  leave  yoo."  k 
tBH^,  half  ming.    "AU  the  devils  of  hell  can't  Ig 
ten." 

"Eicept  juRt  tbifi  noe,"  alie  moeked.  "Ob,  yoa 
leave  me  and  go  wilh  y»ur  pren^nt  miBirekti:  By  tl 
who  iK  our  latest  conigucst — dawling T  I'm  sure  thitt « 
fine.  Wouldn't  they  cackle — the  denr  old  heiw  wbo< 
acratch  yimr  hi-nri  so  ewry  da,vT"  She  leaiml  over, 
Init  him  devilishly,  and  cried,  "For  you  kmiw  when  ; 
loMe  from  me,  yoall  pretty  nearly  hare  to  marred 
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•wouldn't  that  be  nicet  'Through  sickneai  and 
,  for  good  or  for  ill/ — isn't  it  nicet"  she  scoffed, 
ihe  turned  on  him  savagely,  **So  you  will  try  to  hide 
i  a  child,  and  use  him  for  a  shield — Oh,  you  cur — ^you 
ible  dog,"  she  scorned.  Then  slie  drew  herself  op  and 
in  a  passion  that  all  but  hissed  at  him.  ''I  tell  you, 
'an  Dk>m,  if  you  ever,  in  this  row  that's  coming,  harm 
of  that  boy's  head — you'll  carry  the  scar  of  that  hair 
r  grave.     I  mean  it. " 

Dom  sprang  up.    He  cried :    *  *  What  business  is  it  of 

You  she  devil,  what's  the  boy  to  yout    Can't  I  run 

n  business  t    Why  do  you  care  so  much  for  the  Adams 

Answer  me,  I  tell  you — answer  me,"  he  cried,  his 

filling  his  voice. 

1,  nothing,  dawling,"  she  made  a  wicked,  obscene  eye  at 
nd  simpered:  ''Oh,  nothing,  Tom— only  you  see  I 
be  his  mother!" 

played  with  the  vulgar  diamonds  that  hid  her  fingers 
[)ked  down  coyly  as  she  smiled  into  his  gray  face, 
eat  God,"  he  whispered,  "were  you  bom  a — "  he 
d,  ashamed  of  the  word  in  his  mouth, 
woman  kept  twinkling  her  indecent  eyes  at  him  and 
r  head  on  one  side  as  she  replied:    "Whatever  I  am, 
e  wife  of  Judge  Van  Dorn;  so  I'm  quite  respectable 
whatever  I  was  once.     Isn't  that  lawvly,  dawling!" 
gan  talking  in  her  baby  manner, 
husband  was  staring  at  her  with  doubt  and  fear  and 
footless  wrath  playing  like  scurr>'ing  clouds  across 
md,  shamed  face. 

,  Margaret,  tell  me  the  truth,"  he  moaned,  as  the  fear 
truth  baffled  him — a  thousand  little  incidents  that  had 
ed  bis  notice  and  passed  to  be  stirred  up  by  a  puzzled 
»usne88  came  rushing  into  his  memory — and  the  doubt 
read  overcame  even  his  hate  for  a  moment  and  he 
.  But  she  laughed,  and  scouted  the  idea  and  then 
out  in  anguish : 

ly — why  have  you  a  child  to  love — to  love  and  live  for 
you  cannot  Ihj  with  her — why  can  I  have  nonet" 
voice  had  broken  and  she  felt  she  was  losing  her  grip 
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"T<nn,"  dbv  said  coldl^',  "iiu  matu-r  why  i'n  b 
Kenyoa  Adams — that's  my  biisineah;  Lila  is  your  ba 
an<l  I  ddti't  intcrfi-rc,  do  IT  Well,"  ahv  Mud,  l>x>kii 
Btaa  ID  the  eyes  with  a  hard,  inetui,  HtKuiBciuil  lUR, 
let  the  boy  alone — do  yoii  nndervtand  t  I>o  what  yon 
Willi  Grant  or  Ja«pcr  or  tbi'  uld  man;  but  Kenjraa— 
Off:" 

She  roae,  iiUpped  quickly  to  the  st&irway.  and  m  4 
npihecBlIed,  "Good  ni^ht,  dawline-"  Brfon-hama 
Mt  he  Iward  the  lock  dicJc  to  her  door,  and  with  a  hi 
doabt,  an  impotent  ragv.  aiid  a  manttinfc  abamc  atifltoi 
[  be  went  npxtaini  and  from  her  distant  room  sho  ban 
W  bolt  click  in  the  door  of  his  room.  And  behind  the 
doors  Blood  two  ghosts — ^the  ghosts  of  re  jaetod  duUm 
mg  acroM  the  yean,  while  the  smudge  of  the  extinf 
torch  of  life  choked  two  angry  heart*. 


CHAPTER  XXXVin 

OR^NT  ADAMS  VISITS  THE  SONS  OP  ESAU 

MY  dear,"  quoth  the  Doctor  to  his  daughter  as  he 
sat  poking  his  feet  with  his  cane  in  her  little 
oflBce  at  the  Kindergarten,  after  they  had  dis- 
Lila's  adventure  of  the  night  before,  ''I  saw  Tom  up 
this  morning  and  he  didn't  seem  to  be  exactly  happy. 
,1,  'Tom,  I  hear  you  beat  God  at  his  own  game  last 
dlht!'  and,''  the  Doctor  chuckled,  "Laura,  do  you  know,  he 
oulda^  speak  to  mel"  As  he  laughed,  the  daughter  inter- 
Ipted: 

"Why,  father — ^that  was  mean — " 

**0f  course  it  was  mean.  Why— considering  everything, 
*d  lick  a  man  if  he'd  talk  that  mean  to  me.  But  my  Een- 
any  devil  kind  of  got  control  of  my  forbearing  Christian 
;urit  and  I  cut  loose." 

The  daughter  smiled,  then  she  sighed,  and  asked: 
Father — tell  me,  why  did  that  woman  object  to  Tom's  use  of 
Lenyon  in  the  riot  last  night  t" 

Doctor  Nesbit  opened  his  mouth  as  if  to  answer  her.  Then 
e  smiled  and  said,  '* Don't  ask  me,  child.    She's  a  bad 

»!'• 
'*Lila  says,"  continued  the  daughter,  "that  Margaret  ap- 

ears  at  every  public  place  where  Kenyon  pla>^.    She  seems 

ager  to  talk  to  him  about  his  accomplishments,  and  has  a 

ut  of  fascinated  interest  in  whatever  he  does,  as  nearly  as 

can  understand  itt    Why,  father!    What  do  you  suppose 

;  ist    I  asked  Grant,  who  was  here  this  morning  with  a 

iroalian  baby  whose  mother  is  in  the  glass  works,  and  Grant 

aif  abook  his  head."    The  father  looked  at  his  daughter 

ftr  hia  glanea  and  asked : 

*' Croat ians,  eht    That's  what  the  new  colony  is  down  in 

[agniia*    Well,  we've  got  Letts  and  Lithuanians  and  wh>' 
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not  CroatiaiiN !     What  n  mix  we  have  here  in  tbc  Vail 
wouldn't  wanIi  'em  for  'cm!" 

"Well,  futhcr,  I  would.  And  whrn  yon  get  tin  d 
they're  mostly  just  follc» — just  Indiauy.  aH  ytta  e 
They  all  take  my  duwLT  aL-ciirt.  And  ttiry  nil  low 
colors  in  Ihoir  windows.  And  they  are  Npreodioir  lb 
of  blooms  acrowt  the  dixlrict,  just  as  well  ax  lh«  Ucnui 
the  French  and  Ibe  Belgians  and  the  Imh.  And  lb 
hrre  for  exactly  the  same  thing  which  wc  ore  here  tot,  I 
We're  nil  in  the  iiame  game," 

He  looked  at  her  lilankly,  and  venlnrwl,  "SlniinyT" 
"No — you  stupid.  Vou  know  better.  It'*  ehi 
They're  here  for  their  children — to  lift  their  children 
poverty.  It's  the  ehildron  who  carry  the  banner  of  d 
tion,  the  hoi>e  of  propreas.  the  real  RunriKe.  Th*«e 
are  all  confused  and  n?  -re  or  less  dumb  and  lovgy 
everything  else  in  life  but  this  one  thini;;  they  all 
gi^'ady  for  their  children.  For  their  childr«n  ibey  ,' 
endure  the  hardships  of  poverty;  the  injuiitiee  of  it, 
here  in  theite  condilinim  that  seem  to  us  awful,  mad  to 
terrible  hours  that  their  ehildren  may  rise  not  of  llM 
condition  that  they  left  in  Europe.  And  they  hav 
Europe,  falher,  npirirually  as  well  as  phj-sieally.  U«w 
arc  reborn  inio  America.  The  tlnit  generation  may 
foreifpi,  may  hold  foreign  wayti — on  the  outside.  Dot 
American  bom  hoys  and  girls,  they  are  Amerii?aa— aa 
a*  we  are,  with  all  their  foreign  namm.  They  are  i 
spirit.  When  America  calls  they  will  bear  and  I 
XVIiatevcr  bloo<I  they  will  sheil  will  be  real  Americaa 
hecHiise  as  children,  Imm  under  the  same  aspiring  i 
for  fre<-dom  under  which  we  were  bom.  as  ehiklrea  H 
came  AmerJcnn.'*.  Oh,  father,  it's  for  the  ehildn^  tlw 
people  here  in  Ilarvey — these  exploited  people 
in  this  eounlry. — plant  the  floweni  and  brighten  op 
homes.  It's  for  their  children  llmt  they  are  goinir  with 
tn  rtr^'snir^  for  belter  things.  The  fire  of  life  runs  ab 
us  in  hope  for  our  children,  and  if  we  hnveu't  child) 
the  Idvc  of  Ihem  in  our  hearls — why,  father,  that't  I 
rating  Tom's  heart  out,  and  blastinir  this  miscirab)«  m 
life!     tfrant  said  to-day:     'This  baby  her« 
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lit  I  sUnd  for,  all  that  I  hope  to  do,  all  that  the  race 

Tlie  Doctor  had  lighted  his  pipe,  and  was  puffing  medi- 
tivdy.  lie  liked  to  hear  his  daughter  talk.  He  took  little 
ttk  in  what  she  said.  But  when  she  asked  him  for  help — 
fave  it  to  her  unstinted,  but  often  with  a  large,  tolerant 
belief  in  the  wisdom  of  her  request.  As  she  paused  he 
lied  to  her  quickly,  ''Laura — tell  me,  what  do  you  make 
:  of  Grant!'' 

3e  eyed  her  sharply  as  she  replied:  "Father,  Grant  is  a 
ely  soul  without  chick  or  child,  and  I*m  sorry  for  him. 

*Well,  now,  Laura,"  piped  the  little  man,  **don't  be  too 
ry.  Sorrow  is  a  dangerous  emotion." 
The  daughter  turned  her  face  to  her  father  frankly  and 
1:  *'I  realize  that,  father.  Don't  concern  yourself 
i«it  that.  But  I  see  Grant  some  way,  eating  the  locusts 
I  wild  honey  in  the  wilderness,  calling  out  to  a  stiff-necked 
teration  to  repent.    His  eyes  are  focussed  on  to-morrow. 

expects  an  immediate  millennium.  But  he  is  at  least 
king  forward,  not  back.  And  the  world  back  of  us  is  so 
I  of  change,  that  I  am  sure  the  world  before  us  also  must 
full  of  change,  and  maybe  sometime  we  shall  arrive  at 
int*s  goal.  IIe*s  not  working  for  himself,  either  in  fame 
in  power,  or  in  any  personal  thing.     He's  just  following 

light  as  it  is  ^iven  him  to  see  it,  here  among  the  poor." 
The  daughter  lifted  a  face  full  of  enthusiasm  to  her  father. 

puffed  in  silence.  '*Well,  my  dear,  that's  a  fine  speech. 
t  when  I  asked  you  about  Grant  1  was  rising  to  a  sort  of 
srtion  of  personal  privilege.  I  thought  perhaps  I  would 
i  around  at  his  meeting  to-night !  If  you  think  I  should, 
t  kind  of  stand  an>und  to  give  him  countenance — and/' 
ehuckled  and  w|ueaked :  *  *  To  bundle  up  a  few  votes ! ' ' 
•Do,  father— do — you  must!" 

'Well/'  squeaked  the  little  voice,  **s()  Icmg  as  I  must  Tm 
d  to  know  that  Tom  made  it  easy  for  me,  by  turning  all 
Harvey  and  the  Valley  over  to  Grant  at  the  riot  last 
ht  Why,  if  Tom  tried  to  stop  (trant's  meeting  to-night 
rket  Street  itself  would  mob  Tom— mob  the*  very  Temple 
Lore/'    The  Doctor  chuckled  and  returned  to  his  own 
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attain.  "Bang  on  the  wia&ing  ade  ta&'t  ntHy  n| 
But  it*s  like  CArrying  a  potato  in  your  pocket  far  1 
timi:  it  givn  a  feller  eonlidcniBe.  And  after  aU.  iht 
rieh  and  God'H  poor  have  all  got  TOlea.  And  rolta  i 
lie  grinned  and  revived  his  pip«. 

lie  wax  about  to  sp<^ak  again  when  L«ura  iatempl 
"Ok.  faUicr — they're  not  God's  poor,  wfaaae  ever  ti 
Don't  say  that.  They're  Haniel  Hands  a  poor,  I 
Simeller  Trust's  poor,  and  the  ("«al  Trust"*  poor,  i 
Glam  and  Ccinest  aiid  8tecl  cutnpany's  poor.  In 
that  down  here.  Why.  if  the  employer*  wouhl  only  ( 
workvm  iw  fuirly  tt«  Ihry  treat  the  machines,  keepingi 
and  modern  and  bright.  God  would  have  do  poor!"  i 

The  Dfiftor  roKc  and  stretched  and  sDulfd  indalg 
his  daughter.  "Heiith-bo  the  green  faoUy."  be 
"  Well,  have  it  your  way.  God  'a  poor  or  Oan'a  poo*, 
my  vutiit,  if  1  can  fiet  Vm.  So  we'll  enme  tn  the  ma 
ni^l  and  hlow  a  few  mouthfuls  on  the  fires  of  ml 
for  the  good  of  the  order!" 

He  would  have  gone,  but  his  ilnnghler  betged  hia 
sod  dine  with  her  in  South  Har%'cy.  before  they  wel 
mectiiiif.  So  fur  an  hour  the  Ooetor  wt  in  his  di 
ofiiec  by  the  window,  somctimos  giving  attentioa  (O I 
flood  of  humanity  passiui;  along  the  itreeC  ■■  t| 
ehanged  for  evenitig  in  tht>  mitMs  and  smellcn,  a 
liiileniiiK  to  the  day'*  stra;:glers  who  came  sod  winft 
hia  dauiibler'it  office:  A  father  for  mcdietne  for  it 
mother  fur  advi(^>.  a  breaker  boy  for  a  book,  s  tittle  | 
the  gla-^  wDfka  for  a  bright  bit  of  sewing  npoa  W 
was  wiirkinv,  a  woman  from  Violet  Hogaa's  rooM 
beartbri-ttk  in  her  problem,  a  group  of  woawn  bl 
Italy  with  a  mmplaint  about  a  diaurderiy  nsti^ibap 
traement.  a  cHpide  fnim  the  mioea  to  talk  over  U 
whether  it  should  l>e  pencils  or  shoe  strinKm.  or  ■  had 
or  mtue  attempt  at  handiersft;  the  bend  of  s  I04 
nnioii  paying  awme  pittance  to  Laura,  voted  by  tbi 
help  her  with  bcr  work ;  a  shy  foreign  wonim  wMl 
epelled  note  fram  her  nt^ighbor,  asking  lor  flow«r  i 
dinctiona  translated  by  I«aura  into  the  woman's  j 
guage  telling  bow  to  plant  the  seeds;  s  bdated' 
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^A^T  calling  for  the  last  little  tot  in  the  nursery  and  ex- 
•ioing  her  delay,  i^aura  heard  them  all  and  so  far  as  she 
^,  she  served  them  all.  The  Doctor  was  vastly  proud 
tkt  effective  way  in  which  she  dispatched  her  work. 
It  was  six  o'clock,  but  the  summer  sun  still  was  high  and 
^  traffic  in  the  street  was  thick.  For  a  time,  while  a 
man  with  a  child  with  shriveled  legs  was  talking  to  Laura 
Nit  the  child  8  education,  the  Doctor  sat  gazing  into  the 
eet  When  the  room  was  empty,  he  exclaimed,  '*It's  a 
V  weary  way  from  the  sunshine  and  prairie  grass,  child  1 
w  it  all  has  changed  with  the  years!  Ten  yoars  ago  I 
Bw  'em  all,  the  men  and  the  employers.  Now  they  are 
newcomers — men  and  masters.  Why,  I  dou*t  oven  know 
ir  nationalities ;  I  don  *t  even  know  what  part  of  the  earth 
y  oome  from.  And  such  sad-faced  droves  of  them;  so 
117  little  scamps,  underfed,  badly  housed  for  generations, 
a  big,  strapping  Irish  and  Germans  and  Scotch  and  the 
le-cheated  little  Welshmen,  and  the  agile  French — how 
r  of  them  there  are  compared  with  this  slow-moving  horde 
runts  from  God  knows  where!  It  s  been  a  long  time  since 
«  been  down  here  to  see  a  sliift  change,  Laura.  Lord — 
id  have  mercy  on  these  people — for  no  one  eUe  seems  to 

*Amen,  and  Amen,  father/'  answered  the  daughter. 
are  the  people  that  Grant  is  tr>'ing  to  stir  to  cou- 
These  are  the  people  who — " 
^Wcll,  yes,*'  he  turned  a  sardonic  look  upon  his  daughter, 
hey 're  the  boys  who  voted  against  me  the  last  time  becausi* 
m  and  Dan  hired  a  man  in  every  preoinet  to  spn^ad  the 
ly  that  I  was  a  teetotaler,  and  that  your  mf>ther  gave  a 
rtj  on  Good  Friday — and  all  because  Tom  and  Dan  wen* 
id  at  me  for  pushing  that  workingmon's  tM>mpensation 
l!  But  now  I  look  at  *em — I  don't  blame  cm  !  ^Vhat  do 
gr  know  about  workingmen's  compensation  !**  The  Doctor 
im>ed  and  chuckled:  then  he  burst  out:  **I  tell  you. 
Bra,  when  a  man  gets  enough  sense  to  stand  by  his  friemls 
hi  no  longer  needs  friends.  When  thest*  people  get  wise 
ngh  not  to  be  fooled  by  Tom  and  old  Dan,  they  wun*t 
id  Grant!  In  the  meantime — jitst  look  at  *eiu — look  at 
■  paying  twice  as  much  for  rent  as  they  pay  up  town: 


I 
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gouged  at  the  company  stores  down  here  for  tbeir  I 
clothing ;  h<^ld  up  by  loan  sharks  when  they  borrow 
doped  wilh  aloes  in  their  beer,  and  Eosil  oil  in  tbeir 
wrapped  up  in  shoddy  clothcfl  and  paper  xhE 
pockets  picked  by  weighing  frauds  at  the  mines, 
bodies  miisIitHl  in  speed-up  dericcH  in  the  milU; 
filthy  shacks  without  water  or  sewers  or  eleetricily  wl 
uptown  p<>iipk-  demand  and  get  for  the  sanie  tnaaey  tta 
pay  for  these  hogpens — why,  hell  'b  afire  and  the  eowi 
— Laura !  by  ffodf rcy  's  diamonds,  if  I  lived  down  here 
me  some  frisky  dyiiumite  and  blow  the  whole  p" 
kindling."  He  sat  blinking  his  inditmation;  then 
smile.  "Instead  of  which,"  he  «i|iieaked,  "I  shall 
by  my  winning  ways  to  get  their  votea."  He  wai 
band  and  added,  "And  with  tjod  he  the  rest!" 

Towering  above  a  group  of  workers  from  the  Soutft 
rope — a  delegation  from  the  new  wire  mill  in  Plain 
Grant  Adams  came  swinging  down  the  street,  ■  i 
among  his  LilliputianN.  Although  it  was  not  even  t 
it  wjw  evident  to  the  Doctor  that  something  more 
changing  shifts  in  tfao  mills  vian  thickening  the  crow 
street  Little  groups  were  forming  at  the  come™, 
tured  groups  who  seemeti  to  know  that  they  were  i 
molested.  And  the  Doctor  at  his  window  watehad 
passing  group  after  group,  receiving  its  uncnowiout  I 
just  a  liwik,  or  a  wnvinit  hand,  or  an  atTeclionnte,  half' 
little  cheer,  or  the  liirning  of  a  proup  of  heads  all  t 
to  caich  Cnmt'N  cyi-s  as  he  pssseil. 

Al  the  Captain's  vacant  lot,  (Jrant  rose  before  a  t 
throng  thai  filled  the  lot,  and  overflowed  the 
crowded  far  down  the  street.  Two  fliekrring  torel 
at  his  head.  An  electric  in  front  nf  the  lint  I>r>K  i 
arc-light  over  the  diK>r  of  the  smelter  llchtc^  the  o] 
facM  of  the  midlitude.  When  the  crowd  had  reM«< 
ing.  Orant,  li>fiking  into  ax  many  eyes  of  bis  hearei 
could  catL'h,  Itcgan: 

"I  have  eome  to  talk  to  Esau — the  disinherited — I 
who  has   forf'-itcd   his  birthright.     I  am  here  lo 
those  who  are  toiling  in  the  world's  rough  work  a 
— t  am  here,  one  of  the  poor  to  talk  to  tfac  poor." 
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lis  voice  held  ba(*k  so  much  of  liis  strength,  his  ^aunt, 
kward  figure  under  the  uncertain  tor<'h(>H,  his  wide,  inipas- 
led  gesitures,  with  the  carpenter  s  nail  daw  always  before 
hearers,  made  hiui  a  strange  kind  of  specter  in  the 
ht.  Yet  the  simplicity  of  his  manner  and  the  directness 
his  appeal  went  to  the  hearts  of  his  hearers.  The  first 
t  of  his  message  was  one  of  peace.  lie  told  the  workers 
t  every  inch  they  pained  they  lost  when  they  tried  to 
rcome  ounnini;  with  force.  **The  dynamiter  tears  the 
un<l  from  under  labor — not  from  under  capital;  he 
m!;then.s  capital,"  said  Grant.  ''Every  time  i  hear  of  a 
db  exploding  in  a  strike,  or  of  a  scab  beinp  killed  I  think 
the  long,  hard  march  back  that  or<ranizcd  labor  must  make 
retrieve  its  lost  ground.  And  then."  he  cried  passion- 
l\\  and  the  mad  fanatic  glare  lighted  his  face,  "my  soul 
oltft  at  the  iniquity  of  those  who,  by  craft  and  cunnini! 
lie  we  work,  teach  us  the  false  doctrine  of  the  strength  of 
oe,  and  then  when  wc  use  what  they  have  taught  us, 
At  us  out  in  scorn  as  lawbreakers.  Whether  they  pay 
ih  to  the  man  who  touched  the  fuse  or  fired  the  gun  or 
ether  they  merely  taught  us  to  use  bombs  and  ginis  by 
I  example  of  their  own  lawlessness,  theirs  is  the  sin.  and 
IS  the  punishment.  Esau  still  has  lost  his  birthriirht — 
B  is  disinherited." 

Be  s|K>ke  for  a  time  upon  the  aims  of  organization,  and 
(  forth  the  doctrine  of  class  solidarity.  He  tnld  labor 
H  in  its  ranks  altruism,  nci^'liborly  kindncNS  that  is  tlie 
ftsl  basis  of  progres.s,  has  a  thousand  disintegrated  ex- 
BHiions.  "The  kindness  of  the  poor  to  the  pof>r.  if  ex- 
^0*»^l  in  terms  of  money,  would  pay  tlio  .National  debt  over 
t,*'  he  .said,  and,  letting  out  his  V(»iee.  and  releasing  his 
gth,  he  begged  the  men  and  women  who  work  and  ;weat 

ir  work  to  give  that  altruism  some  form  and  dinM*tion. 
put  it  into  harness — to  form  it  into  ranks,  drilled  for 
Ifalness.  Then  he  spoke  of  the  day  when  rliiss  eonscjous- 
■i  would  not  l>e  needed,  when  llit*  unions  wouM  have  served 

mission,  when  the  class  wrong  that    makes  the  class 
g  and  thus  marks  the  class  lint\  wfiuM  disappear  just 

y  have  disappeared  in  the  etasse.s  that  have  risen  dur- 
the  last  two  centuries. 
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"Oh.  £eaa,"  be  cried  in  U»  vote*  that  t 
becuiae  of  iu  inteasity,  "your  birlhriitht  m  iwC 
liw  ia  your  awn  farurt.  C^ickm  rour  hrul  wttta 
no  matter  what  yiiu  have  lost,  nor  what  yoa  hmrt  m 
despair,  in  so  much  a»  you  loii-i:  Khali  it  all  be  r 
you." 

They  did  not  oh<?er  as  be  talked.  Bat  they 
forward  iiilcntly  lUlcniug.  Kumc  of  hia  hcaren 
pected  to  bear  i^lam  hatred  preached.  Othera  wtn  i 
to  bear  the  man  lash  bis  encntirs  ami  many  had 
tbst  he  would  denounce  those  who  bad  cunmiuod 
trina  of  the  night  before.  Instead  of  fh^'mr  Im 
Ahs  thiof^s.  be  preai^hed  a  fjtOTipH  of  pnane  and 
lope.  l)is  hearen*  did  uot  uuderstand  that  the 
lean,  red-faced  man  before  them  was  dipping  d« 
their  soub  and  thHt  thfy  wenr  eonaideriiij:  nan, 
whieh  they  lioH  no!  questioned  befor**. 

When  he  plunged  into  the  practical  part  of  hi 
an  explanation  of  the  allied  unions  of  the  Valley,  fa 
detail  SDinethintf  of  (he  tvn  yenn;'  ntnifrgle  to  brin 
unions  tni^thcr  under  one  indiiKlrial  muneil  in  tb 
Valley,  and  liirtert  xomcthing  of  the  atren^h  of  the  \ 
tion.  lie  declared  Ibiit  thf  time  had  crime  for  the  i 
tioo  to  make  a  iiublii'  Gi;ht  for  r«ci>|^iti(in:  that  on 
in  secret  and  under  cover  was  no  lonpr  bonorsbta 
employers  are  frankly  and  puhliely  allied."  said 
"Tliey  have  their  meetings  to  talk  over  matlera  of 
interest.  Why  nbould  not  the  unions  do  the  sum 
The  smelter  men,  the  teamtiteni.  the  minent.  tke  tm 
tbe  steel  workrra.  the  pnintert,  the  elam  wnrkvr*.  tl 
en — all  the  untauized  men  and  women  in  this  diatl 
tlw  BBtae  eommon  intorpHts  that  their  employers 
afaonld  in  no  wise  be  ashamed  of  our  ornanixatia 
BMStine  is  held  to  prix-lnim  our  pride  in  the  romm 
upon  whieh  onranized  labor  stands  with  organiMd 
theWaboo  Valley." 

Be  ealled  Ihe  rolls  of  the  unions  in  the  imdes  « 
tor  an  hour  men  ntood  and  responded  snil 
tiona  aiDOnir  workers  in  their  rMpeetlve  trades. 
impressive  roll  call.     After  their  organisation  had 
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jjhled,  a  great  rour  of  pride  rose  and  Grant  Adama  threw 
M  kk  ateel  claw  and  leaning  forward  cried : 
^  *'We  have  come  to  bring  brotherhood  into  this  earth.  For  i 
^the  union  eveiy  man  sacrifices  something  to  the  common! 
M;  mutual  help  means  mutual  sacrifice,  and  self-denial; 
i  brotherly  love.  Fraternity  and  democracy  are  synony-l 
lioa  We  must  rise  together  by  self-help.  I  know  howj 
^f  it  is  for  the  rich  man  to  become  poor.  I  know  thatj 
itu  the  poor  man  becomes  rich.  But  when  Esau  throws! 
t  the  yoke  of  Jacob,  when  the  poor  shall  rise  and  come  into  i 
sir  own,  the  rise  shall  nut  be  as  individuals,  but  as  a  class,  j 
IS  glan  workers  are  better  paid  than  the  teamsU'rs;  but; 
air  interests  are  common,  and  the  better  paid  workers  can-i 
k  riae  except  their  poorly  iMiid  fellow  workmen  rise  with' 
It  is  a  class  problem  and  it  must  have  a  class  solu-j 


Grant  Adams  stood  staring  at  the  crowd.  Then  he 
read  out  his  two  traiint  arms  and  c*lose<i  his  eyes  and 
icd:  '*0h,  Esau,  Esau,  you  were  faint  and  hungry  in 
at  elder  day  when  you  drank  the  rod  pottage  and  sold 
■r  birthright.  But  did  you  know  whon  you  bartorod  it 
^my,  that  in  that  barjrain  wont  your  ehil<iron's  souls! 
here  in  the  Vallcv,  five  babies  dio  in  infanov  whore 
up  there  on  the  hill.  Ninety  per  cent,  of  the  boys  in 
B  come  from  the  homes  in  the  Valley  and  ton  per  ooiit. 
m  the  homes  on  the  hill.  And  the  irirls  who  <;o  out  in 
i  night,  never  to  come  home — poor  pirls  alwiiys.  Crinio 
pd  shame  and  death  wore  in  that  red  potta*;o,  and  its  bit- 
meHB  still  burns  our  hearts.  And  why — why  in  tiio  naiuo 
I  oar  loving  Christ  who  know  the  wicked  i>ar^ain  'lacoh 
why  is  our  birthrijcrht  gone!  Why  (li»es  K<aii  .still 
his  brother  unre<|uitodf "  Then  he  «)pi*n<'tl  his  .yes 
cried  stridently — **ril  tell  yon  why.  The  poor  are 
because  the  rieh  are  rioh.  Wo  have  Iummi  wnrkin.:  a 
e  and  a  half  in  this  Valley,  and  profits,  not  new  eai>i- 
_,  have  developed  it.     Profits  that  shouhl  have  heeii  divided 

fi  labor  in  wairos  have  ^ono  to  buy  now  inaehiiios — miloHi 
miles  of  new  marhinos  have  eonio  here,  IniUf/ht  and  paid 
with  the  money  that  labor  earned,  ancl  lM»i'auso  wi*  have 
the  machines  which  our  labor  has  bought,  wo  are  pimr — 
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we  are  working  lonp  hours  umid  nqualor  mmnuMbd 
dratli  uid  crime  aiid  tthame.  Uh,  Knau,  Ks&u,  what  *  pt 
it  wus  that  ym  drank  in  the  elder  day '  Oh,  Juuti.  J 
wrestle,  wrestle  with  thy  coii»cicn<w ;  wr«stle  with  Ihjr  i 
inK  Lord;  wrestle,  Jacob,  wrcfitir,  for  tb«  day  b  bn 
ami  wi!  will  uot  let  thri.'  go!  How  lofifr,  O  Lord,  hm 
will  you  hold  u«  to  that  oniel  barfrain'" 

He  paused  aa  one  looking  for  an  anxwer — hesitaDt,  i 
expMtant.  Th(^n  he  drvw  a  long  breath,  tamed  tivd, 
sadly  and  walked  away. 

No  cheer  followed  him.  The  crowd  wu  stim 
deeply  for  cheers.  Rut  the  aeed  be  had  tnwn  qoickn 
a  thousand  hearts  even  if  in  some  bearta  it  fcU  i 
tbomii,  even  if  in  Rorue  it  fell  opoo  lAanj  fnaai. 
sower  had  gone  forth  to  sow. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 

EIXO   NO  CHAPTER  AT  ALL  BUT  AN  INTEBMEZZO  BKTOEB  THB 

LAST  MOVEMENT 

"T^HE  stage  is  dark.  In  the  dim  distance  something  is 
,1  moring.  It  is  a  world  hurrying  through  space. 
JL  Somewhat  in  the  foreground  but  enveloped  in  the 
b4l  sit  three  figures.  They  are  tending  a  vast  loom*  Its 
vriad  threads  run  through  illimitable  space  and  the  woof 
fthe  loom  is  time.  The  three  figures  weaving  through  the 
Irk  do  not  know  whence  comes  the  power  that  moves  the 
Ctai  eternally.  They  have  not  asked.  They  work  in  the 
itch  of  night. 

from  afar  in  the  earth  comes  a  voice — high-keyed  and 
mtle: 

.A  Voice,  pianUsimo: 

*'Thia  business  of  governing  a  sovereign  people  is  losing  its 
Gtor.  I  must  be  getting  some  kind  of  spiritual  necrosis. 
■Derally  speaking,  about  all  the  real  pleasure  a  grand  llama 
r  politics  finds  in  life,  is  in  counting  his  ingrrates — his  gov- 
■  and  senators  and  congressmen!  Why,  George,  it*9 
nearly  ten  years  since  I've  cussed  out  a  senator  or  a 
bveroor,  yet  I  read  Browning  with  joy  and  the  last  time 
Beethoven  *s  Fifth  S^^mphony,  I  went  stark  mad. 
is  me,  George !  Woe  is  me.  When  the  Judge  and 
Sands  named  the  postmaster  last  month  without  con- 
me,  I  didn't  care.  I  tell  you,  Oeorge,  1  must  be 
old!'* 

ND  VoiCBy  foriistimo: 

••No,  Doc — ^you're  not  getting  old — why,  you're  not  sixty 

"^  mere  spring  chicken  yet — and  Dan  Sands  is  seventy- 

m  if  he's  a  day.    What's  the  matter  with  you  in  this  here 

ViVnst  that  Carlyle  Ulks  about!     It*s  this  restlt^  little 

lis  qurit  that's  the  matter  with  you.    You're  all  broke 
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out  and  oiek  abed  with  the  ZeitgeisL  Yoa'vo  got  n 
necrosis  than  a  Belgian  hare 's  got  parens — I  'm  tight  ] 
tell  you  and  my  diagnosis  goes. ' ' 

Tiiuu>  Voice,  adagio: 

"James,  my  guides  say  that  we're  begituung  ■  r 
ment  fnim  the  few  to  the  many.  That  itt  their  < 
Cromwell  thinks  it  meaiu  economic  changea;  but 
talking  with  Jt^fTrnion  the  other  night  sad  be  aajn 
meauH  political  chauges  in  order  to  g«t  eeooofnie.  I 
Tilden  tells  him—" 

Tub  Second  Voice,  fortissimo: 

"Who  carea  what  Tilden  Raj-s!  My  noodle  tells  ■ 
there's  to  be  a  big  do  in  this  world,  and  my  contn)  I 
the  cash  r^n^ter,  pops  into  the  profit  aoeount,  cmta 
eent  magazines,  and  gets  sway  with  five  feel  of  I 
dynamite  fuse  every  week.  I  'm  that  old  ConuBodoci 
that's  telling  you  to  get  out  your  rubbers  for  the  Am 

TiTE  FiKST  Voice,  andante  con  tjrprtmon: 

"It's  a  queer  world — a  mighty  queer  world. 
Laura's  kindergarten  growing  until  It  joins  with  Tiol 
gan's  day  nursery  and  Laura's  flower  seeds  spUshtni 
out  of  Ood's  Kunxhinc  in  front  ynnlN  clear  oown  t» 
A''alley.  Money  coming  in  about  an  they  nised  it. 
Sands  and  Morty.  Wright  and  Perr\-  and  the  Dago 
keeper,  Joe  Calvin,  John  Dcstor  and  the  gamblers^ 
,  robbcni,  hig4i  and  low,  dividing  their  boot}'.  WHh 
proHperity  we  are  having,  with  all  the  opening  of  ni 
factories — it'tt  getting  easier  to  make  money  and  eoim, 
'  harder  to  respect  it.  The  more  money  there  is,  the' 
I  buys,  and  that  ik  true  in  public  M-ntintnit  jii«t  ax  it  ' 
Ificries  and  furniture.  Uo  you  fcIlowH  realize  that  it' 
toi  yean  since  the  Timtt  has  run  any  of  those  *  Pen  I 
of  Self-Mado  Men*!"     A  nilence,  then  the  vuic«  on 

"George,  I  honently  ))elieve.  if  money  kneps 
eivwdnl  farther  and  farther  into  the  bm-kground  < 
well  develop  an  boneat  politician.  We  know  that  ts 
brilte  is  just  as  bad  aa  to  take  one.  Think  nf  the  i 
bsuched  with  money  disguised  as  campaign  expensr«, 
oQlees  «r  with  franln  and  paases  and  pull  and  power? 
of  all  the  bad  government  fostered,  all  the  in;' 
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win  a  sordid  game !  The  beat  I  ean  do  now  ia  to 
ive  mercy  on  me,  a  sinner !  The  harlot  and  the 
betters.'  " 

r  cease.  The  earth  whirls  on.  The  brooding 
:  loom  muse  in  silence,  for  they  need  no  voicea. 

Fate  :    ' '  The  birds !    The  birds !    I  seemed  to 
It  birds  twittering  to  bring  in  the  dawn." 
iD  Fate  :    ' '  The  birds  do  not  bring  in  the  dawn. 
mes." 
r  Fate:    **But  always  and  always  before  the 

these  voices.*' 

i>  Fate:  ** World  after  world  threads  its  time 
loom.  We  watch  the  pattern  grow.  Days  and 
?s  pass.     We  know  nothing  of  meanings.    We 

We  know  that  the  pattern  brightens  as  new 
ind  always  voices  in  the  dark  tell  ns  of  the 
ttem  of  a  new  day." 

r  Fate:    **But  the  birds — ^the  birds!    I  seem 
light  birds'  voices  that  make  the  dawn." 
s'D  Fate  :    ' '  They  are  not  birds  calling,  but  the 
ot  and  shell  and  the  shrill,  far  cries  of  man  in 
11  I  say  the  dawn  comes,  the  voices  do  not  bring 

>  Fate:  ''We  do  not  know  how  the  awakening 
dark  know  that  the  light  is  ooming.  We  do  not 
power  moves  the  loom.  We  do  not  know  who 
pattern.  We  only  weave  and  muse  and  listen 
s  of  change  as  a  world  threads  its  events  through 
time  on  our  loom." 

is  dark.  The  weavers  weave  time  into  circoni- 
in  the  blackness  the  world  moves  on.  Slowly  it 
lousand  voices  rise.  Then  circumstance  begins 
tly  on  the  loom,  and  a  million  voices  join  in  the 
awn.  The  loom  goes.  The  weavers  fade.  The 
world  pales  the  thread  of  time  and  the  whirl  of 
longer  is  seen.  But  instead  we  see  only  a  town. 
lines  in  the  morning  sun — half  of  it  hides  in  the 
the  sun  on  the  street  is  a  man. 


CHAPTER  XL 


A  TALL,  spare,  middle-aged  penoa  was  Thoi 
Dorn  in  the  latWr  yi-an*  of  the  fir*!  dtnAr  citii 
twentieth  eentury;  tall  and  spare  and  tigfai-^Mii 
The  youthful  olive  texture  of  the  slcia  was  vorn  off  u>4tl 
been  replaced  by  a  Ipathery  flaittli — rather  rf>idtili  brwil 
color.  The  slight  stjuint  of  his  eyes  wan  doc  Bomcwbai  ul 
little  pulTs  under  them,  and  n  MDipictous.  crafty  air  h 
RTOwn  into  the  full  orbn,  which  onw  frlnirod  with 
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!  eyei  that  used  to  glow  out  of  a  very  volcano  of  a  penoa- 
ty  behind  them.  But  after  many  hours  of  charging  up 
1  down  the  earth  in  his  great  noisy  motor,  red  rims  be- 
3  to  form  about  the  watery  eyes  and  they  peered  furtively 
i  savasrely  at  the  world,  like  wolves  from  a  falling  temple. 
\%  he  stood  by  the  fire  in  Mr.  Brotherton's  sanctuary, 
ding  his  Harper's  Weekly  in  his  hand,  and  glancing  idly 
*r  the  new  books  carelessly  arranged  on  the  level  of  the 
i  upon  the  wide  oak  mantel,  the  Judge  came  to  be  eon- 
ous  of  the  presence  of  Amos  Adams  on  a  settee  near  by. 
'How  do  you  do,  sirf "  The  habit  of  speaking  to  every 
t  persisted,  but  the  suave  manner  was  atTectod,  and  the 
ice  was  mechanical.  The  old  man  looked  up  from  his 
ri[^<me  of  Professor  Hyslop^s  volumes,  and  answered, 
Vhy,  hello,  Tom — how  are  you!*'  and  ducked  back  to  his 
iwsing. 

'That  son  of  yours  doesn't  seem  to  have  set  the  Wahoo 
re  with  his  unions  in  the  last  two  or  three  years,  does  hef " 
d  Van  Dom.    He  could  not  resist  taking  this  poke  at  the 
I  aaan,  who  replied  without  looking  up : 
'Probably  not" 

rben  fearing  that  he  might  have  been  curt  the  old  man 
led  his  eyes  from  his  book  and  looking  kindly  over  his 
MMS  continued:  '*The  Wahoo  isn*t  ablaze,  Tom,  but  you 
ow  as  well  as  I  that  the  wage  scale  has  been  raised  twice 
the  mines,  and  once  in  the  glass  factory  and  once  in  the 
idter  in  the  past  three  years  without  strikes — and  that's 
lat  Grant  is  trying  to  do.  More  than  that,  every  concern 
the  Valley  now  recognizes  the  union  in  conferring  with 
e  men  about  work  conditions.  That*s  something — that's 
vrth  all  his  time  for  three  years  or  so,  if  he  had  done  noth- 
fehe.' 

**Well,  what  else  has  he  donef*  askod  Van  Dnrn  quickly. 
"Well,  Tom,  for  one  thing  the  m(*ii  are  getting  class  con- 
bus,  and  in  a  strike  that  will  l)e  a  stn)iig  i*ement  to  make 
mstidL" 

9uk  Dom's  neck  reddened,  as  he  replied:  **Ye8 — the 
kn  sDsrehists— <*lass  consciouKnes.s  is  what  undermines 

^And   patriotism,'*  replieil  the  old  man,  thumbing  the 
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lapel  of  his  coat  that  hold  his  loyal  legion  batton,"; 
is  the  last  resort— of  plutocrats!" 

He  likuffljcil  good-iiiit  11  redly  otid  wlently.    Then  h 
and  Rsid  as  he  Ktarted  to  (;o : 

•'Well.  Tom, — wc  won't  quarrel  over  a  little  tUl 
our  beloved  country.     Why,  Lila — "  tlie  uld  man 
and  saw  the  ffirl.  "bIraM  my  t-ycs,  child,  how  you  do 
and  how  pretty  you  look  in  your  new  gjnffhaini — j* 
ymir  mother,  twenty  years  ago!"     Ainos  Adams  was  ' 
to  a  Bby  young  jjirl — blue-eyed  and  brown-haired,  t 
walking  out  of  the  store  after  buj-ing  a  bottle  of  ink 
Calvin      Lila  Rpoko  tu  the  old  man  and  wnuld  hai 
witli  him.  but  for  the  hofmiiiig  voioe  of  Mr.  Brmbntl 
gray-elad  benedict,   who   looke<l   not  unlike  tha  In 
bellied  gray  jare  which  adorned  "the  sweet  aereaity 
and  wall  paper  " 

Mr.  Itrotbcrton  had  danced  up  from  his  ledger  «l 
Adams's  mention  of  Lilu's  name.     Coming  forward,  ' 
her  in  her  new  drcici,  a  bright  gingliam  drras  that  i 
so  ni-arly  to  her  shoe  topn  that  Mr  Urothennn  cried: 
look  who's  berp — if  it  i-int  Mtw  Van  Dum !     And 
pleannrc  it  a  to  see  and  know  you,  Miss  Van  Dom." 

He  repeated  the  name  two  or  ihrt^  limes  gently 
Lila  smiled  in  shy  appn-ciation  of  Mr.  brotherton'a 
joke.  Her  fiithcr,  Htaiulniit  by  a  w(unjih-necked  lav 
in  the  "serenity."  did  not  entirely  grasp  Mr.  Broth 
paint.  But  while  the  father  was  groping  for  it,  Mr.  B 
ton  went  on : 

"MtM  Van  Dom,  nnee  I  had  a  dear  friend — mA 
little  friend  named  Lila.  Perhaps  you  may  aee  bd 
timrsT  Mnyhc  sometimeM  at  nighl  ahe  cornea  to  an 
maybe  she  [lee^M  in  when  ynu  arc  alone  and  oaka  t 
Well,  say — Lila,"  ealled  Mr.  Rrolhertim  a*  imitty 
bom  lootinir  a  noetnrne.  "if  abe  ever  comes,  if  yon 
her,  will  yon  give  her  my  loveT  ll  would  he  hlgl 
pmi>cr  for  a  married  gi-nllemnn  with  aAthmatie 
and  too  much  waistband  to  Mcnd  htx  hive  or  anylhl 
it  to  Misa  Van  Dom ;  it  would  Mirely  cause  eomnu 
if  Lila  ever  com«s,  .Mi'n  Van  Dorn,"  fnilicked  the 
"■JVC   her  uy   luve  and   ti-ll    her   that  often   Im 
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nnenity,  I  shut  my  eyes  and  see  her  playing  out  on  Elm 
treet,  a  teenty,  wcenty  grirl — with  blue  hair  and  curly  eyes 
-or  maybe  it  was  the  other  way  around/'  Mr.  Brotherton 
Paved  a  prodigious  sigh  and  waved  a  weary,  fat  hand — 
and  here,  my  lords  and  gentlemen,  is  Miss  Van  Dom  with 
tr  dramos  down  to  her  shoe  tops !" 

The  girl  was  smiling  and  blushinir,  sheepishly  and  happily, 
hile  Mr.  Brotherton  was  mentally  calculating  that  he  would 
I  in  bis  middle  fifties  before  a  possible  little  girl  of  his 
iirfat  be  putting  on  her  first  long  dresses.  It  saddened  him 
little,  and  ho  turnetl,  rather  subdued,  and  called  into  the 
cove  to  the  Judge  and  said : 

•'Tom,  this  is  our  friend.  Miss  Van  Dorn — I  was  just  sond- 

tf  a  message  by  her  to  a  dear — a  very  dear  friend  I  used 

ft  have,  named  Lila,  who  is  gone.     Miss  Van  Dom  knows 

ila,  and  sees  her  sometimes.     So  now  that  you  are  here, 

^  coing  to  send  this  to  Lila,"  he  raised  the  girl's  hand  to 

m  lips  and  awkwardly  kissed  it,  as  he  said  clumsily,  ''well, 

ly.  my  dear — will  you  see  that  Lila  pets  thatt" 

Her  father  stepped  toward  the  embarrassed  girl  and  spoke: 

••Lila — Lila — can't  you  come  here  a  moment,  deart" 

He  was  standing  by  the  smoldering  fire,  brushing  a  rolletl 

mrspaper   against   his   leg.     Something  within    him — per- 

Mpa  Mr.  Bn)therton*s  awkward  kiss  stirred  it — was  trying 

•  ■often  the  pmud,  hard  face  that  whs  lasing  the  mobility 
rkich  once  had  been  its  charm.  He  held  out  a  hand,  and 
Moed  toward  the  girl.  She  stepped  toward  him  and  askeil, 
•What  is  it T" 

An  awkward  pause  followed,  which  the  man  broke  with. 
*Wf|] — nothing  in  particular,  child;  only  I  thought  maylie 
^u*d  like — well,  tell  me  how  arc  you  getting  along  in  High 
likooMittlcgirl." 

**0h,  very  well;  I  believe,**  she  answered,  but  did  not  lift 
^  eyen  to  his.  Mr.  Brotherton  niove<i  back  to  his  desk. 
Ilitn  there  was  silence.  The  girl  did  not  move  away, 
^gfa  the  father  feared  through  every  painful  second  that 

•  would.  Finally  he  said:  **T  hear  your  mother  is  get- 
^on  famously  down  in  South  Harvey  Our  people  down 
^rp  say  she  ia  doing  wonders  with  her  cooking  club  for 
Ms." 
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Lila  Bmiled  and  answprnl:  "Shell  be  (bd  to 
I'm  sure."     Again  ithe  paiuted,  and  wuloL 

"Liila,"  he  cried,  "won't  you  Irt  toe  belp  yan—i 
tfaing  for  youT — I  wish  mo  much — so  much  to  fill  a 
place  with  you,  tay  dear — eo  much.'" 

lie  su-ppod  toward  hor.  felt  for  b«r  band,  but 
find  it.     She  looked  up  at  him.  and  in  her  ejrei 
the  old  cloud  of  ssdnesi  that  camr  onir  oaee  in  a  i 
It  was  a  puzzled  face  thai  be  saw  louldnf  ateadilj  ii 

"I  don't  kiiow  what  you  could  do."  «hi 

Soinethint;  Hlxiiit  the  pathetic  Innelinem  of  hia  ni 
child,  evidenced  by  the  BadaeHii  that  flitted  acm 
touched  a  reniot«,  unsullied  part  of  his  nature, 
him  to  any : 

"Oh,  Lija — Lila — Lila — I  need  you — I  nteA 
knows,  dear,  how  I  do  neH  yoa.  Won't  yoo  e 
aonetimeaf  Won't  your  mother  ever  rrlent — ' 
If  she  knew.  Khc  would  be  kind.  Oh.  Lila.  Lila. 
aa  the  two  stood  toKelher  there  in  itie  Iwilipht  with 
o(  tba  ooali  in  the  fireplace  upon  them,  "Lila,  won' 
me  take  you  home  even — in  my  carT  Sureljr 
wouldn't  care  for  that,  would  ahet" 

The  girl  looked  into  the  (in  and  aniwcnd,  **] 
shook  her  head-    "No — mother  would  be  |dei 
She  has  always  told  me  to  be  kind  to  yoo — to 
to  you,  air.     I've  tried  to  be.  airt" 

Uer  voice  row  in  a  qaotion.  Bo  aonrcnd  fe|f  t 
arm  and  pleading,  "Oh,  come — won't  yoa  let  Mt 
home  in  my  car,  Lila — it 'a  getting  late — won't  ygi 

Hut  the  itir)  tunied  away;  he  let  her  arm  drop. 
■wered.  shaking  her  head : 

"I  think.  t(ir,  if  you  don't  mitid — I'd  rather  wkI] 

In  another  second  she  was  gone.  Her  fatbi 
•gaiiuit  the  mantel  and  (he  dying  coals  wanned  t 
hungry,  furtive  ryot,  and  hb  face  twitched  tor 
before  he  turned,  and  walked  with  some  ihow  oF  f 
grand  ear.  Half  an  hour  later  he  was  driring 
looking  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  wfa 
CMigfat  the  word,  "Lila,"  in  a  girlish  treble  neu 
looked  up  to  see  a  young  hum — a  Calvin  yooof  ■ 
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ing  and  waving  her  handa  toward  a  groap  of  boya  and 
I  ^eir  middle  teens  and  late  teens,  trooping  ap  the 
ng  the  sidewalk.  They  were  neighborhood  children, 
la  seemed  to  be  the  eenter  of  the  circle.  He  slowed 
is  ear  to  watch  them.  Near  Lila  was  Kenyon  Adams, 
beaatiful  youth,  fiddle  box  in  hand,  but  still  a  boy 
lougb  he  was  twenty.  Other  boys  played  abont  the 
and  through  it,  but  none  was  so  striking  as  Kenyon, 
be,  with  a  beautifully  poised  head  of  crinkly  chestnut 
ho  strode  gayly  among  the  youths  and  maidens  and 
•  not  quite  of  them.  Even  the  Judge  could  see  that 
1  did  not  exactly  belong — ^that  he  was  rare  and  ex- 
3ut  as  her  father's  car  crept  unnoticed  past  the 
be  could  see  that  Lila  belonged.  She  was  in  no  way 
smong  the  Calvins  and  Hollanders  and  the  Wrights, 
e  children  of  the  neighbors  in  Elm  Street.  Lila 'a 
merry  laugh — a  laugh  that  rang  like  an  old  bell 
k  Tom  Van  Dom's  heart — rose  above  the  adolescent 
the  group  and  to  the  father  seemed  to  be  the  dominant 
the  hilarious  cadenza  of  young  life.  It  struck  him 
tey  were  like  fireflies,  glowing  and  darting  and  dis- 
ing  and  weaving  about. 

fireflies  indeed  they  were.  For  in  them  the  fires  of 
re  just  beginning  to  sparkle.  Slowly  the  great  bat  of 
lOved  up  past  them,  then  dartcnl  around  the  block  like 
id  creature  that  it  was,  and  whirling  its  awkward  cir- 
le  swooping  up  again  to  the  glowing,  animated  stars 
Id  him  in  a  deadly  fascination.  For  those  twinkling, 
stars  playing  like  fireflies  in  exquisite  joy  at  the  first 
indling  in  their  hearts  of  the  fires  that  flame  forever 
torch  of  life,  might  well  have  held  in  their  spell  a 
T  man  than  Thomas  Van  Dom.  For  the  first  evan- 
firea  of  youth  are  the  most  sacred  tires  in  the  world, 
ell  might  the  great,  black  bat  of  a  car  circle  again  and 
uid  even  again  around  and  come  always  back  to  the 
!ul  light. 

Thomas  Van  Dom  came  back  not  happily  but  in  sad 

It  was  as  though  the  black  bat  carried  captive  on 

k  a  weary  pilgrim  from  the  Primrose  Hunt,  jaded  and 

sad  dour,  who  saw  in  the  sacred  fires  what  he  had 
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cast  away,  what  he  had  deemed  worthless  and  of  ■  i 
had  seen  in  itx  true  bi'uiily  and  in  iUt  rrul  value  Oait 
aii  the  tircflies  played  their  ceaseless  game  with  It 
flickering  (ttow  of  youth  shining  throagh  eyea  and 
from  llicir  hearts,  the  great  bat  carryiiiff  its  captm  «i 
around  them — and  then  out  into  tb«  darkuew  of  h 
charred  world. 

Itut  the  Hrcflies  in  the  gay  spring  twilight  krpl  i 
and  criss-crossing  and  frolicking  up  the  walk.     One  I 
«ach  swiftly  or  lazily  disappeared  from  th«  maze, 
last  only  two,  Kenyon  aji<i  l.ilu,  went  weaving  up  t 
toward  the  atcps  of  the  Nesbit  bouse. 

It  had  been  one  of  those  warm  daya  whm  aprins 
coming  into  the  world.  All  day  the  boy  had  be< 
the  wide  prairies.  The  voices  of  the  wind  In  the  b 
and  in  the  bare  trees  by  the  creek  had  found  tb«ir  « 
his  soul.  A  curious  sfiul  it  was — the  §ouI  of  a  port,  I 
of  one  who  felt  intinitely  more  than  he  knew— the  ■ 
man  in  the  body  of  a  callow  youth. 

As  he  and  Lila  walked  up  the  hilt,  all  the  dmum  I 
Bwept  ecrofs  him  out  in  the  ficldit  came  to  him.  1 
on  the  Routh  stleps  of  the  Nesbit  hou8«  watching  tb» 
that  was  trying  to  biossom  in  the  pink  and  golda 
The  girl  was  beginning  to  look  at  the  world  thnn 
atrange  eyes,  and  out  i>ii  the  hills  that  day  the  boy  a 
fell  the  thrill  of  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth. 

Tbeir  talk  wuh  finite  and  far  abort  of  tlte  visioD  o 
ratiiant  life-stuff  flowing  through  the  univrrwe  tl 
thrilled  Kenyon  in  the  hills.  Out  there,  looking  c 
over  the  prairies  cberlced  in  brown  earth,  and  grm 
and  old  grHNH  faded  from  rusael  to  lavrndcr,  with  t 
woods  worming  ihcir  way  through  the  v«lle>i».  be  hd 
voii^  and  had  crooned  tnelodicH  that  came  out  of  t' 
and  sun,  and  ulisticd  hiM  kouI.  Over  and  over  ht  I 
pcated  in  various  cadences  the  words: 

"  1  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  to  the  hilK  wheoec  eo 
help. ' ' 

And  he  had  ae«med  to  be  forming  a  great  hM 
■ntbem.  It  was  all  on  his  tongue's  tip.  with  the  & 
diorua  coming  from  out  of  aome  vast  mystery,  "] 
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rt  Ur,  my  love — behold,  thou  art  fair — ^thou  hast  dove's 
rtt."  There  in  the  sunshine  upon  the  prairie  grass  it  was 
t  real  and  vital  a  part  of  his  soul's  aspiration  as  though  it 
Ml  been  reiterated  in  some  glad  symphony.  But  as  he  sat 
a  the  sunset  trying  to  put  into  his  voice  the  language  that 
Smd  his  heart,  he  could  only  drum  upon  a  box  and  look 
t  the  girl's  blue  eyes  and  her  rosebud  of  a  face  and  utter 
^  copper  coins  of  language  for  the  golden  yearning  of  his 
ml.  She  answered,  thrille<l  by  the  radiance  of  his  eyes: 
^** Isn't  the  young  spring  beautiful— don 't  you  just  love  it, 
renyont    I  do." 

He  rose  and  stood  out  in  the  sun  on  the  lawn.  The  (n^l 
St  up.  She  was  abashed :  ar^  Htrangely  self-conscious  with- 
■t  reason,  she  began  to  pirouette  down  the  walk  and  dance 
•ek  to  him^  with  her  blue  eyes  fastened  like  a  myRtic  sky- 
kread  to  his  somber  gaze.  A  thousand  mute  messages  of 
tath  twinkled  across  that  thread.  Their  eyes  smiled.  The 
«o  stood  together,  and  the  youth  kicked  with  his  toes  in  the 
oft  turf. 

*'LiIa,*'  he  asked  as  he  looked  at  the  greening  grass  of 
ig,  '*what  do  you  suppose  they  mean  when  they  say, 

will  lift  up  mine  eyes  to  the  hills*?     The  line  has  been  wig- 
ig  around  in  my  head  all  morning  as  I  walked  over  the 

lirie,  that  and  another  that  I  can 't  make  much  of,  about, 

^  ihold,  thou  art  fair,  my  love — behold,  thou  art  fair.'  Say, 
lili,"  he  burst  out,  **do  you  sometimes  have  things  just  pop 
PD  your  head  all  fuzzy  with — oh,  well,  say  feeling  good  and 
pu  don't  know  why,  and  you  are  just  too  happy  to  eatf 
dor 

fie  pansed  and  looked  into  her  bright,  unformed  face  with 
t^  fleeting  cloud  of  sadness  trailing  its  blind  way  across 
^  heart 

••And  say,  Lila — why,  this  morning  when  T  was  out  there 
L  alone  I  just  sang  at  the  top  of  my  voice.  I  felt  so  bang-up 
hndy — and — I  tell  you  something — honest.  I  kept  thinking 
'  joa  all  the  time — ^you  and  the  hills  and  a  dove's  eyes.  It 
■t  tasted  good  way  down  in  me — you  evor  feol  that  way?" 
Jkgain  the  girl  danced  her  answer  and  sent  the  words  she 
i^ld  not  sp^dc  through  her  eyes  and  his  to  his  innermost 
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"But  honest,  LUa — don't  you  ever  feel  that  wif- 
creepy  with  good  feuliug — ^tickledy  jukI  cr»wljr,  »■ 
you'd  swalJowiMl  a  c&iidy  c&t«rpillAr  and  wa*  leUii 
down  itlow — kIow,  blow,  tt>  f^t  every  bit  of  it  — jf 
don't  youT  1  do.  It's  just  tine — out  on  the  ptsim 
with  big  bursting  thoughu  bumping  yoa  all  UN 

They  were  silting  on  the  8t4^p6  when  hi:  finii 
h«<.>l  was  denting  the  8od.     She  was  eatnmc«d  by  whiti 
saw  in  his  eyes. 

"Of  ooiinw,  Kfnyon."ahe  answGTvd  finally.  "Oirlia 
oh,  diSFerect,  1  guefls.  I  dream  things  like  that,  and  m 
timw  moroings  when  1  'to  wiping  dithea  1  think  'fl»H 
drop  dishes — and  whoopee!  But  I  don't  know — Kiik 
not  ao  woozy  and  alaxy  inxidt!  them  u  boys.  Ktnywi,  bt 
teil  you  anmethinfr:  Oirli  pretend  to  be  and 
half;  and  boys  prrtvud  they  urfn't  aud 

Hh^  ga?^  up  at  him  in  an  unblinking  joy  of 
■haniclcHa  as  the  heart  of  a  violet  baring  ilarlf  ts  Ibt 
Thtrn  ab<>  shut  ber  eyes  and  the  lad  caught  op  bis  initnii 
and  cried : 

"Come  on,  Lila, — come  in  the  honiie.     l'»e  got  to  pUj 
•Oticthing — aonietbing  1    found  out  on  the   prairie  I 
about  'mine  eyes  unto  the  bitlR'  and  'the  eyes  nf  the 
■od  the  woosy,  fuxxy,  happy,  creepy  thoughts  of  you  sB 
tiiwe." 

He  was  initide  the  door  with  the  Tiolio  in  hia  haadi. 
■he  eloaed  the  door  he  put  bin  bead  down  to  the  bfowa  * 
■a  if  to  bear  it  sing,  and  wbispcrod  alowlj-: 

"Oh.  Lila— li>teii'    just  hoar  ihia," 

And  then  it  camel     "The  Spring  Son,"  it  is  known 
Mlarly.    But  in  the  l>ook  of  his  eulketed  ransic  it 
"Allegro  in  R."     It  is  the  throb  nf  joy  of  younir  life 
the  tmaticwerable  quMtion  of  Ood :  what  does  it  mean 
Daw,  (air,  wondrrful  world  full  of  life  and  birth.  aaC 
•fawigttl  with  mystery,  enveloped  in  strange,  unsolved 
denr.  like  the  doud  pictum  that  float  and  poxslc  L 
break  and  reform  and  paint  all  Heaven  in  their  beaoty 
tkea  naolve  tbeaoaelves  into  nothing,     tfany  petKpla 
lUa  is  Kenyon  Adana'a  moat  brauliful  and  poetie  sm 
Certainly  in  the  expression  of  the  gayety  and  the 
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le  mjntidflm  of  youth  and  poignant  joy  he  never  reached 
height  again.  Death  is  ignored;  it  is  all  life  and  the 
rations  of  life  and  the  beckonings  of  life  and  the  ban- 
ig  of  life  and  the  deep,  awful,  inexorable  call  of  life  to 
h.  Other  messageB  of  Kenyon  Adams  are  more  pro- 
id,  more  comforting  to  the  hearts  and  the  minds  of  re»- 
Bg;  qpieationing  men.  But  this  Allegro  in  B  is  the  aong 
outh,  of  early  youth,  bidding  childhood  adieu  and  turn- 
to  life  with  shining  countenance  and  burning  heart. 
hen  he  had  finished  playing  he  was  in  tears,  and  the  girl 
Bg  before  him  was  awestricken  and  rapt  as  she  sat  with 
imed  faee  with  the  miracle  of  song  thrilling  her  souL 
OS  leave  than  there  in  that  first  curious,  unrealised 
iling  of  soul  to  soul.  And  now  let  us  go  on  into  this 
f,  and  remember  these  children,  as  children  still,  who  do 
know  that  they  have  opened  the  great  golden  door  into 
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CHAPTER  XLI 


IN  the  ebb  &nd  flow  of  life  ever^  gonfratioo  mm  iti 
of  altruiBm  washinf?  io.  But  hi  the  ebb  of  aHn 
Amcricu  that  followwl  the  Civil  War,  Amoa  A 
ubip  of  dreams  was  loft  hi|rh  and  drv  in  the  nit 
Finally  a  time  came  whfn  Ilic  tide  bt^an  to  hnooi  ifl 
in  no  substantial  way  did  bis  newspaper  feel  the  imp 
the  ciiirent.  The  Tnliune  was  an  old  hulk;  it  maid  n 
the  tide.  Aud  its  skipper,  soi-d.r.  broken  with  ibe 
always  too  gentle  for  the  world  about  him.  twn  at  hi 
ever  ready  to  stop  work  to  read  a  book,  Amon  Adaa 
had  been  a  crank  for  a  third  of  a  oentury.  reraained  t 
when  inueh  that  he  preached  in  earlier  years  was  M 
by  the  multitude. 

Anoa  Adams  mif;ht  have  made  the  Harvey-  Tri 
fioaneial  sueeess  if  he  could  have  brought  himself  tn 
John  Kdllaiider's  advice.  Hut  AmiM  could  not  abj 
presence  mueh  less  the  counsel  of  the  profonional  ] 
with  his  inetialeiit  blue  uniform  and  brass  butlona. 
an  elaborate  pretense  of  indepeodcticc,  John  Kollaod 
a  limber-kueed  time-server,  always  keen-eyed  for  the ) 
of  Uivot'  talile;  odd  joIm  in  receiverships,  odd  ioba  I 
suits  for  Daniel  Kands — as.  for  itistance.  fumikhini 
peelNl  wiini-««M  to  prove  improbable  eontenlion*— oJ 
in  his  church,  odd  jobs  in  bis  party  ornaniiatioo. 
carry  iti(t  a  pi-r  diem  mid  exiwiixes;  odd  jobs  for  the  O 
rial  Club,  where  the  pay  was  snre;  odd  jobs  for  To 
Uum,  apreadinfc  alandcr  by  innuendo  where  it  woidd 
inocit  Kood  for  Tom  in  bis  busine^;  odd  jobs  for  T| 
Dirk  and  for  Harry,  but  always  for  tb«  inmediato  1 
beuetit  of  John  Hollander,  his  heirs  and 
Anoa  Adams  enr  tboairht  of  himMlf, 
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ice.  He  managed,  Heaven  only  knows  how,  to  keep  the 
All  lie  going.  Jasper  bou^rht  back  from  the  man  who  fore- 
tted  the  mortgage,  his  father  s  homestead.  He  reiite<l  it 
his  father  for  a  dollar  a  year  and  ostentatiously  gav<*  the 
liar  to  the  Liord — so  ostentatiously,  indeed,  that  when 
mry  Fenn  gayly  referred  to  Amos,  Grant  and  Jasper  as 
ither.  Son  and  Holy  Ghost,  the  town  smiled  at  his  impiety, 
t  the  holy  Jasper  boarded  at  the  Hotel  Sands,  was  made 
partner  at  Wright  &  Perr>'  s,  and  became  a  bank  director 
thirty.    For  Jasper  was  a  Sands ! 

The  day  after  Amos  Adams  and  Tom  Van  Dom  had  met 
the  Serenity  of  Books  and  Wallpaper  at  Krotlierton*s, 
rant  was  in  the  Tribune  office.  ''Grant,"  the  father  was 
•tting  doif^n  from  his  high  stool  to  dump  his  type  on  the 
lil^;  •* Grant,  I  had  a  tiff  with  Tom  Van  Dom  yesterday, 
ord.  Lord,*'  cried  the  old  man,  as  he  bent  over,  straighten- 
if  lome  type  that  his  nervous  hand  had  knocked  down.  "I 
wider.  Grant'* — the  father  rose  and  put  his  hand  on  his 
lek,  as  he  stood  looking  into  his  son*s  face — ^"I  wonder  if 
D  that  we  feel,  all  that  we  believe,  all  that  we  strive  and 
ive  for — is  a  dream f  Are  we  ch&^ing  shadows!  Isn*t  it 
^r  to  conform,  to  think  of  ourselves  first  and  otht^rs 
fterwanl — to  go  with  the  current  of  life  and  not  against  it  t 
f  course,  my  guides — " 

"Father,"  cried  Grant,  **I  saw  Tom  Van  Dorn  yesterday, 
II,  in  his  big  new  car — and  I  don*t  need  your  guides  to 
Q  me  who  is  moving  with  the  current  and  who  is  buffeting 
Oh,  father,  that  hell-scorched  face — don't  talk  to  me 
QDt  his  faith  and  mine!"  The  old  man  remounteil  his 
inter *s  stool  for  another  half-hour  s  work  before  dusk 
lepened,  and  smiled  as  he  pulled  his  steel  spectacles  over 
ft  dear  old  eyes. 

One  would  fancy  that  a  man  whose  face  was  as  seamed 
Id  aearred  with  time  and  struggle  &s  Grant  Adams's  face, 
duld  hsTe  said  nothing  of  the  hell-scorched  face  of  Tom 
in  Dom.  Yet  for  all  its  luies,  youth  still  shone  from 
lint  Adams*s  countenance.  His  wide,  candid  blue  eyes 
still  boyish,  and  a  soul  so  eager  with  hope  that  it  some- 
biased  into  a  mad  intolerance,  gazed  into  the  world 
behind  them.    Even  his  arm  and  claw  became  an  ani- 
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mate  hand  when  Urant  waved  tbon  as  he  taUtedi  | 

widp.  pii-^BciouK  HliouUlen.  his  ahock  of  t 

hiiir,  hiH  towtvriuK  b»dy,  and  his  solid  i 

oak  bvaiDN. — nil, — cIhw,  orina,  ithotildera.  tnmk  i 

trauiilated  into  human  iinderBtanding  the  r^el  ■ 

Adam*, 

Ypt  the  rclK'llion  of  Grant  Adams's  aou]  a 
to  the  world.  He  van  trcaditiii  the  rou^  road  I 
ttndpr  the  f«"et  of  all  ihosA  who  try  to  divert  their  ¥ 
the  hanl  and  \viek<'i]  moraU  uf  their  timea.  For  ll 
dnniB  of  tliis  earth  are  nreanized  for  thiiw  who  dev«| 
selves  i-hiefl.v,  thoiiiih  of  rounn*  not  wholly,  to  the  Ml 
tion  of  aelf.  The  world  is  atill  vastly  efn>>nic  in  Ha  I 
And  the  iinbrokfii  sinieirle  nf  prcwmM  frtrni  Ahrll 
terday's  refonnrr,  hoa  been,  ia,  and  shall  be  the  ha|l 
the  spirit  that  ehainit  us  to  the  aelftth,  MCKejAtA  orda 
pasainfT  day.  So  Grant  Adams's  faoe  wu  battle  Kaq 
hilt  soul,  strong  and  exultant.  Inint  thnragh  hia  fli 
ahowed  itiielf  at  many  angles  of  hia  being.  And  a  fl 
militant  t)iin(r  it  lonkeil.  The  llinty  fmtnrrsof  the^ 
eoarse  mouth,  his  iiidoroitablp  blue  eyes,  hia  red  poUJ 
like  a  banner  almvc  his  uhalli-nirin^  forrbvod.  wrtnl| 
seamed  and  gashed  with  the  troubles  of  hanh  cimi^ 
hia  tcrejit  animttl  jaw  at  (he  ba-^e  of  the  spiritual  to«« 
countenance — all  showed  forth  the  warrior's  soul,  4 
rior  of  the  rebellion  that  is  as  old  aa  time  aod  ail 
to-morrow.  | 

Working  with  hia  hands  for  a  liare  livelihood,  bol 
at  his  desk  four  or  tive  days  in  tlw  weok  and  fd 
ai^t.  month  after  ronntb.  year  after  year,  for  DearM 
years,  without  rest  ur  rhanire.  had  taken  moeh  of  iM 
of  youth  from  his  bixly.  lie  knew  bow  the  nancf  i 
aecnmiilaleil  dues  was  pilintr  up  in  the  l^bor  VoM 
chest  in  the  valley.  He  bad  proved  what  a  trade  H 
m  an  induatrial  dcKtricl  i-ould  do  for  th«-  men  wiiboin 
by  its  potential  ?rtren]rtb  Ulack  powder,  whieh  I 
the  peatilence  that  stulketh  in  darknew,  i 
liirbts  had  lupersedod  torches  in  the  mnwaya  of  ll 
fiathhonaea  were  found  in  all  the  riiafta.  In  f 
tha  long,  killing  hours  were  ahandoned  and  ■ 
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devices  were  introduced.  But  each  gain  for  labor  had  come 
after  a  bitter  struggle  with  the  employers.  So  the  whole 
hiatory  of  the  Wahoo  Valley  was  written  in  the  lines  of  his 
broken  face. 

The  reformer  with  his  iridescent  dream  of  progress  often 
Jiangs  its  realization  upon  a  single  phase  of  change.  Thus 
irhen  Grant  Adams  banished  black  powder  from  the  district^ 
be  expected  the  whole  phantasm  of  dawn  to  usher  in  the 
perfect  day  for  the  miners.  When  he  secured  electric  lights 
^n  the  runways  and  baths  in  the  shaft  house,  he  confidently 
ezx>ected  large  things  to  follow.  While  large  things  hesi- 
tated, he  saw  another  need  and  hurried  to  it. 

Thus  it  happened,  that  in  the  hurrying  after  a  new  need, 
Grant  Adams  had  always  remained  in  his  own  district, 
except  for  a  brief  season  when  he  and  Dr.  Nesbit  sallied 
forth  in  a  State-wide  campaign  to  defend  the  Doctor's  law 
to  compel  employers  to  pay  workmen  for  industrial  acci- 
dents, as  the  employers  replace  broken  machinery — a  law 
which  the  Doctor  had  pushed  through  the  Legislature  and 
which  was  before  the  people  for  a  referendum  vote.  When 
Grant  went  out  of  the  Wahoo  Valley  district  he  attracted 
curious  crowds,  crowds  that  came  to  see  the  queer  labor  leader 
who  won  without  strikes.  And  when  the  crowds  came  under 
Grant's  spell,  he  convinced  them.  For  he  felt  intensely. 
He  believed  that  this  law  would  right  a  whole  train  of  inci- 
dental wrongs  of  labor.  So  he  threw  himself  into  the  fight 
with  a  crusader's  ardor.  Grant  and  the  Doctor  journeyed 
over  the  State  through  July  and  August ;  and  in  September 
the  wily  Doctor  trapped  Tom  Van  Dorn  into  a  series  of 
joint  debates  with  Grant  that  advertised  the  cause  widely 
and  well.  From  these  debates  Grant  Adams  emerged  a 
somebody  in  politics.  For  oratory,  however  polished,  and 
scholarship,  however  plausible,  cannot  -stand  before  the 
wrath  of  an  indignant  man  in  a  righteous  cause  who  can 
handle  himself  and  suppress  his  wrath  uf>on  the  platform. 

As  the  week  of  the  debate  dragged  on  and  as  the  pageant 
of  it  trailed  clear  across  the  State,  with  crowds  horHing  and 
cheering.  Doctor  Nesbit 's  cup  of  joy  ran  over.  And  when 
Van  Dorn  failed  to  appear  for  the  Saturday  meeting  at  the 
capital,  the  Doctor  *s  happiness  mounted  to  glee. 
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Tbat  night,  long  after  the  mitlnight  which  rndvd  Ihr 
triumph,  (imnt  uiid  thu  Doctor  wvn  Kitting  nn  ■ 
tniotc  at  a  way  ntation  waiting  for  a  b«lateii  Iraiu. 
was  in  the  full  uiirrtnit  of  hiK  pulsion.     I'ontnnal  Iniu 
meant  little  to  him — the  cauae  ever>'tbintf.     His  hnat 
afire  with  a  lust  to  win.     The  Doctor  kept  Inuking  at  tii 
with  curious  eyen — appraistnp  eyes,   indrad — fnm  tia* 
time  as  the  yoimgiT  uian's  interminalilr  stn-am  of  talk 
the  Cause  flowed  on.     Uut  the  Doctor  had  bia  pamaoa  i 
Whwi  it  burst  its  lioniU,  he  was  saying:     "Look  htrt, 
eriuty  man — take  a  reef  in  your  eanvait  picture  of  ju 
day   upon   the   miKty   ntouulain   tops — g^t   down    lo  | 
rootx."     Grant  turned  an  exalted  face  upon  the  Dortsr 
aaloniNhment.     The  Doctor  went  on : 

"Grant.  I  can  give  the  concert  all  right — but.  yoang  i 
you  are  sclIinFT  the  soap.  That's  a  Rreat  anntni«al  yva  I 
been  making  this  week,  (Irani-" 

"There  wann't  much  to  my  anntmcnt.  Doctor,"  aiMM 
Orant,  nitsenlly,  "though  it  was  a  rii;hteous  cauao.    A 
'did  WBH  to  make  an  apprnl  to  the  puckelbonka  of  Ml 
!|6trei't  all  over  (he  StJiie.  showing  the  luercbantx  ancl  A 
iHt  the  more  the  laboring  man  rrceiwa  the  inorakt' 
nd,  and  if  he  is  paid  for  hia  accidents  be  will  bqjr  ■ 
pninen  ami  ealieo;  whereas,  if  he  in  iioI  paid  be  will  n^ 
the  taxes  as  a  pauper.     Tom  couldn't  overeonu;  that 
Plsent,  but  in  the  long  nin,  our  eau9«  will  not  ba  WH 
I  aianenlly  and  dctiiiitcly  by  the  bread  and  butter  aad  llM 
■gument,  except  ns  tlial  sort  of  argument  prove*  tfat  j«tM 
k  of  our  cause  and  arouses  love  in  the  faearta  of  ymt 
i  dasH  people." 

But  Ur.  Nesbit  pencisted  with  hi«  tigur«.     'Mtraol." 
[piped,  "you  certnitily  can  netl  Muip.     SVhy  doa*t  yM 
»  soap  on  your  own  hook!     Why  dnn'l  yuu  let  mf 
I  you    for    Komelhing — (.^ngreaa — governor, 
[   we  can  win  hands  down." 

(Inuit  did  not  wait  for  the  Doctor  to  finish,  but 
violent  pmln>l :     "Sn,  no.  no — I>octor — no, 
that      I   tell  you,  man.   I   rauvt  travel  lifbt  and 
mom  go  into  life  ao  naketl  as  St.   Franeii.     The 
•tirring  as  with  a  smi  spirit  of  rbange.    Tbt  ImI 
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IS  at  home,  up  stepped  a  little  Belgian  glanblower  to 
I'd  never  seen  him  before.  I  said,  'Hello,  comrade  I' 
grasped  my  hands  with  both  hands  and  cried  'Com- 
!  So  you  know  the  password.  It  has  given  me  wel- 
i  and  warmth  and  food  in  France,  in  England,  in  Aos- 
a,  and  now  here.  Ever^n^here  the  workers  are  com- 
s!'  Everywhere  the  workers  are  comrades.  Do  you 
r  what  that  means,  Doctor  t ' ' 

le  Doctor  did  not  answer.  His  seventy  years,  and  his 
t  of  thinking  in  terms  of  votes  and  parties  and  factions, 
e  him  sigh. 

Doctor/'  cried  Grant,  ''electing  men  to  office  won*t  help, 
this  law  we  are  fighting  for — this  law  will  help.  Doctor, 
pinning  the  faith  of  a  decade  of  struggle  on  this  law." 
ie  Doctor  broke  the  silence  that  followed  Grant's  decla- 
m,  to  say:  "Grant,  I  don't  see  it  your  way.  I  feel 
life  must  crystallize  its  progress  in  institutions — politi- 
nstitutions,  before  progress  is  safe.  But  you  must  work 
your  own  life,  my  boy.  Incidentally,"  he  piped,  "I 
fve  you  are  wrong.  But  after  this  campaign  is  over,  I'm 
g  up  to  the  capital  for  one  last  fling  at  making  a  United 
es  Senator.  I've  only  a  dozen  little  white  chips  in  the 
t  game,  five  in  the  upper  house  and  seven  in  the  lower 
le.  But  we  may  deadlock  it,  and  if  we  do, — ^you'll  see 
ty  years  drop  off  my  head  and  witness  the  rejuvenation 
Id  Linen  Pants." 

rant  began  walking  the  platform  again  under  the  stars 
an  impatient  ghost.  The  Doctor  rose  and  followed  him. 
Qrant,  now  let  me  tell  you  something.  I  am  half  in- 
)d  at  times  to  think  it's  all  moonshine — this  labor  law 
"e  working  to  establish.  Hut  Laura  wants  it,  and  God 
ira,  Grant,  she  has  little  enough  in  her  life  down  there  in 
Vall^.  And  if  this  law  makes  her  happy — it*s  the 
1 1  can  do  for  her.  She  hasn't  had  what  she  should  have 
out  of  life,  so  I'm  trying  to  make  her  second  choice 
tfa  while.  That*s  why  I  'm  on  the  soap  wagon  with  you !" 
would  have  laughed  away  this  serious  mood,  but  he 
d  not 

rant  stared  at  the  Doctor  for  a  moment  before  answer- 
''Why,  of  course.  Dr.  Nesbit,  Tve  always  known  that. 
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But — I — Doctor — I  am  coneecratad  to  the  csok.    U  I 
reason  for  living." 

The  day  had  passed  in  the  elder's  life  when  he  eoi 
to  the  younger  man's  efflotions.  Ue  looknl  earioi 
Grant  and  said  softly : 

"Oh,  to  be  young — to  be  yooDg — lo  b«  young 
rose,  totR'heil  the  ntrong  arm  bewde  bini,  "  '  AihI  the 
men  shall  see  visions. '  To  be  yoang — ^just  to  be  young'. 
'the  old  men  shall  dream  (Inam)*.'  Wdl,  Oraut.  iho" 
important — not  entirely  picaaant.  We  ynuog  bmo  * 
seventies  had  a  gr^at  material  vision.  Tbe  dn«a  i 
empire  here  in  tlie  West.  It  hax  <>ome  tnie— ine 
hundred  fold.     Yet  it  is  not  mueU  of  a  dreant." 

He  let  the  arm  drop  and  began  drumming  on  tbl  tn 
he  conelade<l:  "But  its  all  I  havi^— all  tti«  drcva  I 
BOW.  'All  of  whieh  I  saw,  and  part  of  which  I  WM.* 
he  mQ«ed.  "perhap^t  it  Wrill  )m>  ukp*)  as  a  fmiiMlatioa 
which  something  real  and  beautiful  will  be  builded." 

Far  away  the  h^Htllif;lit  of  their  approaehing 
twinkled  upon  the  prairie  horixon.  Tht  two  men  wtm 
clow  into  tire  and  come  upon  them.  And  without  r«i 
^etr  talk,  each  went  his  own  wide,  weary  way  in  Out ' 
■a  they  lay  iu  adjoining  bertha  on  tbe  speeding  trmio. 

At  the  general  election  the  Doctor's  law  was  upheld 
majority  of  the  voti-s  in  the  State,  but  the  Doctor  hi 
was  defeated  for  reelection  to  the  State  Seoale  in  hi 
diatridt.  tirant  Adams  waited,  intently  and  with  fine 
for  this  law  to  bring  in  the  millennium.  But  tbe 
no  millennial  faith. 

He  came  down  town  the  morning  after  hia  defeat. 
nnmlKed.  He  went  toddling  into  the  stores  aod  i 
Market  Street,  cliekiDg  his  cane  husUy.  thanking  hia  Cl 
ud  joking  with  his  foes.  But  he  ehirrupcd  to  lleniy 
■ttd  Kyi*  Party  whom  be  found  in  the  Serenity  st  ttw  d 
On  day:  "'Well,  gentlemen.  I'te  wen  "em  all!  I'w 
my  oMliefaw  like  a  little  man;  but  I  won't  tide  the  spot 
■ha 'n't  eo  and  see  Dan  and  Tom.  I'm  willing  to  go  i 
as  any  man  in  the  forgiving  and  foriretling  bitsinesa,  hi 
Lord  himsdt  hasn't  <|Oit  on  them.  Lonkat'm-  lln 
I  ia  reoorded  all  over  their  tmem 
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about  ready  to  foreclose  on  old  Dan  1  And  every  time  Dan 
hears  poor  Morty  coughy  the  devil  collects  his  compound 
interest    Poor,  dear,  gay  Morty — ^if  he  could  only  put  up  a 

But  he  could  not  put  up  a  fight  and  his  temperature  rose 

in  the  afternoon  and  he  could  not  meet  with  his  gymnasium 

class  in  South  Harvey  in  the  evening,  but  sent  a  trainer 

instead.    So  often  weeks  passed  daring  which  Laura  Van 

Dom  did  not  see  Morty  and  the  daily  boxes  of  flowers  that 

came  punctiliously  with  his  cards  to  the  kindergarten  and 

to  Violet  Hogan's  day  nursery,  were  their  only  reminders 

of  the  sorry,  lonely,  footless  struggle  Morty  was  making. 

It  was  inevitable  that  the  lives  of  Violet  Hogan  and  Laura 
Van  Dom  in  South  Harvey  should  meet  and  merge.  And 
when  they  met  and  merged,  Violet  Hogan  found  herself 
devoting  but  a  few  hours  a  day  to  her  day  nursery,  while 
she  worked  six  long,  happy  hours  as  a  stenographer  for 
Grant  Adams  in  his  office  at  the  Vanderbilt  House.  For, 
after  all,  it  was  as  a  stenographer  that  she  remembered  her- 
self in  the  grandeur  and  the  glory  of  her  past.  So  Henry 
Fenn  and  Laura  Van  Dorn  carried  on  the  work  that  Violet 
began,  and  for  them  souls  and  flowers  and  happiness  bloomed 
over  the  Valley  in  the  dark,  unwholesome  places  which  death 
had  all  but  taken  for  his  own. 

It  was  that  spring  when  Dr.  Nesbit  went  to  the  capital 
and  took  his  last  fling  at  State  politics.  For  two  months  he 
had  deadlocked  his  party  caucus  in  the  election  of  a  Tnited 
States  Senator  with  hardly  more  than  a  do/en  legislative 
votes.  And  he  was  going  out  of  his  dictatorship  in  a  golden 
glow  of  glory. 

And  this  was  the  beginning  of  the  golden  age  for  Captain 
Morton.  The  Morton-Perry  Axle  Works  were  thriving. 
Three  eight-hour  shifts  kept  the  little  plant  booming,  and 
by  agreement  with  the  directors  of  the  Independent  mine, 
Nathan  Perry  spent  five  hours  a  day  in  the  works.  He 
and  the  Captain,  and  the  youngest  Miss  Morton,  who  was 
keeping  books,  believed  that  it  would  go  over  the  line  from 
loss  to  profit  before  grass  came.  The  Captain  hovered  about 
the  plant  like  an  earth-bound  spirit  day  and  night,  inter- 
rupting the  work  of  the  men,  disorganizing  the  system  that 
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Nathan  had  inatalleiJ,  and  pcreuading  himaelf  that 
him  the  furnst'ea  would  go  dead  and  Uie  worka  abat  i 

It  wan  one  beautiful  day  in  late  March,  after  the  \< 
election  wlicrdn  the  Doctor's  taw  had  woo  and  ibe 
hiniNclf  bail  lost,  tbat  Orant  Adunu  wax  In  IlarrrT'  I 
with  Mr.  lirotbcrton  on  suppliui  for  his  uffice.  I 
Morton  came  tramping  down  the  cloudit  before  hil 
swept  into  tlii:;  Serenity  and  jabbed  a  spike  ihrtMj 
wheels  of  i-nnimeive  with  the  remark :  "  WHl,  Qeoritl 
do  you  think  of  my  rei^nlia — ehf" 

Mr.  lirotherton  and  Orant  looked  up  from  theil 
They  beheld  the  Captain  arraynl  in  a  dazzling  ligl 
apring  suit — an  exceedingty  light  gray  suit,  with  a  ha 
aame  eolor  and  glove:*  an<l  shoe  apatt  )i>  match,  witJ 
tie  so  red  that  it  all  but  erackled.  "First  praFHa 
businetw.  We  got  nver  the  lipif  yewlerdHV  nonn,  and 
thouNand  to  go  on,  and  this  moruiug  I  juHt  went  i 
apree— what  say  T" 

"WeU.  Cap,  when  Morty  Sands  sees  you  he  will 
•Dvy.  You're  certainly  the  lily  of  tlie  Valley  and  Um 
and  morning  Klar — the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  q 
Grant,"  said  Hrothertoii  aa  he  turned  to  his  msloM 
hold  the  plulel" 

The  (.'uptain  stood  griuuiug  in  pride  ai  the  mm 
him  over. 

"  'Y  gory,  boya.  you'd  be  surprised  the  way  tbat 
bold  Uorae  haa  fait  the  trade.  Orderx  coiniiijf  in  fm 
mobile  makem,  aud  last  week  we  decided  lu  give  up  i 
the  little  power  saver  and  make  the  whole  rrar  aile. 
going  to  eall  it  the  Morton- l'err>-  Axle,  and  pot  i] 
plant,  and  1  was  telling  Ruthy  this  niormng.  I  nya, ' 
says  i,  'if  we  make  the  axle  husineaa  go.  111  juat  tol 
down  to  Wright  &  Perry  and  have  them  a««l  you  mt 
thing  nohby  in  buKband^.  and.  'y  gory,  a  nw  tfaooMj 
wetlding  trip  nnd  maybe  your  pa  will  go  along  for  oooi 
what  nay  I'  " 

He  waa  an  otld  figure  in  his  elolhea — for  they  wcrv 
mnlp^-made  for  the  figure  of  youth,  and  allliouBh 
berA  in  them  hut  a  few  hours,  the  padding  t 
tbe  wrong  ptarea;  and  they  were  wrinkled  wbi 


GRANT  ADAMS  CONQUEBINO  HIS  DEVIL    468 

tight.  His  bony  old  figure  stuck  out  at  the  knees,  and 
I  iSoolden  and  elbows,  and  the  high  collar  would  not  fit 
t  akinny  neck.  But  he  was  happy,  and  fancied  he  looked 
e  the  pictures  of  college  boys  in  the  back  of  mag^ines. 
he  answered  Mr.  Brotherton  's  question  about  the  opinion 
the  younger  daughter  as  to  the  clothes  by  a  profound 
Dk. 

^* Seared — scared  plumb  stiff — ^what  sayt  I  caught  Mar- 
f  nodding  at  Ruth  and  Ruthy  looking  hard  at  Marthy,  and 
en  both  of  'em  went  to  the  kitchen  to  talk  over  calling  up 
uny  and  putting  out  fly  poison  for  the  women  that  are 
bg  in  wait  for  their  pa.  Scared — ^why,  scared 's  no  name 
r  it — what  sayt" 

**WelI,  Captain/'  answered  Mr.  Brotherton,  **you  are  cer- 
inly  voluptuous  enough  in  your  new  stage  setting  to  have 
ar  picture  on  a  cigar  box  as  a  Cuban  beauty  or  a  Spanish 
brita." 

The  Captain  was  turning  about,  trying  to  see  how  the 
It  set  in  the  back  and  at  the  same  time  watching  the  hang 
the  trousers.  Evidently  he  was  satisfied  with  it.  For  he 
id:  ''Well — guess  111  be  going.  1*11  just  mosey  down 
Mrs.  IIerdicker*8  to  give  Emmy  and  Marthy  and  Ruthy 
nething  to  keep  Vm  from  thinking  of  their  real  troubles — 
f  And  with  a  flourish  he  was  gone. 
When  Grant's  order  was  filled,  he  said,  ''Violet  will  call 
r  thia,  George;  I  have  some  other  matters  to  attend  to." 
As  he  assembled  the  goods  for  the  order,  Mr.  Brotherton 
lied  out,  "Well,  how  is  Violet,  anyway?'*  Grant  smiled. 
ITblet  is  doing  well.  She  is  blooming  over  again,  and 
ben  she  found  herself  before  a  typewriter — it  really  seemed 
take  the  curve  out  of  her  back.  Henry  dei'lares  that  the 
pewriter  put  ribbon  in  her  hair.  Laura  Van  Dom,  I  be- 
ffe,  is  responsible  for  Violet's  shirt  waists.  Henry  Fenn 
nes  to  the  office  twice  a  day,  to  make  reports  on  the 
ring  business.  But  what  he's  really  doing,  George,  is  to 
:  her  smell  his  breath  to  prove  that  he's  sober,  and  so 
f  runs  the  two  jobs  at  once.  Have  you  seen  Henry  re- 
Btlyt" 

••Well,"  replied  Brotherton,  *'he  was  in  a  month  or  so 
0  to  borrow  ten  to  buy  a  coat — so  that  he  could  catch  up 
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with  the  trousers  of  Ih&t  suit  before  they  gnw  too  oU. 
still  buys  Imk  ilwtbes  that  way." 

Grant  tlirew  back  biH  red  head  and  ^rinaed  k 
grin:  "Wdl,  that's  funny.  I>idn't  you  km 
keeping  him  awayt"  Again  Grant  grinned.  "TIk  d 
was  here  he  came  wnf^ine  down  with  that  tro-dotUi 
but  his  coiiaoieiiee  got  the  best  of  him  for  Urikhioif  m 
money  on  htnuielf,  ho  he  Klipped  it  to  Violet  and  taM  I 
buy  her  some  new  teeth — you  know  she's  been  wAaa 
open  her  month  now  for  yeani.  Violet  pmmisN)  At ' 
get  the  teeth  in  time  for  Easter.  And  pretty  mtoa  m 
Mm.  Manriee  StrnrnKky — who  serulv  in  the  Wrifht  & 
Biiililing,  whose  baby  died  lant  summer  and  had  to  be  h 
in  the  Potter's  field — «he  eame  in;  and  fihe  and  Violet 
talking  about  the  baby — and  Violet  up  and  iravc  that 
Mrs.  Stromsky,  to  get  the  baby  out  of  the  Potter'a  8«l 

Mr.  Brotherlon  laughed  hiR  great  laugh.     Grant  Wi 

"Hut  that  isn't  all.  The  next  day  in  walks  Mn.  Ul 
Stromsky,  penitent  as  a  dng,  and  I  beard  h«r  aiTaahni 
Keif  with  Violet  for  giving  that  old  uw-buek  of  yoan 
Delancys,  whose  seeond  little  gir)  had  diphtheria  aiM 
bad  no  money  for  antitoxin.  I  never  tsaw  yoor  tea 
George,"  said  Grant.  "It  seemed  to  be  gnuifr  dawn  f 
last  time."  He  looked  at  Rrotherton  (|uizzieaUr  forai 
and  aaked: 

"So  old  Henry  hasn't  been  around  sinec — knt  tin 
onat     Well — anj-way,  hell  show  up  to-day  or  lo- 
be's got  the  new  eoal;  be  got  it  tbn  noroing. 
telling  me." 

[n  an  hour  Grant,  rctnrning  after  his  moraing's 
was  standing  liy  the  puny  little  bUze  that  John  Drxt« 
litirred  out  of  the  liign  in  the  Serenity.  The  two  wfm  I 
ing  together.  Mr.  Hratherton,  reading  hia  Kanna 
paper  at  his  desk,  called  to  them:  "Well,  I  nee  Doe 
still  holding  his  deodlnek  and  they  eao't  elect  a  ( 
States  Senator  without  him!" 

A  telegraph  metwrtger  boy  eame  in.  looknl  into  tl 
renily,  and  naid,  "Mr.  .\daiiui,  I  woa  looking  for  yuo.' 

Grant  Nignrd  the  boy's  hook,  read  the  lelegran,  and 
dnmbly  gazing  at  the  Are.  as  he  held  the  Aiet  in  k^ , 
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te  fire  popped  and  snapped  and  the  little  blaie  grew 
onger  when  a  log  dropped  in  two.  A  customer  came  in — 
died  up  a  magazine— called,  *' Charge  it,  please/'  then 
nt  out.  The  door  slammed.  Another  customer  came  and 
Qt  Miss  Calvin  stepped  back  to  Mr.  Brotherton.  The 
U  of  the  cash  register  tinkled.  Then  Grant  Adams  turned, 
iked  at  the  minister  absently  for  a  moment,  and  handed 
n  the  sheet.    It  read : 

''I  have  pledged  in  writing  five  more  votes  than  are 
eded  to  make  you  the  caucus  nominee  and  give  you  a 
ijority  on  the  joint  ballot  to-night  for  United  States 
nator.    Come  up  first  train." 

It  was  signed  ''James  Nesbit"  The  preacher  dropped  his 
ad  still  holding  the  yellow  sheet,  and  looked  into  the  fire. 
*'Wellt"  asked  Grant 

''Too  say,"  returned  John  Dexter,  and  added:  ''It 
Mild  be  a  great  opportunity — give  you  the  greatest  forum 
r  your  cause  in  Christendom — give  you  more  power  than 
QT  other  labor  advocate  ever  held  in  the  world  before." 
lie  said  all  this  tentatively  and  as  one  asking  a  question, 
rant  did  not  reply.  He  sat  pounding  his  leg  with  his 
iw»  abstractedly. 

"Too  needn 't  be  a  mere  theorist  in  the  Senate.  You  could 
!t  labor  laws  enacted  that  would  put  forward  the  cause  of 
bor.    Grant,  reaUy,  it  looks  as  though  this  was  your  life*8 


Grant  reached  for  the  telegram  and  read  it  again.  The 
kgram  fluttering  in  his  hands  dropped  to  the  floor.  He 
adiad  for  it — picked  it  up,  folded  it  on  his  claw  carefully, 
id  put  it  away.  Then  he  turned  to  the  preacher  and  said 
inhly: 

"There's  nothing  in  it  To  begin:  you  say  Til  have 
•re  power  than  any  other  labor  leader  in  the  world.  I  tell 
M,  labor  leaders  don't  need  personal  power.  We  don't 
Md  labor  laws— that  is,  primarily.  What  we  nee<I  is  senti- 
mi — a  public  love  of  the  under  dop  that  will  make  our  pres- 
|t  laws  intolerable.  It  isn  't  power  for  me,  it  isn  't  clean  pol- 
ies  for  the  State,  it  isn 't  labor  laws  that 's  my  job.    My  job, 
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dearly  beloved,"  he  hooked  the  minister's  bind 
gently,  "uiy  job,  oh,  thou  of  Utile  faith.'*  he  crifd 
flaming  torch  of  emotion  M^-med  Id  liruith  h'u  face  anl ' 
thv  fuiialic  glow  iu  his  couuteiiauce  while  bia  voice 
"is  to  stay  right  down  here  in  the  Wahoo  Vallry,  p< 
money  in  tiio  war  cheat,  pile  up  class  feeling  amonf  i^ 
^lomradejihip — harness  this  love  of  the  po«ir  for  tk* 
into  an  engine,  and  then  some  day  slip  the  belt  on 
gine — turn  on  the  juice  anil  pull  and  pull  and  pttll  tor 
simple,  elemental  piece  of  jiiBtiee  that  will  ahoir  thi 
one  phase  of  the  truth  about  labor." 

(Irant's  fai-e  whh  glowing  with  emotioo.  "I  tell  j 
day  of  the  Kingdom  h  here — only  it  iitn't  a  kingdi 
Democracy — the  great  Democracy.  It's  cominir-  '  ' 
out  and  meet  it.  In  the  dark  down  in  the  mines  I  < 
Holy  Ghoitt  riiw  into  the  lives  of  a  seore  of  men.  A 
I  see  the  Holy  fJhost  coming  into  a  great  elaiw.  And  I 
go — go  with  neither  purse  nor  script  to  meet  il.  to  li« 
and  maybe  to  die  for  it."  He  xbook  his  head  uul 
vehemently: 

"What  a  saphead  I'd  be  if  1  fell  to  that  baitr 
turne<l  to  the  Htorc  and  called  to  Min  Caltin.  "A 
there  a  telegraph  blank  in  the  denkT" 

Mr  Hrutherton  threw  it,  skidding,  acrom  ibe  hnvei 
Grant  fumbled  in  his  vest  for  a  pea,  bdd  the  ahecC 
with  bti  etaw  and  wrote: 

"T<Hi  are  kindness  itself.  But  the  plaee  dnflan*t  n 
mo.  Moreover,  no  man  should  go  to  the  Senate  rvnrei 
all  of  a  State,  whom  job  it  is  to  preach  ctasa  eonacHMUi 
a  part  of  the  State.  Get  a  bigger  man.  1  thank  yoi 
ever,  with  alt  my  heart." 

Grant  watehed  the  preacher  read  the  tele^ruo-  H 
it  twice,  then  he  said:  "Well — of  counr.  thal'i 
That's  rjffht — I  can  see  that.  »«l  I  don't  know— dna 
think — I  mean  arrn'tyou  kind  of — well,  J  can't  just  I 
it:  but—" 

"Well,  don't  try.  (hen,"  retume<l  Grant. 

However,  Doctor  Nesbit,  havinit  BontthtD) 
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n  the  ethics  of  the  case  at  stake,  was  aided  by  his  emo- 
xs  in  expressing  himself.  He  made  his  views  dear, 
1  as  Grant  sat  at  his  desk  that  afternoon,  he  read  this  in  a 
from  the  Doctor : 


'Well,  of  all  the  damn  fools!" 

That  was  one  view  of  the  situation.  There  was  this  other. 
Eiuy  be  found  in  one  of  those  stated  communications  from 
iiaps  Ruskin  or  Kingsley,  which  the  Peach  Blow  Philoeo- 
^r  sometimes  vouchsafed  to  the  earth  and  it  read: 

*  A  great  life  may  be  lived  by  any  one  who  is  strong  enough 
fail  for  an  ideal." 

3till  another  view  may  be  had  by  setting  down  what  John 
zter  said  to  his  wife,  and  what  she  said  to  him.  Said  he, 
CD  he  had  recounted  the  renunciation  of  Grant  Adams: 
'There  goes  the  third  devil.  First  he  conquered  the  temp* 
ion  to  marry  and  be  comfortable;  next  he  put  fame  behind 
B«  and  now  he  renounces  power." 

And  she  said:  ''It  had  never  occurred  to  me  to  consider 
ura  Van  Dom,  or  national  reputation,  or  a  genuine  chance 

*  great  usefulness  as  a  devil.  I  'm  not  sure  that  I  like  your 
le  in  devils." 

To  which  answer  may  he  made  again  by  Mr.  Left  in  a  com- 
mication  he  received  from  George  ^lercdith,  who  had  re- 
itly  passed  over.  It  was  verified  by  certain  details  as  to 
I  arrangement  of  the  books  on  the  little  table  in  the  little 
Bn  in  ^e  little  house  on  a  little  hill  where  he  was  wont 
write,  and  it  ran  thus : 

"Woiiicii*  always  star-hungry,  ever  uncompromiiiing  in  their  demand 
niabows,  nibblinK  at  the  entre'  and  pushing  anide  the  roaftt,  though 
ft  adoring  primitive  men  who  K^rge  on  it,  l>ut  ever  in  the  eod 
mrdiog  abatinence  and  thus  t»electin;r  a  race  of  Hpirituallj-minded 
i  for  flMtety  are  after  all  the  world's  materialists. 


I 


Tnia  story,  first  of  «ll,  and  last  of  all.  »•  Ion 
The  emotion  called  love  and  ilx  twin  ileaire  I 
lire  tlic  two  prliiin]  jiasKionK  of  life.  Fmin  toi 
developed  somewhat  the  gr^ni  ultruwtir  iiutimtii 
Iranianity — the  family,  the  tribe,  ihe  State,  the  mtu 
the  varied  sooial  aetivities— relipou,  patriotum,  | 
thropy.  brotherh<H)d,  While  from  hiin^r  have  (toi 
war  and  trade  ajid  property  arid  wmlth.  Often  it  h 
in  thi'  Krnwth  of  life  (hut  men  have  mnall  ehoir<>  in  nal 
liYlDft  that  are  motived  by  hiinprer  or  its  dewendaot  eoi 
for  nec^-wiity  narrows  thf»  choiee.  But  In  affaira  of  tbt 
there  comex  wide  latitudes  of  choice.  It 
then'fi.re  to  jiid^e  «  man,  a  iiatiitii.  a  race,  a  ''irilint 
pra,  liy  its  love  afrairs.  80  a  book  that  wiiald  idl 
that  would  jiaiiit  the  manneni  of  nx-n,  and  thoa  trim 
hearta,  must  be  a  love  story.  "Aa  a  man  tbinketh 
h<-an.  »o  a  he."  nina  the  proverb,  and.  mind  yma, 
heart — not  head,  not  mind,  bat  heart ;  ■■  a  tnaa  tlui 
his  heart,  in  that  part  of  hia  nature  where  rend*  bil  m 
emotioiu — ao  ia  he. 

It  ia  the  xbam  and  ahoate  of  the  autobiogriphiM  Ik 
and  diabearten  the  world,  that  they  ar«  ao  uneaadid 
relation  of  thoae  emotional  episodes  in  life— ^ptaoda 
iMve  to  do  with  what  we  know  for  some  earioua 
"llie  Hufter  pamiona. "  Cieaar'n  Gaelic  wara,  bit  briil 
trouble  with  the  impcdimtmlo.  hia  fights  with  the  Hel 
— who  eare«  for  ihemT  ftTio  carea  irreally  for  > 
expedition  atfuinnt  the  AllinT  Of  what  humao  int 
(iraiit'a  tale  of  the  WildemcM  fifthtinirT 
Calpnrnio.  of  her  predect«w>n,  and  ber  hdn 
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•ar's  heart;  to  know  the  truth  abput  Joaephine  and  the 
tth  in  Napoleon's  life  that  came  with  her  heartbreak — ^if  a 
ksh  did  come,  or  if  not,  to  know  frankly  what  did  come; 
know  how  Grant  got  on  with  Julia  Dent  through  poTerty 
d  riches,  through  sickness  and  in  health,  for  better  or  for 
trse — ^with  all  tiie  strain  and  stress  and  struggle  that  life 
Its  upon  the  yoke  that  binds  the  commonplace  man  to  the 
Bunonplace  woman  rising  to  eminence  by  some  unimportant 
irk  of  his  genius  reacting  on  the  times — these  indeed  would 
memoirs  worth  reading. 

.Vod  whatever  worth  this  story  holds  must  come  from  its 
Ine  as  a  love-story, — the  narrative  of  how  love  rose  or  fell, 
m  or  withered,  bloomed  and  fruited,  or  rotted  at  the  core 
the  lives  of  those  men  and  women  who  move  through  the. 
nea  painted  upon  this  canvas.  After  all,  who  cares  that 
OBias  Van  Dom  waxed  fat  in  the  land,  that  he  received 
idemic  degrees  from  great  universities  which  his  mastera 
pported,  that  he  told  men  to  go  and  they  went,  to  come 
li  they  camet  These  things  are  of  no  consequence.  Men 
e  doing  such  things  every  minute  of  every  day  in  all  the 

IT. 

But  here  sits  Thomas  Van  Dorn,  one  summer  afternoon, 
th  a  young  broker  from  New  York — one  of  those  young 
nkers  with  not  too  nice  a  conscien(.*e,  who  laughs  too  easily 
the  wrong  times.  He  and  Thomas  Van  Dorn  are  upon  the 
It  veranda  of  the  new  Country  (*luh  building  in  ilarvey 
the  pride  of  the  town — and  Thomas  is  squinting  across  the 
If  eourse  at  a  landscape  rolling  away  for  miles  like  a  sea,  a 
idscape  rich  in  homely  wealth.  The  youn^  New  Yorker 
■MB  with  letters  to  Judge  Van  Dorn  from  his  employers  in 
road  Street,  and  as  the  two  sip  their  long  cool  gUisHes.  and 
times  smoke  their  long  black  cigars,  the  former  judge  falls 
to  one  of  those  self- revealing  philosophical  moo<ls  that  may 
k called  the  hypnoidal  semi-conscious  state  of  common  sense, 
lid  Van  Dom : 

•*WeIU  boy — what  do  you  think  of  the  greatest  thing  in 
IS  world  t"  And  not  waiting  for  an  answiT  the  older  man 
Minoed  as  he  held  his  cigar  at  arm's  length  and  looked  be* 
Vien  his  elevated  feet  at  the  landscape:  '*  'Stay  me  witJti 
toma,  oomlort  me  with  apples,  for  I  am  sick  of  love. '    Great 


I 
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old  lover — Solomon.  Rather  out  of  the  amal«ar 
hid  thousand  wives  tuid  cuneubine^;  prrhnpn  a 
withal,  but  hardly  a  fanatic  on  the  mljje<>.-t ;  and 
h<!  waa  sick  uf  luvt^ — probably  soniewhvir  in  hix  tiftitm,- 
mon  voici'd  a  profound  man'i  truth.  Moat  of  i 
Hpeakin^f  generally  of  love,  my  boy,  I  am  with 
Thcr«  is  norhiiig  iu  it." 

The  cigar  in  his  finely  cnrved  mouth — the 
of  youth,  that  had  purstni  up  dryly  tn  middle 
painted  upward.  It  stood  out  fmin  a  reddiih  l<?an  fi 
moved  when  the  museleM  of  the  face  worked  vicinud/ 
aponse  to  some  inward  reflection  of  Toni   Van  Don 

lie  drawled  on.  "Think  of  the  time  men  fool  away 
calico,  i  've  t^one  all  the  f^tH,  and  I  know  what  I'm 
about.  Ladi<«  and  •Judy  O'Gradin,  married  and  'oa 
cent  and  indecent — it's  all  the  saiue.  I  tell  you,  _ 
there'a  nothing  in  it!  Txive,"  he  luu)^ed  a  liltlr 
"Ijove — why,  when  I  waa  in  the  business,"  be  anil 
never  had  any  trouble  lovinjr  any  lady  I  dexired.  nor 
her  if  1  loved  her  long  enough  and  slronif  cnouith. 
I  wax  a  yount^  cub  like  you,"  Van  l>um  waved  U 
grandly  toward  the  young  broker,  "I  oite*!  to  knp 
awoke,  cutting  noti.<hM  in  my  memor>' — namiiiK  onri 
queata.  But  now  I  u.sc  tt  ax  a  man  does  the  ahwp  a 
fence,  to  pul  me  to  nleep,  and  I  haven't  bwn  able  to  | 
fortieth  birthday  in  the  lixt  for  two  yearn,  without  m 
What  a  fool  a  man  can  make  of  himself  over  caliM 
ladiea,  Qod  blem  'em.  have  got  old  John  RarlejF-ooni 
a  mile,  when  it  comes  to  playing  bell  with 
Again  xpeaking  broarlly,  and  allowing  for  ernain  exa 
1  should  say — '*  he  pauseil  to  give  the  judicial  pom] 
flection  to  his  utterancn; — "the  bigger  fool  the  «a 
the  greater  fool  a  man  makes  of  himself  for  bar.  . 
for  what  T" 

Hit  young  guent  inlerjeoied  the  word  "Lor^f 
pause.     The  Judge  made  a  wrj-  face  and  emitinued 

"Love!  Ixjve — why.  man,  you  talk  like  n  who 
Thi-rft  is  no  love.  Love  and  tJod  are  twin  m>ths  b; 
we  explain  the  relation  of  our  fati<s  to  our  follies.  1 
thing  about  tne  that  will  live  is  the  blood  I  ti 
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Ddrenl  We  live  in  posterity.  As  for  love  and  all  the 
Merifls  of  the  temple — waugh — woof ! "  he  shuddered. 
He  put  back  his  cigar  into  the  comer  of  his  hard  mouth. 
I  was  squinting  cynically  across  the  rolling  golf  course, 
hat  he  saw  there  checked  his  talk.  He  opened  his  eyes 
get  m  clearer  view.  His  impression  grew  definite  and  un- 
■talutble.  There,  half  playing  and  half  sporting,  like 
Bug  Iambs  upon  the  close-cropped  turf,  were  Kenyon 
lams  and  Lila  Van  Dom !  They  were  unconscious  of  all 
It  their  gay  antics  disclosed.  They  were  happy,  and  were 
ing  only  to  express  happiness  as  they  ran  together  after 
''  ball,  that  flew  in  front  of  them  like  a  mad  butterfly.  But 
Ihe  sad  lore  of  his  bleak  heart,  the  father  read  the  meaning 
their  happiness.  Youth  in  love  was  never  innocent  for 
t.  Looking  at  Lila  romping  with  her  lover,  he  turned  sick 
heart.  But  he  held  himself  in  hand.  Only  the  zigzag 
r  on  his  forehead  flashing  white  in  the  pink  of  his  brow 
rayed  the  turmoil  within  him.  He  tried  to  keep  his  eyes 
the  golf  course.  A  sharp  dread  that  he  might  transmit 
iself  in  nature  to  posterity  only  through  the  base  blood  of 
Adamses,  stnick  him.  lie  closed  his  eyes.  But  the  wind 
lught  to  him  the  merriment  of  the  young  voices.  A  jeal- 
gr  of  Kenyon,  and  an  anger  at  him,  flared  up  in  the  father. 
Tom  Van  Dom  drew  down  the  comers  of  his  mouth — and 
ted  his  furtive  eyes,  and  put  on  his  bony  knee  a  mottled, 
rvous  hand,  with  brown  splotches  at  the  wrist,  coming  up 
rr  the  vi*ined  furrows  that  led  to  his  tapering  tingors,  as  he 
ed  harshly  in  a  tone  that  once  had  bt^n  soft  and  raellif- 
OS,  and  still  was  deep  and  chesty:  *\Still  me  with 
irons,  comfort  me  with  apples,  for  I  am  sirk  of  love!*' 
He  would  have  gone  away  fn)m  the  torture  that  came,  as 
■tared  at  the  lovers,  but  his  devil  held  him  there.  He  was 
id  when  a  noise  of  saw  and  hammer  at  the  lake  drowned 
i  voices  on  the  lawn.  Ilis  gladness  lasted  but  a  moment, 
r  soon  he  saw  the  young  people  (|uit  chasing  their  crazy 
tterfly  of  a  golf  ball,  and  wander  half  way  up  the  hill  from 
B  lake,  to  sit  in  the  snug  shade  of  a  wide-spreading,  low- 
nehed  elm  tree.  Then  the  father  was  nervous.  l>e(.*ause  he 
aid  not  hear  their  voices.  As  he  sat  with  the  young  broker, 
arling  at  the  anonymous  phantoms  of  his  past  which  were 


bedeviling  him,  a  gniy  doubt  kept  bniahii  _ 
He  reiili/^  clearly  Uiat  be  had  no  le^  ri(bt  to  i 
Lilii's  cboice  of  eompaaioDS.  lie  luulenlood  Ikst  I 
would  not  JDKtify  anything  that  he  might  do,  oTMjr.l 
coneerniiiir  her  aiid  her  fortunes.  Yet  then  aaaH 
was  tlie  Van  Dom  srt  to  her  pn-tty  head  and  a  V| 
gesture  in  her  ^y  hands  that  bad  oomc  down  tnmi 
four  (Ten L-rat ions  in  family  tradition.  And  bv  had  | 
even  tu  he  offcudiTd  when  she  would  merge  thai  V| 
blood  with  the  miserable  Adams  heredity.  Hi»  inM 
the  situation  baffled  htm,  and  angered  him.  Tbr  I 
final  to  bia  mind :  bat  it  did  not  satufy  his  wrathful  % 
iag  heart.  For  in  his  heart,  he  realized  that  detuali 
escape  from  the  responsibility  he  had  renonoeed  1 
trip|>e<l  down  the  Hteps  of  their  home  and  left  LQa  1 
for  him  in  her  mother's  arms.  He  hit  bia  ragged  d 
ennwd  hix  (!iid.  while  the  yontis  man  with  Ton  Vj 
thought.  "'Wc!!,  what  a  dour  old  Turk  he  i«!"  | 

The  hammering  and  iiawing.  which  drowned  the  1 
the  young  people  under  the  tree,  eame  from  the  new 
pavilion  near  by.  Grant  Adams  was  working  on  a  t1 
job  putting  up  the  pavilion  for  the  itummer.  Be  < 
of  Van  i>orn'!i  view,  facing  another  angle  of  the  \ai 
faced  veranda.  Grant  mw  Kenyoti  tying  upod  I 
slim  and  praeeful  and  with  the  beauty  of  7011th  t 
from  him,  and  Grant  wondered,  as  he  worked,  «lql 
should  be  there  playing  among  tbe  hilts,  while  IM 
other  mm,  making  mueh  more  money  than  be — M 
money  indeed  than  many  of  the  others  who  flhted] 
green — should  toil  in  tho  fumeft  of  Sooth  llarvty  ai 
great  induRtrial  Valley  thront:h  long  banl  boun  1 
that  upped  their  hcadx  U14I  hearts  by  ila  bmM 
■BOtioD,  and  lack  of  purpoae.  An  he  gaxed  at  the  Iwr) 
Inn  did  not  atick  in  hia  eunaciouKncwi — even  if  he  m 
Tbeir  preaeooe  under  the  elm  tree  at  midday  reae  M 
lem  which  deepi-ned  a  furrow  here  and  there  ia  tu| 
faee  and  he  hammered  and  sawed  sway  with  k  wiU.| 
•at  in  his  muMrlca  the  satiafaotiun  which  bia  niiMl  i 
bring  bin.  1 

Am  the  two  falhcrn  from  differrat  vistas  lookad  m 
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Idrcn,  Kenyon  and  Lila  beneath  the  elm  tree  were  shyly 
inf  with  vagrant  dreams  that  trailed  across  their  hearts. 

was  looking  up  at  her  and  saying : 

*Lila — who  are  we — ^you  and  If  I  have  been  gazing 
ytm  three  minutes  while  you  were  talking,  and  I  see  some 
^  quite  different  from  the  you  I  knew  before.    Looking 

at  you,  instead  of  down  at  you,  is  like  transposing  you. 
u  are  strangely  new  in  this  other  key." 
The  girl  did  not  try  to  respond  in  kind — ^with  her  lips  at 
St  She  began  teasing  the  youth  about  his  crinkly  hair, 
eaking  a  twig  as  she  spoke,  she  threw  it  carelessly  at  his 
ir,  and  it  stuck  in  the  closely  curled  locks.  She  laughed 
rly  at  him.  Perhaps  in  some  way  rather  subtly  than  sud- 
ily,  as  by  a  ghostly  messenger  from  afar,  he  may  have 
ai  made  aware  of  her  beautiful  body,  of  the  exquisite  lines 
her  figure,  of  the  pink  of  her  radiant  skin,  or  the  red  of 
r  girlish  lips.  For  the  consciousness  of  these  things 
med  to  spend  his  soul  in  joy. 

The  blazing  eyes  of  Tom  Van  Dom,  squinting  down  upon 
» couple  under  the  tree,  could  see  the  grace  that  shone  from 
housand  reactions  of  their  bodies  and  faces.     He  opened 

mouth  to  voice  something  from  the  bitterness  of  his  heart 
t  did  not  speak.    Instead  he  yawned  and  cried:    ''And  so 

rot  and  we  rot  and  we  rot" 

^iow  it  matters  little  what  the  lovers  chattered  about  there 
ckr  the  elm  tree,  as  they  played  with  sticks  and  pebbles, 
was  what  they  would  have  said  that  countiHM>r  perhaps 
at  th^  should  have  said,  if  they  had  been  able  to  voice 
ir  sense  of  the  gift  which  the  gods  were  bestowing.  But 
gr  were  dumb  humans,  who  threw  pebbles  at  each  other's 
a,  though  in  the  deep  places  of  their  souls,  far  below  the 
tImob  waves  of  bashful  patter,  heart  might  have  spoken  to 
irt  in  passing  thus : 

''Oht  Lila,  what  is  beauty  t     What  is  it  in  the  soul,  run- 
ig  oat  glad  to  meet  beauty,  whether  of  line,  of  tone,  of 
1^,  of  form,  of  motion,  of  harmony?*' 
And  the  answer  might  have  been  trumpeted  back  through 
edeep: 

I'lfnybe  beauty  is  the  God  that  is  everywhere  and  every- 
iag,  rekaaing  himself  in  matter.    Perhaps  for  our  eyes  and 
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ears  and  fin^rs,  the  iiimiaii«nt  Ood  bad  on 
answer  is  looked  in  our  aouls  that  are  alio  a  part  e( 
created  in  his  imaKe.     And  when  in  oarve  or 
quence  of  notes  or  harmony,  or  io  tbrUliag  toudi 
equation  is  stated  in  terms  of  radiation,  God 
soul's  anxwer,  speaks  to  us." 

Itut  none  of  this  trumpet  call  of  aodls 
fathers  who  were  watching  the  lover*.  For  one  t 
old  in  selfishness  to  uiitl'-rKland,  and  the  otber 
too  old  in  bearing  others'  burdens  to  know  what 
through  the  soul's  trumpet,  when  love  first  eoua 
heart.  ^  the  hammers  hammered  and  the  nwa  |[n 
the  pavilion,  and  a  hanl  heart  hammerec)  and  a  anal  g 
and  a  tonipje  babhled  folly  on  the  veranda.  Bot  obi 
elm  tree,  eyes  met,  and  across  space  went  the  nHH) 
binds  lives  forever.  She  picked  up  a  twig  longer  thi 
twitrs  about  her,  reached  with  it  and  touched  hit  ll 
furtively,  stroked  his  orinkled  hair,  blushinfr  at  herbi 
His  bead  sank  to  the  earth,  he  put  bk  face  upon  tb4 
and  for  a  second  ho  found  joy  in  the  nish  of  teua. 
beard  voices,  bringinir  the  planet  back  to  tbemi  bal 
far  away.  On  the  hill  across  the  little  valley  tbey  oM 
tn-o  cam^^t  (colfera,  working  along  the  sk>--lineL 

The  couple  on  the  tiky-linc  hurried  aloof;  in  the  bed 
man  mopp^  hix  face,  and  his  brown,  hairy  arms,  and 
sinewy  neck.  The  woman,  rather  thin,  but  freab  ai 
the  maidenly  look  of  one  who  isn't  entirely  aure  w 
man  will  do  next,  kept  well  in  the  lead. 

"Well.  Rmina — there's  love's  young  dream  all 
He  stopped  Id  puff,  and  waved  at  the  couple  hj  t) 
Then  lie  hitched  up  his  loose,  baggy  trousers,  gave  a 
bis  big  ttowing  blue  necktie,  let  tly  at  the  ball  am 
"Fore."  When  he  came  up  to  the  ball  again,  h«  1 
and  winded.  "Emma,"  he  said,  "let's  go  lum 
to  eat  at  the  houite — my  figure 'II  do  for  an  encr 
groom — won't  itf"  And  thus  they  alroUed  over  tk 
and  out  of  the  game. 

But  oQ  another  hill,  another  couple  in  the  midst  of 
of  children  attracted  by  one  of  Mr.  Brotherton'a 
lauglu,  looked  down  and  saw  Lila  and  Kenyott.     th 
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•  of  love  caught  the  meaning  of  the  figures  under  the 

'Look,  mamma — look,"  said  Nathan  Perry,  pointing  to- 

rd  the  tree. 

'  Oh,  Nate, ' '  cried  Anne,  * '  — isn  't  it  nice  I    Lila  and  Ken- 

»!" 

*Well,  mamma— are  you  happy  T"  asked  Nathan,  as  he 

led  against  the  tree  beside  her.    She  nodded  and  directed 

ir  glances  to  the  children  and  said  gently,  *'And  they 

tify  it— don't  theyt" 

le  looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  and  said,  ''Yes,  dear— 

ippose  that's  what  the  Lord  gave  us  love  for.     That  is 

r  love  makes  the  world  go  around." 

And  don't  the  people  who  don't  have  them  miss  it — my! 

e,  if  they  only  knew — if  these  bridge-playing,  childless 

I  knew  how  dear  they  are — what  joy  they  bring — just 

children — ^not  for  anything  else — do  you  suppose  they 

lid—" 

Oh,  you  can't  tell,"  answered  the  young  father.  **Per- 
8  selfish  people  shouldn^t  have  children;  or  perhaps  it's 
children  that  make  us  unselfish,  and  so  keep  us  happy. 
»*be  it's  one  of  those  intricate  psychical  reactions,  like  a 
nical  change — I  don't  know!  But  I  do  know  the  kids 
the  best  things  in  the  world." 

he  put  her  hand  in  his  and  squeezed  it.  '*You  know, 
e,  I  was  just  thinking  to-day  as  1  put  up  the  lunch — 1  m 
ighty  lueky  woman.  I've  had  all  these  children  and  kept 
ry  one  so  far;  I've  had  such  joy  in  them — such  joy,  and 
laven't  had  death.  Even  little  Annie's  long  sickness,  and 
rything — Oh,  dear,  Nate — but  isn't  she  worth  it — isn't  she 
th  itT" 

le  kissed  her  hand  and  replied,  "You  know  Tm  so  ^lad  we 
t  down  to  South  Harvey  to  live,  Anne.  1  ran  si^e — well. 
)*n  the  way  it  is.  Lots  of  families  down  there — families 
didn't  have  any*more  to  go  on  than  we  had  then,  started 
as  we  did.  They  had  a  raft  of  ki<ls — "  he  laughed, 
It  as  we  did.  But,  mamma — th»»y're  dead— or  worse, 
're  growing  up  underfed,  and  are  hurrying  into  the 
w  or  the  breaker  bins.  I  tell  you.  Anne — here's  the  thing. 
le  fathers  and  mothers  didn't  have  any  more  money  tlian 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  KOOU 


I 


we  had — but  w«  did  have  more  and  better  I 
had.     Vou  kiii-w  liPltor  Ihan  to  feed  our  kids  In 
how  to  care  fur  tliem—wi-  ktitw  how  to  sprad  <l 
that  it  would  eotirit.     Tlii?y  didn't      We  have  O 
have  doctoni'  and  uiidcrlakers'  bUia.     It  isn 
coiintK  sii  mmli — 8»  the  dilTcrenee  in  brin;nn|t  n|'- 
loveni  beeauNe  of  uur  bringing  up.     Otberwiac,  we'd  h 
ing  like  eala  and  dog^,  1  'd  be  drinking,  vou  *d  be  aliMU 
around  in  wrappcra.  and  the  kiiU  would  be  on  the  stm 

The  (.-hildreii  plajing  on  the  irravel  bank  were  ha 
giy  lime.  The  mother  railed  to  them  to  be  careful  a 
clollies,  and  then  replied : 

"Nato.  honetiily  1  believe  if  I  bad  two  or  titrea 
dollars,  and  could  give  every  girl  in  Boutb  llkrvcy 
education — leuch  her  how  to  eook  and  keep  hoa«  h 
for  buhies  i>efore  she  Im  ei)rhte«ii,  thai  we  could  c' 
whole  asfwirt  of  South  Harvey  in  a  generation.  If  I  h 
two  or  thni'  million  dolliirsi  l(i  xpend— I  enuld  fill  I 
juBt  OS  full  as  Uarvey  of  happy  eonplea  like  as.  Of 
thcre'd  U-  the  other  kind — ntune  of  theiu— juat  i 
the  other  kind  in  liarvey — people  like  the  Van  l>i>n 
tliey  would  lie  the  exception  in  South  Ilar%-ey,  aa  tl 
DoriiD  are  the  exception  in  Harvey.  And  two  or  tkl 
lion  dollant  would  do  it." 

"Yes,  mninma.^tlittt'H  the  bell  of  it — the  very  I 
that  trrindx  my  ui/juird — your  father  and  my  fatk 
the  olhen  who  haven't  ilnne  a  lick  of  the  uork — and  i 
entitled  only  to  a  derenl  inlerexi  and  pn'morent'  pmAI 
taken  out  twenty  million  dollars  from  South 
dividend)!  in  the  laxt  thirty  yenra — and  thta  in  ibe 
Hell  for  forty  thutisand  people  down  there,  and— . 
and  a  few  dozen  e<lucatrd  happy  people  are  ll>e  f'nii 
SomeiimeK.  Antie.  [  hxik  iiI  our  lilllo  finrk  and  liaik 
•0  beautiful,  and  think  nt  our  life  so  glorioiu,  and  ' 
bow  a  junt  <io<l  ran  permit  it." 

They  looked  at  the  waving  aeres  of  hlnefrraaa.  dolti 
treea.  at  the  eri>i>k  winding  itK  way  thmngh  tbe  eoi 
dark  green  and  all  but  rcaily  to  timdc,  then  up  at  tl 
■ky.  untaintei)  with  the  nnoke  of  Harrey. 

Then  they  conaidered  the  yeara  lliat  lay  hade  • 
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I  tUttk,  Nate/'  she  anErwered,  ''that  to  love  really  and  tnily 
ic  man  or  one  woman  makes  one  love  all  men  and  women. 

feel  that  waj  even  about  the  little  fellow  that's  coming. 
l9?e  him  so,  that  even  he  makes  me  love  ever3rthing.  And 
I  I  can't  just  pray  for  him — I  have  to  pray  for  all  the 
flChers  carrying  babies  and  all  the  babies  in  the  world.  I 
link  when  love  comes  into  the  world  it  is  immortal.  We  die. 
It  the  sum  of  love  we  live,  we  leave ;  it  goes  on ;  it  grows. 
:  is  the  way  God  gets  into  the  world.  Oh,  Nate,"  she 
ried,  **I  want  to  live  in  the  next  world — personally' — with 
DO — ^to  know  the  very  you.  I  don*t  want  the  impersonal 
nmortality — I  want  just  you.  But,  dear — I — ^why,  I'd  give 
|>  even  that  if  I  could  be  sure  that  the  love  we  live  would 
Cfter  leave  this  earth.  Think  what  the  love  of  Christ  did 
or  the  earth  and  lie  is  still  with  us  in  spirit.  And  I  know 
vhen  we  go  away — when  any  lovers  go  away,  the  love  they 
•ve  lived  will  never  leave  this  earth.  It  will  live  and  joy — 
«»  and  agonize  too  at  the  injustice  of  the  world — live  and 
Memcifled  over  and  over  again,  so  long  as  injustice  exists. 
Jaly  as  love  grows  in  the  world,  and  is  hurt — is  crucified — 
■ill  wrongs  be  righted,  will  the  world  be  saveil." 

He  patted  her  hand  for  a  minute. 

"Kyle,  Nate,  Annie — come  here,  children,*'  cried  the  fa- 
:kpr.  After  some  repetition  of  the  calling,  they  came  troop- 
■IT  up,  asking:    "What  is  it?*' 

*' Nothing  at  all,'*  answered  the  father,  **we  jtist  wanted 
iiUa  you  and  feel  and  see  if  your  wings  were  sprouting,  so 
fctt  we  could  break  them  off  before  you  fly  away,"  where- 
9Hni  there  was  a  hugging  bee  all  around,  and  while  every 
Qe  was  loving  every  one  else,  a  golf  ball  How  by  them,  and 
Mment  later  the  white-clad,  unbent  figure  of  .Mrs.  I^lelia 
^tterthwaite  Nesbit  appeared,  bare-headed  and  bare-armed, 
Hd  behind  her  trotte<l  the  devoted  white  figure  of  the  Doctor, 
iiTTiiig  two  golf  sticks. 

/'Chained  to  her  chariot — ^to  make  a  Roman  holiday,'* 
iped  the  Doctor.  *' She's  taking  this  exorcise  for  my 
fialth.*' 

••WdL  James,*'  replied  his  wife  rather  definitely,  **I  know 
M  need  it!" 

''And  that  settles  it,*'  cried  the  little  man  shrilly,  *'say. 
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Nate,  if  we  men  ever  get  the  ballot,  I'm  gtAttg  ti 
for  liberty." 

"I'm  with  you.  Pot^tor,"  replied  the  jroung  Bua.     ' 

"Nate,"  he  mocked  in  his  coioka]  faLsetto,  **m  ytt 
older  aiid  gel  further  and  further  from  yoar  mnther'fj 
care,  you'll  Hod  that  there  wan  some  deep-seated  natu| 
son  why  we  men  sliould  lead  the  sheltered  life  and  Id 
hurly-burly  of  existence  to  the  women." 

Krom  lung  habit,  in  Kueh  coses  Mrs.  Nabit  tried  | 
sniilo  and,  from  long  hnbil,  fniled.  "Doelor  Jim,"  Ulj 
Bs  he  picked  up  her  ball,  and  set  it  for  her,  "don't  | 
fool  of  yourself." 

The  little  man  patlnl  the  earth  under  the  ball,  i 
up  and  said  an  he  l<xih  her  hand,  and  obvtoiuly  ■ 
for  the  siteetators,  as  he  rose,  ' 

"Sly  rlear — it's  minece*wary.  Too  hare  made  raMJ 
«ver>"  happy  minute  for  forty  years."  and  nnilitii!' 
lovers  and  their  <-hiti)n'n.  he  took  the  hand  held  out  I 
after  she  had  sent  the  ball  over  the  hill,  and  they  wtm 
as  he  ehiickii-d  over  his  shoidder  and  cheeped:  "li 
twilight's  purple  rim — through  all  Uie  world  ahe  n 
him."  and  trotting  behind  her  u.s  she  went  stridlnf  i 
sunset,  they  di.sappeared  over  the  hill.  j 

When  they  had  dixnppeared  Anne  bv^an  thtnkio]r 
pii-nie.  ^he  sinl  Nathan  left  the  ebildrcti  al  the  lu 
walked  to  the  elub  house  fur  the  baskets.  On  the  i 
they  met  (.'aplain  .Morion  in  white  flanneU  with  a  a 
purple  neektic  nod  a  panama  hat  uf  a  price  tlui 
Anue  gaiiii.  lie  came  biLstling  up  to  Anne  nod  tiim 
aaid :  j 

"Stirprine  party — I'm  gotafc  to  give  the  ifiris  a  Qfl 
prise  parly  next  week — next  Tuesday,  and  I  want] 
come — what  HayT  Out  hero — next  TuwKlay  ni|[hlJ 
to  have  all  the  old  friends— every  one  that  ever  fa(| 
vindow  haufrer,  or  a  chum,  or  a  sewing  machine,  c. 
less  cooker,  or  a  Household  Horse — but  keep  it  qtu 
pri«e  on  the  giria,  eh !" 

When  they  had  accepted,  the  Captain  lowered  I 
and  said  mysteriously:     "  'Y  gory — the  old  i 
ICJQger  in  him  yet — chT"  and  buHlIed  away  1 
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i  hands  oontaining  the  names  of  the  invited  gaests,  check- 
r  the  Perrys  from  the  list  as  he  went. 
As  Captain  Morton  rounded  the  comer  of  the  veranda  and 
me  into  the  out-of-door  dining  room,  he  found  Margaret 
LD  Dom,  sitting  at  a  table  by  a  window  with  Ahab  Wright 
Bowing  white  side  whiskers  and  white  necktie  inviolate  and 
iatine  in  their  perfection.  Ahab  was  clearly  confused 
ken  the  Captain  sailed  into  the  room.  For  there  was  a 
Kiiness  about  the  Captain's  manner,  and  although  Ahab 
ipected  the  Captain's  new  wealth,  still  his  years  of  poverty 
d  the  meanness  of  his  former  calling  as  a  peddler  of  in- 
rnifieant  things,  made  Ahab  Wright  feel  a  certain  squeam- 
iness  when  he  had  to  receive  Captain  Morton  upon  the 
rm  which,  in  Ahab's  mind,  a  man  of  so  much  money  should 

received. 

Mrs.  Van  Dom  was  using  her  eyes  on  Ahab.    Perhaps 

cy  cast  the  spell.    She  was  leaning  forward  with  her  chin 

her  hands,  with  both  elbows  on  the  table,  and  Ahab 
*right.  of  the  proud,  prosperous  and  highly  respectable 
rm  of  Wright  &  Perry,  was  in  much  the  mental  and  moral 
titude  of  the  bird  when  the  cat  creeps  up  to  the  tree-tnmk. 
e  was  not  unhappy ;  not  terrorized — just  curious  and  rather 
sistleisis,  knowing  that  if  danger  ever  came  he  could  fly. 
nd  Mrs.  Van  Dom,  who  had  tired  of  the  toys  at  hand,  was 
iTenturing  rather  aimlessly  into  the  cold  blue  eyes  of  Ahab, 
( see  what  might  be  in  them. 

**For  many  years,"  she  was  saying,  and  pronounced  it 
yee-ahs,"  having  remembered  at  the  moment  to  soften  her 
rV  '*I  have  been  living  on  a  highah  plane  wheyah  one 
IDoahs  the  futuah  and  foahgets  the  pahst.  On  this  plane 
le  rises  to  his  full  capacity  of  soul  strength,  without  the 
tmpah  of  remoahs  or  the  terror  of  a  vindictive  Provi- 
!Oce." 

She  might  as  well  have  been  reciting  the  alphabet  back- 
irds  so  far  as  Ahab  understood  or  cared  what  she  said. 
^  was  fascinated  by  her  resemblance  to  a  pink  and  white 
imhmallow — rather  over-powdered.  Hut  she  was  still  for- 
cing herself  from  that  little  black  box  in  the  farthest 
•ner  in  the  bottom  drawer  of  her  dresser — and  fortifying 
rself  with  two  brown  pellets  instead  of  one.    So  she  ogled 
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Ahab  Wright  by  way  of  diversion,  and  nt  in  tke  n 
of  ber  soul  and  wondered  whal  she  would  tt»y  next. 

The  Captain  pulling  bis  panuon  off  uuKle  »  IraH 
bow  as  .Margaret  was  saying:  "Tbow  who  (nkif  I 
great  Haaic  Truths  in  the  Science  of  BeiDj^^"  UMljiA 
Uie  Captain  wan  about  to  open  his  nouth  to  iarillA 
Wright  to  his  party,  plumb  came  the  gbaatly  nnaaiHM 
him  that  the  Van  Poms  were  not  oo  hii  liM.  Forlbcl 
Dorns,  however  seiurely  they  were  «atren^ed  H^ 
among  the  new  people  who  haid  no  part  in  tba  Umt\ 
quarrel  with  Tom,  however  the  oil  and  gH  and  mi 
people  and  the  eool  magnates  may  bare  recdnd  Ibl  \ 
Dom!< — still  they  '^'f*^  under  the  social  ban  of  Uw  anlja 
Harvey  that,  (.'aptain  Morton  knew.  80  aa  a  mn  bl 
from  a  builuoii  gets  Iiik  tialnnot',  the  Captain  gasped* 
came  up  from  his  low  bow  and  aaid: 

"Madam,  1  sajit  to  myself  ju»t  now  as  I  lookii  <mi 
that  elm  trpe  yonder,"  he  pointed  ro  the  plare  were  Ka 
and  t.ila  were  sitting,  "soon  we'll  l>e  having  the  (ourtkl 
eration  here  in  llarve>-,  and  I  sayr:.  that  wilt  intemtT 
An  'y  gi>r>''  ma'nm,  an  1  khw  you  fitting  hm,  I  MTii 
was  well  ill  my  mind,  'Here'n  Tom'N  lady  love,  and  11. 
go  over  and  past  my  congrutulntionii  on  to  Tom  thnM| ' 
apple  of  hit)  eye,  aa  you  may  nay,  and  not  bothar  kiia  ■ 
yuong  man  around  the  comer  there  in  their  horn  tnd 
What  xayT"  He  wait  fiunhed  and  red,  and  be  did  Btl 
exactly  where  to  stop,  but  it  was  out — bikI  after  a  fnri 
rin^rsentenctM.  he  broke  away  from  the  clutch  of  hisbn 
intniaion  and  wan  gone.  But  as  the  Captain  left  tbe« 
at  the  ubie,  the  Kpell  was  broken.  Life  had  intruded, 
Abab  roao  hastily  and  went  his  way. 

Margaret  Van  Dom  ut  looking  out  at  a  dreary  «i 
Even  the  lovent  by  the  rim  tree  dirl  not  quii-ken  her  p 
Searcdy  more  did  they  iulert.'nt  her  than  ber  vapid  adna 
with  Ahab  Wright.  All  romantie  adventure,  [kersonaltr 
eariona,  was  as  asliM  on  her  lip«.  Uul  nuotkiD  was  a  ' 
dead  in  her.  Ah  ahe  gazi^l  at  Lila  and  Kcoyuti.  I~ 
wondered  if  her  buHlwnd  eould  see  the  pair.  Her  flnti 
tioiial  reAction  wa«  a  gloating  sense  that  be  wmjld  be  b 
with  humiliation  and  rage  when  he  saw  hia  child  a 
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pnbtiely,  even  if  uneoDseiouBij,  adoring  an  Adama.  So 
amlted  in  the  Van  Dom  diaoomfitore.  Aa  lier  first  spite- 
mpulae  wore  away,  a  lense  of  desolation  overcame  Mar- 
k  Van  Dom.  Probably  she  had  no  regrets  that  she  had 
doned  Kenyon.  For  years  she  had  nursed  a  daOy  horror 
the  door  which  hid  her  secret  might  swing  open,  but  that 
>r  waa  growing  stale.  She  felt  that  the  door  was  forever 
d  by  time.  So  in  the  midst  of  a  world  at  its  spring,  a 
ling  world,  a  world  of  young  mating,  a  gay  world  going 
m  its  vast  yearly  voyage  to  hunt  new  life  in  new  joy,  a 
t  for  ever  new  yet  old  as  God's  first  smile  on  a  world 
rn,  this  woman  sat  in  a  drab  and  dreary  desolation. 
I  her  spite  withered  as  she  sat  playing  with  her  tall 

And  as  spite  chilled,  her  loneliness  grew, 
le  knew  better  than  any  one  else  in  Uarvey — better  even 
the  Nesbits — what  Kenyon  Adams  really  promised  in 
nrement  and  fame.  They  knew  that  he  had  some  Euro- 
recognition.  Margaret  in  Europe  had  been  amazed  to 
low  ^  he  was  going.  In  New  York  and  Boston,  she 
r  what  it  meant  to  have  her  son's  music  on  the  best  con- 
programs.  Her  realization  of  her  loss  increased  her 
inesB.  But  regret  did  not  produce  remorse.  She  was 
yn  and  finally  glad  that  the  door  was  inexorably  sealed 
i  her  secret  She  saw  only  her  husband  angered  by  her 
I  anoeiatioQ  with  her  husband's  daughter,  and  when 
Be  spent  itself,  she  was  weary  and  lonely  and  out  of 
Mr,  and  longed  to  retire  to  her  fortification, 
tor  Captain  Morton  had  bowed  himself  away  from  Mar- 
i  Van  Dom,  he  stood  at  the  other  end  of  the  veranda 
ng  down  toward  the  lake.  The  carpenters  were  quitting 
:  for  the  day  on  the  new  bathing  pavilion  and  he  saw 
tall  flgnre  of  Grant  Adams  in  the  group.  lie  hurried 
I  the  steps  near  by,  and  came  bustling  over  to  Qrant. 
rust  the  man  I  want  to  see  I  I  saw  Jap  chasing  around 
Solf  eoorse  with  Buthie  and  invited  him,  but  he  said 
pa  wasn't  very  spry  and  mightn't  be  uptown  to- 
tiw,  so  you  just  tell  him  for  me  that  you  and  he  are 
mm  to  my  party  here  next  Tuesday  night — surprise 
f  for  the  girls— going  to  break  something  to  them  they 
t  know  anything  about — what  say  t    Tell  your  pa  that 
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his  old  army  friend  is  going  to  send  his  c 
great,  big,  busting  gray  battlc&hip  for  your  pa — ouUta  Tte'i 
car  look  like  an  ash  cart.     T>ou't  let  your  ps  rvfiue.    1  m 
to  bring  you  all  up  here  to  the  party  in  thai  cmt  in  • ,' 
you  and  Amos  and  Jap  and  KeuyonI  clit     Say,  Ormnt-^ 
me — "  he  wagged  his  henil  at  Keuyon  and  lala  stiU  )oiu 
by  the  tree.     "What's  Kenyon's  idea  in  loafing  i 
much  here  in  Harveyl     He's  old  enough   to  |to  to  < 
"What  sayt"    Grant  tried  1o  get  it  to  the  Captain  that  I 
yon's  real  job  in  the  world  was  compoaing  mu«ic,  and  i 
aometimes  he  tired  of  eities  and  eanie  down  to  Harvey  tal 
t  the  sunshine  and  prairie  grass  and  the  woods  and  Uw  i 
I  of  hia  childhood  into  his  soul.     Rut  the  CapUJo  wawd] 
I  idea  aside.  "Nothing  in  the  fiddling  business.  On 
dollar!)  a  day  and  find  yourself,  is  all  the  best  of  ^ 
protested  the  Captain,    "l^et  him  do  like  I  < 
■omettiing  sound  and  practical  early  in  life  atkd 
I  —look  at  me.     WhatsayT'* 

(Jrant  did  not  answer,  but  when  the  Captain  VMnd  VI 
to  thi-  subject  of  his  party,  Orant  promined  to  bring  Uhv 
1  Adams  family.     A  moment  later  the  Captain  saw  ibe  8m 
I  Biotor  oar  on  the  road  before  Ihem,  and  said: 

"Excuse  me,  Orant — here  are  the  Santlaaa  I 'ti  pi 
I  Invite  them — Hi  there,  Dan 'I,  eome  atongaide."  Wbni 
I  Captain  was  inviting  Daniel  Sands,  the  Doetor's  <!■ 
ae  purring  up  the  hill  to  the  club  hoase  driven  by  la 
[  Tan  I>»rn.  Grant  was  trotting  ahead  to  join  tfa«  otW 
'  pentent  who  were  going  to  the  streetcar  station,  when  U 
passing,  bailed  him: 

"Wait  a  minute,  Grant,  till  I  take  this  to  father,  aad 
go  with  you." 

As  Laura  Vsn  Drpm  turned  her  ear  aroond  tbe  elnbkl 
she  Htopped  it  under  the  veranda  overtmiking  the  goU-ol 
and  the  rolling  prairie  furrowed  by  the  slowly  •ii' 
stream.  The  afternoon  sun  slanting  upon  the  imte 
brought  out  all  its  beauty — its  gay  groena,  its  sDathM;  i 
tranting  browns,  and  its  spla-ihing  of  eolor  froa  thtl 
trees  across  the  valley  that  blushed  pink  and  went  wM 
the  tlmt  unsure  ecstasies  of  new  life.  Then  alw  MV  1 
yon   and   Lila   slowly  walking  up  the   knoll   to  tb>  M 
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noted  with  quick  instinct  the  way  their  hands 
ther  as  they  walked.  The  look  that  flashed  from 
hen  their  hands  touched — ^the  look  of  proprietor- 
other — ^told  Laura  Van  Dom  that  her  life's  work 
as  finished.  The  daughter's  day  of  choice  had 
whatever  of  honesty,  whatever  of  sense,  and  senti- 
ver  of  courage  or  conscience  the  mother  had  put 
jghter's  heart  and  mind  was  ready  for  its  life- 
Lila  had  embarked  on  her  own  journey;  and 
was  ended  for  Laura  Van  Dom. 
>ked  at  the  girl,  the  mother  saw  herself,  but  she 
bittered  at  the  sad  ending  of  her  own  journey 
)ad  which  her  daughter  was  taking.  For  years 
?pted  as  the  fortunes  of  war,  what  had  come  to 
'  marriage,  and  because  she  had  the  daughter,  the 
tv  that  she  was  gainer  after  all.  For  to  realise 
even  with  one  child,  was  to  taste  the  best  that 
>o  her  face  reflected,  as  a  cloud  reflects  the  glory 
,  something  of  the  radiance  that  shone  in  the  two 
before  her ;  and  in  her  faith  she  laid  small  stress 
rticular  one  beside  her  daughter.  Not  his  grow- 
ot  his  probable  good  fortune,  inspired  her  satis- 
hen  she  considered  him  at  all  as  her  daughter's 
>nly  reflected  on  the  fact  that  all  she  knew  of 
honest  and  frank  and  kind.  Then  she  dismissed 
sr  thoughts. 

er  standing  on  the  hillock  looking  at  the  youth 
sauntering  toward  her,  felt  the  serene  reliance  in 
F  things  that  one  has  who  knows  that  the  worst 
to  a  brave,  wise,  kind  heart,  is  not  bad.  For  she 
ruthless  wrenches  of  the  senseless  wheels  of  fate 
wn  flesh.  Yet  she  had  come  from  the  wheels 
I  in  agony,  but  not  broken,  not  beaten.  Iler  peace 
s  not  passive.  It  amounted  to  a  militant  pride 
igth  and  beauty  of  the  soul  she  had  equipped 
ige.  Laura  Van  Dom  was  sure  of  Lila  and  was 
ir  eyes  filled  with  grateful  tears  as  she  looked 
her  daughter. 

r,  toddling  ahead  of  Mrs.  Nesbit  a  hundred  paces, 
>  car  flrst.    She  nodded  at  the  young  people 
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trudifinir  up  the  slope.     "Yes,"  nid  the  Do«lor,  "m 
been  watching  tlivm  for  half  an  huur.    ti«cms  Uk 
af  thr  turtle  IN  heard  in  the  land." 

The  dauK:bter  alighted  frum  the  runalMiut,  her 
in  and  waited  for  his  wife.  The  three  tum«d  Ihcir 
oa  the  approaching  lovcm  and  pretended  not  to 
As  Laura  walked  around  the  corner  of  the  boBsn, 
Oraiit  waiting  for  ber  at  the  ear  station,  and  the  t 
Bussed  the  car  that  the  other  carpenter*  bad 
under  the  shed  waiting. 

"Well — Laura,"  he  aaked,  "are  yon  leavinv  the  id 
for  the  wortliy  poorT"     She  laughed  and  extdainedt 

"The  elmlric  wa.i  for  father  uid  mother,  and  so  li 
I  have  to  go  down  to  my  girls'  cla»  in  Sooth  llarn 
wcning  for  their  picnic,  I'm  going  to  ride  in  jnor 
you  don't  miodt" 

The  street  car  came  wailing  down  on  them  and  whi 
had  taken  s  rear  scat  on  the  trailer  togetbei*.  Grant 
"I'm  glad  you've  come  just  now — ^just  to-night.     I'll 
anxious  to  see  you.     I've  got  some  things  to  tsBt 
mighty  big  things — for  me.     In  the  first  pine* — " 

' '  In  the  tirst  place  and  before  I  forget  it,  let  nw  tell  7 
good  news.  A  telegram  ban  juHt  come  from  the  eapi 
father,  saying  that,  the  State  supreme  court  had  upbi 
labor  bill — his  and  your  bill  that  went  throogh  ihe 
endiim." 

"  'Referendum  •!.'  probably  was  the  jtidge  wbo  wn 
opiuiun,"  said  Grant  grimly.  He  took  off  his  hat.  « 
oooling  breeze  of  the  late  afternoon  played  with  hit 
witltout  fluttering  the  curly,  wiry  red  |>oll.  turning 
yelldw  with  the  yeara.  "Well,  whiuever  iuflueoeed  itM 
— rm  Riad  that's  over.  The  men  have  been  gnunbUl 
a  yMr  and  more  because  w*  couldn't  get  the  bcnoftts  1 
law.  But  their  snitii  ore  pending — and  now  they 
have  their  money." 

As  the  car  wbiited  along  through  the  prairie  ttreeta.  i 
wbo  hsd  started  to  speak  twice,  at  lost  said  abruptly, 
got  to  cut  loo«r."  lie  turned  around  ao  that  his  eyVs 
inset  hers  and  went  00 :  "  Vour  father  and  Oeorga  ~ 
ton  and  a  tut  of  our  people  seem  to  think  that 
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mean  this  miBerable  profit  tyul^joxL  They  think 
f  pajing  the  workmen  for  accidents  and  with  eight  hours, 

living  wage,  and  ail  that  sort  of  thing,  we  can  work  out 
Im  nlvation  of  labor.  I  used  to  think  that  too;  but  it 
Km*t  do,  Laura — I've  gone  clean  to  the  end  of  that  road, 
■d  there's  nothing  in  it  And  I'm  going  to  cut  loose. 
that'*  what  I  want  to  see  you  about.  There  *s  nothing  in 
Us  slep-at-a-time  business.    I'm  for  the  revolution!" 

She  showed  clearly  that  she  was  surprised,  and  he  seemed 
b  find  some  opposition  in  her  countenance,  for  he  hurried 
B:  *'The  Kingdom — I  mean  the  Democracy  of  labor — ik  at 
bad ;  the  day  is  at  its  dawn.  I  want  to  throw  my  weight 
br  the  coming  of  the  Democracy." 

His  voice  was  full  of  emotion  as  he  cried : 

** Laura — Laura,  I  know  what  you  think:  you  want  me 
a  wait;  you  want  me  to  help  on  the  miserable  patchwork 
lb  of  repairing  the  profit  system.  But  I  tell  you — I  *m  for 
he  revolution,  and  with  all  the  love  in  my  heart — Vm  go- 
ng to  throw  myself  into  it ! " 

No  one  sat  in  the  seat  before  them,  as  they  whirled  through 
htt  lanea  leading  to  town,  and  he  rested  his  head  in  Us 
«nd  and  put  his  elbow  on  the  forward  seat. 

**WeII,  what  do  you  think  of  itf "  he  asked,  looking  anx- 
BMly  into  her  troubled  face.  ''I  have  been  feeling  strongly 
WW  for  a  month — waiting  to  see  you — also  waiting  to  be 
lesd  sore  of  mjrself.  Now  I  am  sure!"  The  mad  light  in 
lis  eye  and  the  sealot's  enthusiasm  flaming  in  his  battered 
Bm,  made  the  woman  pause  a  moment  before  she  replied: 

**Well,"  she  smiled  as  she  spoke,  ''don*t  you  think  you  are 
rilher  rushing  me  off  my  feetf  I've  seen  you  coming  up  to 
it  tbr  some  time — but  I  didn't  know  you  were  so  far  along 
■ith  your  conviction." 

She  paoaed  and  then :  "Of  course.  Grant,  the  Socialists — 
I  aeaii  the  revolutionary  group — even  the  direct  action 
people — have  their  proper  place  in  the  scheme  of  things — 
ftty  Grant — "  she  looked  earnestly  at  him  with  an  anxious 
iee,  **th^  are  the  scouts — the  pioneers  ahead  of  the  main 
^&j  of  the  troops!    And,  Grant,"  she  spoke  sadly,  '*that*s 

mri  place— can 't  you  find  enough  fighting  back  with  the 
fe%iB  body  of  the  troops — back  with  the  army  f  " 
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He  beat  the  !ieat  with  h»  iron  cUw  irapatinttlx  and  ■( 

"No — no — I'm  without  bKErgsgc  or  equipineDt.     t*M  tl 

elinf?  light.     I  must  go  forward.     They  neod  me  tbtm 

,  UtiMt  go  where  the  real  danger  ia.     I  moat  go  to  poiof 

way." 

"But  what   is  the  way,  Grant — what  U  ilT     Too  4 
w — any  more  than  wc  do — what  ia  beyond  the  next  i 
Padc's  fight!     What  ia  the  way  you  arc  Btoiny  to  poim 
"B  fine  and  gay— what  in  itT"  she  cried. 

"I  ihiii'l  know,"  he  anaweret]  dogiredly.     "I  only  la 
[  must  go.     The  scouts  never  know  when!  they  are  fa 
feEvery  great  moveuinnt  haa  iu  men  who  set  out  blindJy,  I 
■  «f  faith,  full  of  cciuragc.  full  of  joy,  happy  to  fail  etea 
■abowing  what  as  not  the  way — if  they  aumot  find  Um 
^  must  go,"  he  cried  psiwionatcly,  "with  tbcwe  wis 
'  hometi  to  mark   the  trail — perhaps  a  guide  Cor 
Ijierhapa  as  a  warning  away — but  still  to  lerre.     iSi  \_ 
lent  tl)  preat-h  the  revolution  for  I  know  that  the  day  « 
iDemoi-racv  of  labor  \k  at  hand '.     It  i«  all  but  dawniar" 

She  N«w  the  exultation  iijwn  him  that  hallowed  bia 

ICeaturea  and  »he  could  not  speak.     iJut  when 

(ia  hand  .the  said  calmly:     "But,  Grant — that's 

nnHenw — there  in  no  revolution.     There  eao  be 

ley  of  labor,  ao  long  as  labor  ia  what  it  ia.    W<f^ 

)  help  labor — we  know  that  it  needs  help.     But 

e  no  Demoeracy  »t  Inlior  until  labor  finds  itadf  i. 

jets  capacity  for  hauilling  big  afTairt,  outU  It  SMS 

Polearly  what  b  true  and  what  la  false.    Just  tMW  lat 

awakening,  is  growing  cooacioua — a  little — but.  Orant, 

now,  my  good  friend,  listen,  be  sensible,  get  down  lo 

Can't  you  nee  your  fine  pioneering  and  your  grand 

Won't  ht'lp — not  nowT" 

"And  can't  you  understand,"  he  replied  a1 
"that  unless  I  or  wme  one  elae  who  can  talk  to 
3oea  R"  'xil  a"d  preach  a  delinitr  ideal,  a  r«aJi 
even  though  it  may  not  be  rcali«>d,  even  though  it 
take  derinile  shiipi-    th<>,v   will  never  wake  upl     0ui'f]j 
aee,  girl,  that  when  labor  is  ready  for  the  revolutioo— k 
need  the  revolutioa f     Can't  you  sec  that  unlnn  wt 
-itbo  rwDlution,  they  will  never  be  raaily  for  ill    Wl 
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rfcers  can  stand  together,  can  feel  class  consciousness  and 
ike  altogether,  can  develop  organizing  capacity  enough  to 
lanixe,  to  run  their  own  affairs — ^then  the  need  for  class 
laciousness  will  pass,  and  the  demand  for  the  revolution 

I  be  overt  Can't  you  see  that  I  must  go  out  blindly  and 
r  discontent  to  these  people!" 

She  smiled  and  shook  her  head  and  answered,  "I  don't 

ow.  Grant — I  don't  know." 

They  were  coming  into  town,  and  every  few  blocks  the 

r  was  taking  on  new  passengers.    She  spoke  low  and  almost 

iiq>ered  when  she  answered : 

'*I  only  know  that  I  believe  in  you — ^you  are  my  faith; 

II  are  my  social  gospel."  She  pauKed,  hesitated,  flushed 
jchtly,  and  said,  "Where  you  go  I  shall  go,  and  your  people 
ill  be  my  people!  Only  do — Oh,  do  consider  this  well 
fore  you  take  the  final  step." 

'Ltaura,  I  must  go,"  he  returned  stubbornly.  "I  am  go- 
r  to  preach  the  revolution  of  love — the  Democracy  of  lal)or 
mded  on  the  theory  that  the  Holy  (ihost  is  in  every  heart 
;xK>r  as  well  as  rich — rich  as  well  as  i>oor.  I*m  not  going 
preach  against  the  rich — but  aprainst  the  system  that 
kes  a  few  men  rich  without  much  regard  to  their  talent,  at 
»  expense  of  all  the  rest,  without  much  regard  to  their 
ents." 

The  woman  looked  at  him  as  he  turned  his  blue  ovoh  upon 
r  in  a  kind  of  delirium  of  conviiftion.  lie  hurrioit  on  as 
nr  car  rattled  through  the  town : 

•We  must  free  master  as  well  as  slave.  For  whilo  there 
slavery — while  the  profit  system  exists — the  mind  of  the 
ive  and  the  mind  of  the  master  will  he  euriM^d  with  it. 
lere  can  be  no  love,  no  justice  between  slave  and  master- 
ly deceit  and  violence  on  each  side,  and  I*m  going  out  to 
each  the  revolution — to  call  for  the  end  to  a  system  that 
eps  love  out  of  the  world." 

'•Well,  then.  Grant,"  said  the  woman  as  the  ear  jangled 
iway  down  Market  Street,  *'hurrah  for  the  revolution." 
She  smiled  up  at  him,  and  they  hkIc  without  N|)eaking  until 
qr  reached  South  Harvey.  He  left  her  at  the  dttor  of  her 
ndergmrten,  and  a  group  of  young  girls,  waiting  for  her, 
rrooiided  her. 
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When  he  reached  his  office,  he  fomid  Vioiet  Ilagu 
iiig  at  ber  desk. 

''You'll  find  ftll  your  mail  opened,  and  I're  tuii 
things  that  have  been  attended  to,"  she  said,  u  Ae 
to  him.  "I'm  due  over  to  the  );irlfi'  class  with  Mis' 
I'm  helping  her  to-night  with  her  piwiiv." 

Grant  nodded,  and  fell  to  his  work.     Violet  went  m: 

"The  letters  for  your  signature  arc  ber«  on  otr  i 
Money  seems  to  be  coming  id.  Now  local  abowing  up  A 
m  Magnus — from  the  tile  works."  She  rose,  pat  « 
coat  and  hat.  and  said  as  she  stood  in  the  door,  "~ 
row  will  he  your  day  in — won't  it!"  He  nndded  A 
work,  and  aho  uoUcd  out,  "Well,— bye,  bye — I'll  be  to 
noon. ' ' 

Daylight  £aded  and  be  turned  on  the  e)«etrie 
desk  and  was  going  over  his  work,  making  no) 
ters  for  \''iolet,  when  be  heard  a  footstep  on 
lect^nized  the  familiar  step  of  Henry  Fcnn. 

"Come  in — come  in,  Henry,"  cried  Qrapt. 

Fcnn  appeared,  saw  Grant  at  his  work,  alipped  iiitoa  A 
and  said : 

"Now  go  right  on — don't  mind  me,  young  man."  V 
pulled  a  uewspaper  from  his  cheap  iicat  coat,  and  Ml  K 
iug  it,  tiniier  a  light  that  he  made  for  himself  at  Vid 
desk.  The  light  Cell  on  his  thin  whitening  bjur — atiU  cm 
and  close  cropped.  In  his  clean,  wisbed^itl  face  then 
the.  faded  glow  of  the  man  who  had  been  the  nainiE  yi 
tomey  thirty  years  before.  Urant  knew  that  Fcnn  dill 
«ipi.*ct  the  work  to  stop,  so  he  went  on  with  it.  "I'l 
to  supper  about  eight  o'clock,"  said  Gnuil,  and 
"Will  that  be  all  right!" 

"Don't  mind  me,"  returned  Fcnn,  and  smiled 
dim  reflectioo  of  the  old   ini'andeitcence  of  hui  yoot^ 

Fcnn's  hands  trenihled  a  little,  but  bia  eyes  won 
and  his  voice  clear.     His  clothoa  wcr«  ahabby  but 
and  bis  wholn  appearance  was  that  of  one  who 
a  point  to  keep  up.    When  Grant  Iiad  finttfaed  hta 
apondenoe,  and  was  aealing  up  hJa  lettera,  Focn  lent  ■ 
fsidheiran: 

Well,   Grant,  Vnv  \u  \.T>ivi\i\«~d\i,  \\'%  t«E*.  tJuL. 
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Irant  looked  qaiddy  into  the  dean,  al^rt  old  faoe. 
bothered  me  foiv-Oh,  for  two  jean  now.  But 
she  wants  me  to  marry  her/'  He  Unrted  it  out 
leen  pent  in,  and  was  hard  to  hold, 
rell — what  makes  you — ^well,  has  she  prq;KMed, 
ked  the  younger  man. 

!  eoorse  not/'  answered  Fenn.  ''Boy,  you  don't 
ing  about  women." 

ok  his  head  knowingly,  and  winked  one  eye 
hildren — she's  set  the  children  on  me.  Ton 
b — "he  turned  his  smile  on  with  what  oandle- 
>uld  muster,  ''that's  my  other  weakness— ehil- 
they're  the  nicest  children  in  the  world.  But  I 
I  you,  man,  I  can't,"  protested  Mr.  Fenn,  as 
)d  Grant  in  league  with  the  woman  to  Iddnap 

en,  don't,"  said  Grant,  rising  and  gathering  up 

can  I  help  itt"  Fenn  cried  helplessly.    ''What 

dot  Those  kids  need  a  father.  I  need  a 
I  always  needed  a  family — ^but  I  don't  want 
any  one  else."  Grant  towed  him  along  to  the 
uid  they  sat  alone.  After  Grant  had  ordered 
le  asked,  "Henry — ^why  can't  you  marry  Vio- 
a  sensiUe,  honest  woman — she's  got  over  her 
what's  wrong  with  hert" 

course,  she  is  a  good  woman.  If  you'd  see  her 
nighta — ^picking  up  girls,  mothering  'em,  loving 
I  with  'em — she  kD0¥n3  their  language;  she  can 
so  they  get  it.  And  I've  known  her  time  and 
scent  of  a  new  girl  over  there  at  Bessie  Wilson's 

her  and  pull  her  out  and  start  her  right  again. 
Grant,  Violet  has  her  weaknesses— as  to  hair 

shirtwaists  and  frills  for  the  kids — but  she's 
Grant — a  mighty  big  heart." 
y  not  marry  hert"  persisted  Grant, 
ist  it,"  answered  Fenn. 

I  hopelessly  at  Grant  and  finally  said  as  be 
hands  across  the  table  and  grasped  Grant's  big 
"Grant — ^let  me  tell  you  something^^t's  Mar- 
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garet  I'm  a  fool — a  motley  fool  i'  the  foract,  Qranl 
can't  help  it;  1  can't  help  it,"  he  cried.  "So  long 
liven — she  may  nei-d  me.  I  doD  't  trust  that  damn  wta 
Grant.  She  ma;  need  me,  mid  I  Htaud  re*dj  Co  go  ta 
self  with  her  if  I  live  a  thousand  yeara.  It 'a  not  thai 
her  any  more;  but,  Grant — maybe  you  know  hart 
you  undcrstiuid.  She  uKed  to  hale  you  for  same  raaa 
maybe  that  will  help  you  to  know  how  I  fed.  But — 
1  'm  wnak — God  knows  1  'm  putty  in  my  aoot.  Al 
ashamed.  But  1  muKtn'l  i;et  married.  It  woutdo't  I 
It  wouldn  't  lie  Mjuare  to  Violet,  nor  the  kids,  oor  to  ■ 
So  Innp  as  Margaret  is  on  this  earth — it's  mjr  job  U 
guard  and  wait  till  she  needs  me." 

He  turned  a  troubled,  heartbroken  faee  up  to  the  j 
roan  and  eoncltuled, "  I  know  she  d<«pise«  me — that  aba 
me,  nut  1  can't  help  it,  Grant— and  I  eame  to  foa  i 
nf  help  me  with  Violet.  It  wouldn't  be  right  to— i 
let  this  thing  go  on."  He  heaved  a  deep  ititfa,  ll 
added  as  he  fumbled  with  the  red  lableeloth,  "What 
a  man  in — lonl.  whiil  a  fool!" 

In  the  end.  Grant  had  to  agree  to  let  Violet  know,  l| 
round  about  procedure  deviited  by  Mr.  Fenn'a  tegal 
that  he  was  not  a  marriageable  penton.  At  the  aan 
Grant  had  to  agree  not  to  frighten  away  the  Hngan  d 

The  next  morning  as  Orant  and  bis  father  rad 
their  home  into  town.  Grant  told  his  father  of  tbe  an 
to  the  (Captain 'it  party. 

"If  your  mntlier  <-ould  have  lived  just  to  see  the  ( 
on  his  grand  plutoeratie  spree,  <!rant — "  aatd  his 
lie  did  not  Knish  the  sentence,  but  cracked  the  Hnoi 
old  mare's  haek  and  looked  at  the  sky.  He  turned  hi 
beanl  and  gentle  eyes  upon  his  sou  and  said,  "Tbfin 
time  last  night,  before  you  enmr  in.  when  1  thoafhl 
her.  Some  one  was  greatly  interested  in  yon  and  am 
projeirt  you  have  in  niiml,  Knirnann  thinks  well  of  if, 
Amos,  "though,"  ho  added,  "Kmerwm  thinks  h 
amount  to  much — in  praetieal  immediate  restilta. 
think.  Grant,  now  of  eourw,  I  ean't  be  snre,"  the 
nibbed  his  jaw  and  abook  a  meditative  head,  "H 
seem  to  me  mother  was  there  for  a    ' 
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lering  Emerson— calling  Orantie — ^the  way  ahe  naad  to 
U  the  time  he  was  talking ! ' ' 

he  father  let  (irant  out  of  the  baggy  at  the  Vanderbilt 
lae  in  South  Harvey,  and  the  old  mare  and  her  driver 
^  up  town  to  the  Tribune  office.  There  be  creaked  out 
the  buggy  and  went  to  his  work.  It  was  nine  o'clock 
>re  the  Captain  came  capering  in,  and  tbe  two  old  codgers 
heir  seventies  went  into  tbe  plot  of  tbe  surprise  party  with 
enthusiam  of  boys. 

itXer  the  Captain  bad  explained  the  purpose  of  tbe  sur- 
le.  Amos  Adams  sat  with  bis  hands  on  his  knees  and 
led.  ** Well— well,  Ezry— I  didn't  realize  it.  Time  eer- 
ily does  fly.  And  it's  all  right/'  he  added,  *M'm  glad 
're  going  to  do  it.  She  certainly  will  approve  it.  And 
girls — "  tbe  old  man  chuckled,  **you  surely  will  settle 
n  for  good  and  all." 

[e  laughed  a  little  treble  laugh,  cracked  and  yet  gleeful. 
ice  girls — all  of  'em.  But  Grant  says  Jap's  a  kind  of 
ling  around  your  Ruth — that's  the  singing  one,  i.sn*t  it? 
II,  I  suppose,  Ezr>',  either  of  'em  might  do  worse.  Of 
ree,  this  singing  one  doesn't  remember  her  mother  much, 
suppose  she  won't  be  murh  affect wl  by  your  surpri.se T" 
asked  a  question,  hut  after  his  manner  went  on,  '*Well, 
rbe  it  was  Jap  and  Ruth  that  was  liotbering  Mary  last 
lit.  I  kind  of  thought  someway,  for  the  first  time  inayl>e 
get  her.  But  nothing  much  came  of  it,"  he  said  sadly. 
's  funny  about  the  way  Tve  never  been  able  to  get  her 
•ct,  when  every  one  else  comes — isn  *t  it  T " 
*he  Captain  was  in  no  humor  for  occult  things,  so  he  cut 
vith:  **Now  listen  here,  Amos — what  do  you  think  of  me 
ing  Mrs.  Ilerdicker  to  sit  at  one  end  of  the  table,  eh? 
course  I  know  what  the  girls  will  think — but  then,"  he 
iked  with  immense  slyness,  ** that's  all  right.  I  was  talk- 
to  her  about  it,  and  she's  goinjr  to  have  a  brand  new 
9i — somepin  swell— eh  T  By  the  jumping  John  Rogers, 
loa — there's  a  woman — eh?" 

iknd  tightening  up  his  ne<*ktio — a  searlet  creation  of  much 
ide — he  pulled  his  hat  over  his  ey<>s.  as  one  who  has  great 
tin  under  it,  and  marched  double-quick  out  of  the  office. 
Vou  may  be  sure  that  some  kind  friend  told  the  Morton 


492  DJ  THE  HEART  OP  A  POOL 

g^rls  of  what  was  in  Rtore  for  them,  the  kind  fraod 
Mr.  (Jeorgi;  BrotherUm,  wliu  iK-inir  thoroujrtily  marri 
garded  any  secret  from  bis  wife  in  the  ligbt  uf  a  ■ 
fidelity.  80  he  told  her  all  that  he  and  Market  Strrt 
Now  the  newa  of  the  party — a  party  in  wbtae  p: 
they  were  to  have  no  share,  roused  in  the  Mia 
and  their  married  Bister,  jointly  and  »rvermlly, 
of  mispicion  which  always  tormented  their  dreaa 

"And,  Kinma,"  ^M.^pi-d  Martha,  when  Emns 
for  her  daily  visit,  "junt  listen!  Mrs.  HeHtcker  i* 
the  grandest  drcwi  made  for  the  part)'l  She  toU  tl 
in  the  store  she  had  twenty-nevpn  dollars'  wwtb  of  j 
— just  jet  alone."  Here  the  handaooe  Mia 
tamed  pale  with  the  ^avity  of  the  new*.  "She  t 
fcirls  to^lny,  this  vrry  afternoon,  that  she  waa  ffoiaf 
the  three  o'clo>-k  momitig  train  right  after  the  party  1 
York  to  do  her  fall  buyiog.  Fall  buyinft.  indM^ 
buying,"  the  hartditoiiift  MIks  Morton 'h  \'oicc  Uiiekci 
she  cried,  "just  b«-ausc-  papa's  got  a  little 
thinks—" 

But  what  she  Ihooght  Min  Morton  never  a 
Brotherton.  still  familiar  with  the  gtwiip  of  the 
out  in  to  say:  "And,  Martha,  what  do  yon  thia 
Copini  children  aayf  They  say  (atber'ii  ftot  tb^ 
orchestra  b>  praetiee  all  the  oki  aentimmtal  mune  y 
heard  of — "Silver  Threads  Among  the  Gold,'  and  *1 
Love  Me,  Molly  Darling, '  and  '  Loreua. '  and  '  Robin  A 
and  oh,"  cried  .Mrs.  Krotherton,  shaking  a  faupela 
"1  don't  know  what  other  silly  thioga." 

"And  yea,  girb,"  exclaimed  tb«  youpgeit  Him 
flippantly,  "he's  aent  around  to  the  Uuaio  SdHKit  1 
Howe  to  come  and  aing  't>  t'romiae  M«'l" 

"Tbc  idea!"  eried  the  new  Mr*.  Brotberton. 

"Why,  the  very  ideal"  brake  out  the  handMi 
Uorton,  lilting  by  the  dining-room  table. 

"The  idea!  echoed  the  younireBt  Miaa  ilortoci, 
away  hor  muste  roll,  and  adding  in  gaapiay  exet 
"And  that  ian't  the  wonrt.  lie  w>nl  wonl  for  her 
it  itrtt  after  the  band  bad  Hniibad  pb^ioc  Ik*  1 
Dunvbl"  
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Now  terror  came  into  the  house  of  Morton,  and  when  the 
ilor*8  boy  brought  home  a  package,  the  daughters  tore  it 
i«B  ruthkesly,  and  discovered — as  they  sat  limply  with  it 
read  out  in  its  pristine  beauty  on  the  sofa  before  them — 
white  broadcloth  dinner  suit — ^with  a  watered  silk  vest. 
alf  an  hoar  later,  when  a  pleated  dress  shirt  with  pearl 
ttoos  came,  it  found  three  daughters  sitting  with  tight  lips 
uting  for  their  father — and  six  tigers'  eyes  glaring  hun- 
i|y  at  the  door  throu^  which  he  was  expected.  At  six 
dock,  when  they  heard  his  nimble  step  on  the  porch,  they 
Aad  at  one  another  in  fear,  and  as  he  burst  into  the  room, 
■k  looked  decisively  at  the  other  as  indicating  a  command 
fcegin. 

Be  came  in  enveloping  them  in  one  all-encompassing  hug 
d  cried: 
**Well  'y  gory,  girls,  you  certainly  are  the  three  graces, 

•  three  fates,  and  the  world,  the  flesh  and  the  devil  all  in 
m — what  sayt" 

feat  the  Morton  daughters  were  not  to  be  silenced.    Ruth 

ek  in  a  deep  breath  and  began : 

**Well,  now  see  here,  father,  do  you  know  what  people 

•  Sluing  about — " 

•*0f  course — I  was  just  coming  to  that,  Ruthie,"  an- 
lered  the  Captain.  ''Amas  Adams  he  says«  *Well,  Cap,' 
y  he,  'I  was  talking  to  Cleopatra  and  she  says  Queen  Vic- 
lia  had  a  readin'  to  the  effect  that  there  was  a  boy  named 
mm  Ezra  Morton  Adams  over  on  one  of  the  .stars  in  the 
■thwest  comer  of  the  milk>'  way  that  would  l>e  busting  into 
ii  part  of  the  universe  in  about  three  years,  more  or  less' — 
ytsayt*' 

^The  old  man  laughed  and   Ruth  flushed  red,  and  ran 
Vqr.    The  Captain  saw  his  suit  lying  on  the  sofa. 
''Somepin  new — "   interjected   the  C'aptain.     "Thoujrht 
M  kind  o'  bloom  out;  sort  o'  to  let  folks  know  that  the 
II  man  had  a  little  kick  in  him  yet — eh  ?     And  now,  girls — 

;  kt'a  all  go  out  to  the  Country  Club  for  dinner  to- 
it,  and  111  put  on  my  new  .suit  and  you  kind  of  rig  up 
ymiT  best,  and  we'll  make  what  George  calls  a  killing — 

aajf    He  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  looked 
itically  at  his  new  clothes.    The  flight  of  Ruth  had  quieted 
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Bmiiia,  but  Martha  came  Bwooping  down  on  him  wil 
father— look  ln-re— (thout  that  f'oMiitry  Club  ptrtj- 

The  C'aptaiu  ithot  a  Nwift  Kiaiice  at  Martha,  uid  M 
looking  Mt  him  from  thi-  kiti'lirn  dvor 

"What  partyT"  ho  ciclaimed.  "Can't  I  »A  my 
for  a  little  innocent  diiuier  without  itH  bring  e«U«d  I 
ehT  Now,  ynii  ^irU  (let  your  thiMpi  on  and  maN 
for  me,  the  limotiKiiie  will  be  at  Ibe  door  at  nitfai!" 

Ue  disappesfMl  up  the  xtuin*  and  in  th«  Mortd 
hold,  two  younm  women,  woeful  and  heavy  boarl 
about  their  toiletH,  while  in  the  Bnitherton  cat^ 
one  larpe  fat  man  in  Hiu|>eDdern  felt  the  mah  of  mdi 
'on  his  Hhirt  front  and  mart-plfs]  at  the  ways  of 
When  the  Mortons  were  in  the  midst  of  their  BoiM 
Kubrioua  ta^,  the  ibiii,  eraeketl  tittle  voire  of  the 
called  out; 

"Oirlfi — before  you  p),  don't  forjivl  to  put  that  i 
on  and  Ktew  it  to-iii(tht  for  haNb  in  the  muruiug— ^1 

It  voA  a  l>eautiful  ;>urty  that  Captain  Mnrtoo  f>t 
Country  Club  hou»e  that  evening.  And  at  the  aid  4 
gorgetiuKly  elalMirBte  rlinner.  wherein  wer«  diaba  «l 
numett  the  Captain  did  not  know,  he  rose  amoim  h 
Elated  at  the  I'-ithaped  table  in  the  big  dininif  ra 
the  heavy  brown  tieaniB  in  (he  eeiling,  a  little  old 
bin  big  chair,  whieh  Htood  hcxidc  a  chair  unoorupied. 

"Frieiidii,"  he  said,  "when  a  man  geta  od  in  h 
tiea.  at  that  uneertain  time,  when  he  dom  twt  ktMW 
to  be  aahamed  of  his  years  or  pruud  of  hia  age,"  k 
at  Daniel  Sands,  who  elieked  hoi  falae-letltb  iu  app 
of  the  phraw,  "it  would  seem  that  thou|rtrt»  of  1 
poet  calls 'the  livelier  iris'  on  the  'bumiahed  doTe'n 
iitronvenience  him  lo  any  great  extent — ebt  At  wm% 
a  young  fellow's  faney  ought  to  be  pretty  well  doa 
turning  to  thoughia  of  love — what  sayT  But  by  i 
they  don't." 

He  pauaed.  The  Morton  girla  in  ^ame  looked 
plalea.  "So,  I  juirt  thought  I'd  have  this  little  par< 
you  about  it  I  «-anled  to  nurpriae  the  girhi."  T 
oaly  a  faint  elappinjr  of  hands  -.  for  Inn  in  1' 
Ihna  Mnrton  dangfatera  diacoaraged  i 
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A  man,  as  I  was  saying,  never  gets  too  old — ^never  gets 
crabbed,  for  what  my  friend  Amos's  friend  Emerson  calls 
uddy  drop  of  manly  blood'— eh T  So,  when  that  'ruddy 
p  of  manly  blood'  comes  a  surging  up  in  me,  I  says  I'll 
.  about  have  a  party  for  that  drop  of  manly  blood !  I'm 
ig  to  tell  you  all  about  it.    There's  a  woman  in  my  mind 

very  beautiful  woman ;  for  years — a  feller  just  as  well 
ikdown  and  confess — eht — well  for  years  she's  been  in 
mind  pretty  much  all  the  time — ^particularly  since  Ruthie 
"e  was  a  baJby  and  left  alom  and  alone — as  you  may  say 
it  And  80,"  he  reached  down  and  grasped  a  goblet  of 
er  firmly,  and  held  it  before  him,  ' '  and  so, "  he  repeated, 

his  old  eyes  glistened  and  his  voice  broke,  *'as  it  was 

fifty  years  ago  to-night  that  heaven  opened  and  let  her 
e  to  me,  before  I  marched  off  to  war — so,"  he  hur- 

along,  ''I  give  you  this  toast — ^the  vacant  chair — may  it 
lys,  always,  always  be  filled  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I" 
[e  could  not  drink,  but  sank  with  his  head  on  his  arms, 

when  they  had  ceased  clapping  their  hands,  the  old  man 
:ed  up,  signaled  to  the  orchestra,  and  cried  in  a  tight, 
rked  voice,  **Now,  dern  ye — begin  yer  fiddlin'!" 
Thereupon  the  three  Morton  daughters  wept  and  the  old 
es  gathered  about  them  and  wept,  and  Mrs.  Hilda  Her- 
der's ton  of  jet  heaved  as  in  a  tidal  wave,  and  the  old  men 
d  their  eyes,  and  only  Lila  Van  Doni  and  Kenyon  Adams, 
ling  hands  under  the  table,  reallv  knew  what  it  was  all 

Bt. 

lOw  they  have  capered  through  these  pages  of  this  chapter 
II  of  the  people  in  this  story  in  their  love  affairs.  Hand 
land,  they  have  come  to  the  footlights,  hand  in  hand  they 
e  walked  before  us.  We  have  seen  that  love  is  a  passion 
b  many  sides.  It  varies  with  eaeh  soul.  In  youth,  in 
nrity,  in  courtship,  in  marriage,  in  widowhood,  in  inno- 
ee,  and  in  the  wisdom  of  serpents,  love  reflects  the  soul 
bines  on.  For  love  is  youth  in  the  heart — ^youth  that 
Mjn  beckons,  that  always  shapes  our  visions.  Ix)vc  ever 
HIM  and  shimmers  brightly  from  within  us;  but  what 
hows  to  the  world — that  is  vastly  different  with  each  of 
For  that  is  the  shadow  of  his  inmost  being. 


CHAPTER  XUn 


ONOK  \u  ft  while  an  item  appeared  in  lb 
Tribune  that  might  b&ve  b««n  found  aaim 
and  for  reasons.  For  instance,  the  issae  <d 
unc  that  t-ontaincd  the  account  of  the  Captain*  j 
eciiituined  this  item,  which  l>aniel  Sands  had  ke| 
every  other  paper  in  town : 


of  D.  SMida  of  Uie  Trmdtn'  Bm 
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and  with  that  group  known  as  the  iwolutionary  So- 
Bta.  Grant  was  enough  of  a  personage,  and  the  deelara* 
was  short  enough  and  interesting  enough,  to  give  it  a 
e  in  the  newspapers  of  the  country  for  a  day.  In  the 
e  where  he  lived,  tlie  statement  created  some  comment — 
Jy  adverse  to  Dr.  Nesbit,  whose  political  association  with 
at  Adams  had  linked  the  Doctor's  name  with  Grant  *s. 
ig  out  of  power.  Dr.  Nesbit  felt  these  flings.  So  it  hap- 
d  that  when,  the  Sunday  following  the  announcement, 
it  eame  with  his  father  and  Kenyon  in  the  rattling  old 
7  ap  to  the  Nesbit  home  on  Elm  Street,  Amos  Adams 
id  a  rollicking,  frivolous,  mischievous  host — but  Grant 
na  found  a  natty,  testy,  sardonic  old  man,  who  made  no 
!t  of  his  ill-humor. 

myon  found  Lila,  and  the  two  with  their  music  indoors 
e  a  background  for  the  talk  on  the  veranda.  Nathan 
y,  who  came  up  for  a  pill  or  a  powder  for  one  of  his 
,  sat  for  a  time  on  the  veranda  steps.  For  all  his  f riv- 
r  with  the  elder  Adams,  Nathan  could  see  by  the  way  the 
^  wrinkled  skin  on  the  Doctor's  face  kept  twitching  when 
It  spoke,  that  the  old  man  had  something  on  his  mind. 
Srant,"  cried  the  Doctor,  in  his  excited  treble,  ''do 
realize  what  an  ornate,  unnecessary,  unmitigated  con- 
XKia,  and  elaborate  jack  you've  made  of  yourself!  Do 
—young  man  t  Well,  you  have.  Your  revolution — ^>'our 
hition!"  shrilled  the  old  man.  ''Damn  sight  of  revolu- 
yooll  kick  up  charging  over  the  country  with  your 
r-tank  patriots — ^your — ^your  box-ear   statesmen — now, 

Here — Doctor,— come — be — ' ' 

It  the  Doctor  would  not  let  Grant  talk.  The  chirnip  of 
dirill  old  voice  bore  in  upon  the  younger  man 's  protest 
,  **Now,  you  let  me  say  my  say.  The  world's  moving 
g — DKrving  pretty  fast  and  generally  to  one  end,  and 
end  ii  to  put  food  in  the  bellies,  clothes  on  the  back, 
brains  in  the  head  of  the  working  man.  The  whole  trend 
Vidatkn  all  over  the  world  has  gone  that  way.  Hell's 
•  Ghrant*— what  more  do  you  want  T  We've  given  you  the 
ritanee  tax  and  the  income  tax  and  direct  legislation  to 
ipalate  it,  and,  by  Ned,  instead  of  staying  with  the  game 
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aud  hHpinp  us  work  tlit^e  thirifi*  out  fa  « 
you  fly  tbe  coop,  and  gn  sriuawkiaf;  over  tbe  eaa 
yonr  revolntioii  aiitl  leuve  me — (Ismo  it.  Qrant,"  p 
little,  high  voice,  npultering  with  rage,  "you  leave  t 
my  linen  punts  on  a  elotli«s-lin«  four  miW  fmm  ba 

Thnn  slowly  the  little  lines  bcfcan  to  lireak  to  hw  k 
A  faint  Hmilc,  then  a  (rrin  «nd  then  ■  IttUjrb.  uptrwl 
old  face,  and  he  wiped  bis  watering  eyes  b«  be  i 
head  ninurnfully. 

Orant  was  gathering  himself  to  reply  wheo  Nate 
rasped  in  willi  his  high-keyed  Yankee  TOiee:  "1  gut 
about  covere  my  views.  Grant — if  any  one  ahoold  mi 

The  cm»ader  roKe  in  Grant:  "It'fi  you  men  wW  I 
sense,"  he  cried.  "You  think  because  I  declare  war 
profit  HyKtem  th»t  T  prn[>o»ie  to  mil  out  and  overtnni 
a  few  bombs  over  night.  Look  here,  men;  what  1  pn 
do  is  to  demonntrate  right  here  in  the  Wahoo  Valkgr, 
there  are  all  sorts  of  l&boring  ptviple.  skilled,  undtini 
timiotia.  overpaid  and  underpaid,  foreign  and 
utterly  unlike,  incoherent,  racially  and  industriall 
they  have  in  them  capairilies  fororganizinff;  unuaed  i 
untried  talents  that  will  make  them  worthy  lu  take  a 
pla«.'e  in  tlie  eeonomic  scale  than  llK>y  now  have.  I 
amaliramate  tbt-m.  if  I  can  weld  them  into  a  coiuMtenl 
ent  lahor  mass — the  Irish,  the  ^lav,  the  .Iawh,  the  1 
tho  Poles,  the  Freneh,  the  Dutch,  the  I^tts.  and  th 
eann — put  to  some  porpuw  the  lovi'  iif  ihi!  |>oor  for  tJ 
■o  that  it  will  count  induNtrialiy.  you  can't  stop  ilie 
tion."  lie  was  wagging  his  head,  waving  hts 
arm  and  htx  face  Hhuwed  the  temperamenlal  eiejttnw 
waa  iu  hini. 

"Go  ahead,  Grant."  aaid  Perry.  "Ilay  oat  all  ji 
— ihow  us  your  fjauw." 

"Well,  then  ln-n^'s  my  game  For  five  yearii  w»' 
eoUeeling  a  district  strike  fund — all  our  own.  tint 
belong  to  any  other  organixation  or  foderalinn  aa 
It's  oan  here  in  (he  Wahoo.  It 's  independent  of  ai 
or  national  eonlml.  I've  enlln^ed  il.  It's  been  i 
eatiae  thvae  men  here  in  Uic  Valley  have  faith  in  n 
have  prsetieally  never  npent  a  penny  of  it.     There  ai 
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M  thousand  workers  in  the  Valley — some,  like  the  glass- 
bvers,  are  the  aristocracy  of  labor ;  others,  like  the  breaker 
Myi,  are  at  the  bottom  of  the  scale.  But  we've  kept  wages 
p,  kept  conditions  as  high  as  they  are  anywhere  in  the 
Hatry — and  we've  done  it  without  strikes.  They  have  faith 
!  me.  So  we've  assessed  them  according  to  their  wages, 
d  we  have  on  hand,  with  assessments  and  interest,  over  a 
ird  of  a  million  dollars. ' ' 

Be  looked  at  Perry,  and  nodded  his  head  at  the  Doctor. 
r<m  fellovrs  think  I'm  a  cream-puff  reformer.  I'm  not. 
*w,  then — I  've  talked  it  over  with  our  board — we  are  g^oing 
invest  that  money  in  land  up  and  down  the  Valiey — put 
fr  women  and  children  and  old  men  on  it — in  tents — during 
ft  growing  sea.Hon,  and  cultivate  that  land  in  three-acre 
ieta  intensively.  Our  Belgian  glassblowers  and  smelter 
sn  have  sent  for  their  gardeners  to  tea(*h  us.  Now  it*s 
Brely  a  question  of  getting  the  land  and  doing  the  prelimi- 
7y  organization.  We  want  to  get  as  much  land  as  we  can. 
l«r.  there's  my  game.  With  that  kind  of  a  layout  we  can 
91  any  strike  we  call.  And  we  can  prove  to  the  world  that 
bor  has  the  cohesive  cooperating  faculty  required  to  man- 
ge the  factories — to  take  a  larger  share  of  the  income  of 
dostry,  if  you  please.  That's  my  revolution,  gontlrmen. 
Ad  it's  going  to  begin  right  here  in  the  Wahoo  Valley.*' 
•*Well,"  returned  Nate  Perry,  "your  revolution  looks  in- 
icsting.     It's  got  some  new  gears,  at  lea.st.** 

•*Oo  it  while  you're  young,''  piped  the  Doctor.  **ln  just 
boat  eighteen  months,  you  will  be  eoming  to  mo  to  go  on 
bur  bond — to  keep  out  of  jail.  I've  seen  new-fangled  rc»vo- 
llions  peter  out  before." 

•'Just  the  same,"  replied  Grant,  **I've  ])inneM  my  faith  to 
men  and  women.    They  are  now  working  in  fear  of 
y.    Give  them  hope  of  better  things  instead  of  fear 
they  will  develop  out  of  poverty,  just  as  the  middle  ela;ss 
ont  ander  the  same  stimulus." 

*'I  don't  know  anything  about  that,"  internipUnl  Perr>', 
I  do  know  that  I  could  take  that  money  and  put  three 
d  families  to  work  on  the  land  in  the  Wahoo  Valley 
develop  the  best  lal)or  in  the  eountry." 

Re  lau^edi  and  Grant  gazed,  almost  flared,  so  eager  was 
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his  loob,  at  Perry  for  a  moment,  aitd  said:  " 
of  the  democracy  of  labor  come* — and  it  will  c 
soon — men  like  you  will  take  leadenhip." 

There  was  more  high  talk,  and  Natiian  ferry  vwt'\ 
with  his  pill. 

When  he  viits  ^ma.  the  music  from  indocira  ( 
three   men.     "That'll   from   his   new   opera,    father.'* 
Grant,  as  his  attention  van  attracted  to  the  %'iDlm  and  | 

"Oood  Lord,"  exi-laimed  the  Doctor,  "I've  b^anlv 
of  that  opera  that  1  euai^ht  myself  prrseribinf;  a  bar 
the  opening  ehoni-s  for  the  Krip  the  other  day!" 

The  two  elder  men  looked  at  tmeb  other,  and  the  I 
said,  "Well,  Amm — that's  mostly  why  I  aakeil  yun  U 
up  lo-day.  It  wasn't  for  the  auoiety  of  your  nmatcor 
lotioniHt — you  may  be  sure  of  thai  " 

The  Doctor  tempered  his  words  with  a  smile,  but  tk 
pricka,  and  <irant  wim^^L  "I  suppose  we  a^  m  wt 
aider  Lila  and  Krnyon  ax  before  tJie  hoiueT" 

"Kenyon  came  to  me  laat  night,"  said  Ofmnt,  **«■ 
to  know  whether  he  ahoukt  oome  to  father  first,  or  flo  I 
Nesbit,  or — well,  be  wonderad  if  it  would  be  omam 
talk  with  liila's  own  father."  All  the  griaaxmt  io  < 
couQteuancc  melted  as  he  spoke  of  Kenyan  and  tba  t 
featurwi  Hdfiencd. 

"And  that  is  what  I  wi)th  to  talk  aboat.  Grmnt/'t 
Doctor  irontly.  "They  don't  know  who  Kenyna  it— 4' 
they  don't  know  about  hi«  pare«laKe,"  (inutt  I 
the  floor.  Slowly  as  the  old  shame  revived  in  tam^ 
row  from  his  node  to  his  fare  and  met  his  luatlMl  hair. 
two  old  men  looked  aerioualy  at  one  another.  The  I 
anphasiMd  the  solom&ity  of  the  oeeniau  b)-  lishunc  • 

"I  don't  know — I  really  don't  know  what  ia  ric^l 
he  said  finally.     "Is  it  fair  to  Lanra  to  li-t  her  c 
marry  tbe  son  of  a  woman  wbo,  more  than  any  oth« 
in  the  world,  has  wronged  herl     I'm  sure  Laurs  t 
no  malice  Inward  Kciiyon's  mother.     Yet,  of  t 
Doetrir  sptike  deliberately  and   paffed   between   bk  i 
"blood  ia  blwMl.     Itut  1  don't  know  bow  much  blood  f 
1  mean  how  much  of  what  we  call  beivdity  in  haum 
ia  due  to  actual  blood  tranicmiaMon  of  traits,  and  bo 
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^  dae  to  the  development  of  traits  by  family  environment, 
teaot  snre^  AmoB,  that  this  boy  s  bad  blood  has  not  been 
■tiiely  eliminated  by  the  kindly,  beautiful  family  environ- 
■Dt  he  has  had  with  you  and  yours.  There  seems  to  be 
Dthing  of  the  Miillers  in  him,  but  his  face  and  his  music — 
^tks  it  his  music  is  of  (ierman  origin.*' 
fc**I  don't  know — I  don*t  know.  Doctor,"  answered  Amoa. 
9Ve  tried  to  take  him  apart,  and  put  him  together  again, 
kll  can't  find  where  the  parts  belong." 
"^Aiid  ao  they  droned  on,  those  three  wiseacres — two  oldish 
■atiomen  and  a  middle-aged  man,  thinking  they  could 
huge  or  check  or  dam  the  course  of  true  love.  While 
Mde  at  the  piano  on  the  tide  of  music  that  was  washing  in 
liii  (jod  only  knows  what  bourne  where  words  are  useless 
U  passions  speak  the  primitive  languaf?e  of  souls,  Lila  and 
kyon  were  solving  all  the  problems  set  for  them  by  their 
krs  and  betters.  For  they  lived  in  another  world  from 
Dise  who  established  themselves  in  the  Providence  business 
i  on  the  veranda.  And  on  this  earth,  even  in  the  same 
tlaes^  and  in  the  same  families,  there  is  no  communication 
^een  the  worlds.  With  our  powerful  lenses  of  memory 
men  and  women  in  our  forties  gaze  earnestly  and  long  at 
^  distant  planets  of  youth,  wondering  if  they  are  really  in- 
lited  by  real  people — or  mere  animals,  perchance — if  they 
fe  human  institutions,  reasonable  aspirations  or  iinite 
cUigeneea.  We  take  temperatures,  make  blood  counts  and 
ord  blood  pressure,  reckon  the  heart-beats,  and  think  wo 
I  wondrous  wise.  But  wig-wag  as  we  may,  signul  with 
•t  mysterious  wireless  of  evanescent  youth-tire  we  still 
Id  in  our  blood,  we  get  nothing  but  vague  hints,  broken 

and  a  certain  patchwork  of  our  own  sulu-on- 

chop  logic  of  middle  age  in  return.     There  is  no  real 

nnieatiou  between  the  worlds.    Youth  remains  another 

s  age  and  childhood  arc  other  planets. 
Now,  after  the  three  wise  men  had  considered  the  star 
hring  before  them,  they  decided  thus: 
^WcU,"  quoth  the  Doctor,  ^'it  seems  absolutely  just  that 
b  Aonid  know  who  her  husband  is,  and  that  Laura  slumld 
wlmm  her  child  is  marrying.  So  far  as  I  am  c«>n- 
I  know  thia  Adama  blood;  1*11  trust  it  to  breed  out 
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aoy  taint;  liut  I  hnv«  no  right  to  d«cidr  for  Lila;  1 
no  right  to  say  n-hat  Laura  will  do — thoogb,  Unst,ll 
in  nty  hi-art  tliat  islic  would  ralhrr  hnv«  her  ^U  ■ 
yours  IliBD  to  have  auything  else  come  about  thai  Uw  ' 
could  hold  for  her.    And  yet — Ae  should  know  tb«tv 

(irant  sat  with  his  bead  bowed,  and  his  eyea  oe  tia 
while  the  Doctor  8|K>ke.  Without  looking  up.  be 
"There's  some  one  else  to  consider.  Doctor — ibm'i 
gar«t — after  all,  il'»  her  wo;  i(«  hpr  secret.  It's— 1 
know  what  her  righu  are — perhaps  she's  forfeited 
But  ahe  m  al  leaat  pbyMically  hitt  mother." 

The  Doctor  looknl  up  with  a  troubled  face.  Me  n 
hand  over  the  place  where  hia  pompadour  once  and  b 
and  where  only  a  fuu  reeponded  to  the  slrobe  of  hi 
palm,  and  aoxwered : 

"(Jrant — through  it  all — throngb  all  tha  tngady  th 
has  hrouirht  here.  I've  kept  that  secret  for  MorRsnL 
until   siio   releases   nie,    I    ran    nevt>r  brejik    niy    wl*a( 
doctor— uiie  of  the  right  sort — never  could.     Whalewrj 
feel  are  her  rights — you  and  nhe  must  siettle.     It 
you,  not  1,   to  tell  this  story,  even  to  toy  own  I 
blood,  Grout." 

Grant  rose  and  walked  the  long,  straigfat  atrel^  of  I 
veranda.  His  Klioulders,  pugnacious,  aggreaatre,  and  diii 
swayed  as  he  walked  heavily  and  he  gazed  at  the  Sowl 
in  shame.     Finally  he  whirled  toward  the  Doctor  asdM 

'*  I  *m  going  to  his  mother.     I  'm  goini;  now.     Bbe  mtfk 
mighty  few  rights  in  thiii  matter — tUie  ca.>vt  him  off  i 
full>'.     liut  she  has  just  one  right  here — the  right  la 
that  I  shall  tell  her  secret  to  Laura,  and  Tn  gotng  t 
to  her  before  I  tell  Loura.     Even  if  Margaret  clamon  ■) 
what  I  think  is  right,  1  shall  not  stop.     Itut  I'm  oot 
to  uicak  uer  secret  away  without  her  knowint;  iL     In 
that's  about  the  extent  of  her  rights  in  Keoyon:  to 
before  I  tell  bis  wife  who  he  really  is.  so  that  Margortti 
know  who  known  and  who  doeft  not  know  her  reUti«i 
him.     It  Hi>i>iiis  to  me  that  is  about  the  juotiee  of  the  __ 
Th«  Doctor  puflTed  at  his  pipe,  nml  nodded  a  alow  aMni  \ 

"Now'h  as  giWMl  a  time  aa  any,"  answered  the  Dortnr.H 
added:    "Ity  the  wa>-,  Amoa — I  bad  a  telegram  frtaa  Wd 
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ton  this  momingy  saying  that  Tom  is  to  be  made  Federal 
Be  in  the  new  distriet  That's  what  he's  doing  in  Wash- 
ton  jost  now.  He  is  one  of  those  ostensible  fellows^" 
ed  the  Doctor.  '* Ostensibly  he's  there  trying  to  help 
1  another  man;  bnt  Tom's  the  Van  Dom  candidate." 
te  smoked  until  his  pipe  revived  and  added,  ''Well,  Tom 
afford  it;  he*s  got  all  the  money  he  needs." 
^rantv  who  heard  the  Doctor  *s  news,  did  not  seem  to  be 
urbed  by  it.  His  mind  was  occupied  with  more  personal 
ters.  He  stood  by  a  pillar,  looking  off  into  the  summer 
• 

Welly  I  snppose/'  he  looked  at  his  clothes,  brushed  the 
t  from  the  top  of  his  shoes  by  rubbing  them  separately 
inst  the  calves  of  his  legs,  straightened  his  ready-made 
snd  felt  of  the  buttons  on  his  vest,  ''I  suppose,'*  he  re- 
tedy  *'I  may  just  as  well  go  now  as  at  any  other  time," 
he  strode  down  the  steps  and  made  straight  for  the  Van 
n  home. 

Then  he  came  to  the  Van  Dorn  house  he  saw  Margaret 
ing  alone  in  the  deep  shade  of  a  vine-screened  piazasa. 
wore  a  loose  flowing  purple  house  garment,  of  a  bizarre 
Dem  which  accented  her  physical  charms.  But  not  until 
lad  begun  to  mount  the  steps  before  her  did  he  notice 
^  ahe  was  sound  asleep  in  a  gaping  and  disenchant iug 
x>r.  Yet  his  footstep  aroused  her,  and  she  started  and 
ed  wildly  at  him:  ''Why — why — you — why,  (irant!*' 
Yes,  Margaret,"  he  answered  as  he  stood  hat  in  hand 
the  top  step  before  her.  ignoring  her  trembling  and  the 
■or  in  her  eyes.  *'I've  come  to  have  a  talk  with  you — 
ut  Kenyon." 

Ihe  looked  about  her.  listened  a  second,  shuddennl.  and 
1  with  quivering  facial  muscles  and  shaky  voice,  **Ves — 
yes — about    Kenyon — yes — Kenyon     Adams.     Yes,     I 
>w. 

rhe  qrea  ahe  turned  on  him  were  dull  and  her  face  was 
Dped«  as  though  the  soul  had  gone  from  it.  A  tremor  was 
ibie  in  her  hands,  and  the  color  was  gone  from  her  droop- 
*  lipa.  She  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  stupidly,  then 
itatioD  eame  into  her  voice,  as  he  sat  unbidden  in  a  porch 
ir  near  her.    *'I  didn't  tell  you  to  sit  down." 
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"No."     He  turned  bis  face  and  cang^t  h«r  tjm. 
Ill  be  comfortable  sitting  down,  and  wv're  |ot  taoni 
taikiog  111  d".'" 

lie  couJd  SCO  that  she  was  pcrtnrbed.  and  fear  wntt 
all  over  her  faee.  But  he  did  not  know  that  «be  «»i 
trfiog  to  get  control  of  berself.  The  power  ol  tkt 
broun  pellets  left  her  while  she  tilept,  and  abe  mm 
of  bcrwif  und   timid.     "I — I'm  sick — well — I — 1— 


I 
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can't  talk  to  you  now.     Oo   'way."  ahc  cried.    "Gt 
won't  you,  please — please  go   'way,  and  i 
time." 

"No — now's  as  good   a  time  as  any."  he  repUed. 
any  rate,  I'll  tell  you  what's  un  my  mind.     Mag,  : 
attention."     He   turned   bis   face   to  her.     "The  1 
come  when  Lila  Van  Uorn  and  ber  mother  moat  k 
Konyon  in." 

She  looked  vacantly  at  him,  then  started  aad  4 
"Wh-wh-wh-whft-what     are     you 
meant" 

Hbc  got  up,  rlo«ed  the  door  into  the  hoa 
tering  back  and  stood  by  her  chair,  ••  the  ■ 

"I  mean,  ftlaggie.  exactly  what  i  mud.  Kenyan  m 
marry  Lila.  But  1  think,  and  Dootor  Nesbit  ihi' 
before  it  in  wttlcd,  Lila  and  ber  mother,  and  yoq  ■ 
well  include  Mrs.  Nesbit,  muat  know  juat  who  their  di 
is  marrying — 1  mean  what  blood.  Now  do  yoti  j 
ideaT" 

As  he  spoke,  the  woman,  clutching  at  her  chair  faaci 
to  quiet  her  fluttering  hands.  But  she  b^gau  patiUa| 
sickly  pallor  overcame  her  and  she  cried  feebly:  *'< 
deril — yoo  devil — will  you  never  let  me  alone  T" 

He  answered,  "iMOk  here,  Mag — what's  the  i 
youT     I'm  only  trying  to  play  fair  with  you.     I  m 
tell  'em  until  you — " 

"Ugh!"  She  abut  her  e^-ea.  ''tirant— wait  a  aui 
nnst  get  my  medieine.  Ill  he  back."  She  tumad 
"Oh,  wait  a  ninute — 111  be  back  in  Qve  uinntaa — 1 1 
booest  to  Ood,  I'U  be  right  bade,  Grant"  She  wm 
door.  Am  At  fanbled  with  the  aereen,  he  nodded  ha 
•ad  aaiiled  grimly  aa  be  aaid,  "All  right,  Macpe." 
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hen  he  was  alone,  he  looked  about  him,  at  the  evidence 
e  Van  Dom  money  in  the  temple  of  Love.  The  outdoor 
was  furnished  with  luxuries  he  had  never  seen.  He 
d  as  though  he  smelled  the  monej  that  was  evident 
rwhere.  Beside  Margaret's  chair,  where  she  had 
ped  it  when  she  went  to  sleep,  was  a  book.  It  was  a 
tifully  bound  copy  of  the  Memoirs  of  some  titled  harlot 
le  old  French  court.  He  was  staring  abscDtmindedly 
a  floor  where  the  book  lay  when  she  came  to  the  door, 
e  came  out,  sat  down,  looked  steadily  at  him  and  began 
ly :  "Now,  what  is  it  you  desire!" 
e  said  "desiah,"  and  Grant  grunted  as  she  went  on: 
.  ahuah  no  good  can  come  and  only  hahm,  great  suffer- 
•and   Heaven  knows  what  wrong,  by  this — miserable 

What  good  can  it  dot" 
r  changed  attitude  surprised  him.  ''Well,  now,  Mag- 
he  returned,  ''since  you  want  to  talk  it  over  sensibly, 
ell  yon  how  we  feel — at  least  how  I  feel.  The  chief 
esB  of  any  proper  marriage  ia  children.  This  marriage 
9ea  Kenyon  and  Lila — if  it  comes— should  bring  forth 
I  claim  Lila  has  a  right  to  know  that  he  has  my 
,  and  yoors  in  him  before  she  goes  into  a  life  partner- 
with  him." 

^h^  Grant,  Grant,"  cried  Margaret  passionately,  "the 
»f  your  hair-splitting  is  this:  that  you  bring  shame  upon 
child's  mother,  and  then  cant  like  a  Pharisee  about  its 
I  for  a  good  purpose.    That's  the  way  with  you — ^you — 
-"    She  eoukl  not  quite  finish  the  sentence, 
e  sat  breathing  fast,  waiting  for  strength  to  come  to 
rom  the  fortifying  little  pill.    Clrant  picked  up  his  hat. 
II — I've  told  you.    That's  what  I  came  for." 
e  caught  his  arm  and  cried,  "Sit  down — haven't  I  a 
lo  be  heard!    Hasn't  a  mother  any  riglits — " 
Co,"  cut  in  Grant,  "not  when  she  strangles  her  mother- 
!" 

lot  how  eonld  I  take  my  motherhood  without  disgracing 
ejr'aheaiked. 

t  wmt  her  eyes.  They  were  steady  eyes,  and  were  bright- 
^  The  nan  stared  at  her  and  answereil:  "When  I 
|ht  him  to  you  after  mother  died,  a  little,  toddling. 


so< 


IN  THE  HEART  OK  A  FOOL 


I 


molhcrlesa  boy.  when  I  wanted  yon  to  cam*  witt 
mother  liim— nnd  I  didn't  want  you,  Uaggie,  tajmti 
you  wuiiifd  tuL-.  but  1  thought  bin  ri|j;lit  to  «  notfa 
greater  than  either  of  our  rit^htH  to  our  clwice  o(  i 
then  and  there,  yuu  made  your  linal  choice." 

"What  does  Uod  mean."  she  whined,  "bf  boundJai 
my  life  for  that  one  mistake!" 

"Mappe — Magifie."  answered  the  man,  ntting  i 
Hbe  sank  into  a  chair,  "it  waau't  the  one  wirtth*  II 
made  you  unhappy." 

"Thai's  twaddle,"  ahe  retorted,  "sheer  twaddle. 
I  knnw  how  that  child  haK  been  a  canerr  in  my  very 
burning  and  kubw''iK  oud  tnakiiif  me  wretcbedl  I 
know  T ' ' 

"No.  you  don't.  Slag.  If  you  want  the  truth." 
Orant  bluntly,  "you  looked  upon  the  boy  u  «  ear 
haa  threatened  you  every  day  of  your  life.  The  n 
you  think  you  have  for  him,  which  I  don't  doafat 
minute,  Mag,  made  you  do  a  mad,  foolish,  infinitely 
spiteful  thing — that  ni^ht  at  the  South  llar^ey  not 
haps  you  might  cai^e  for  Kenyon's  affection  now,  fa 
can't  have  that  even  remotely.  For  all  hia  ioteroa 
ia  limited  by  the  fact  that  you  robbed  Lila  of  her 
All  your  cancer  and  heart  bumingx.  Mag,  bare  bat 
own  selHflhneaa.     Lord,  woman — 1  know  you." 

Ue  turned  hta  hard  gaze  upon  her  and  Hbe  wummJ 
flhe  clearly  wan  enjoying  the  i|uarreL  It  atimulatad  h 
nerves.  The  house  behind  her  waa  empty.  She  felt 
brawl. 

"And  yout     And  you!"  she  jeered.     "I 
made  a  saint  of  you" 

The  man 'a  face  softened,  aa  be  aaid  ainpl^, 
etaim  In  be  a  saini,  Mag.    But  I  owe  Kenyuo  evcryl 
am  in  the  world — evcr>-thing," 

"Well,  it  inn'l  HuK'h  of  a  debt,"  atie  lauirhed 

"No,"  he  rrpeated,  "it's  not  much  of  a  ilehi." 
moment  he  added,  "Doctor  .\e«hit  has  kept  (fata 
theae  years.     Now  it's  time  to  let  theae  people  ~ 
etti  Ma  whj,  and  tho  only  roaaon  J  eame  to  you — " 
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*'Yoa  came  to  me,  Grant,"  she  cried,  "to  tell  me  you  were 
oing  to  shame  me  before  that — that — before  her — that  old, 
ellow-haired  tabby,  who  goes  around  doing  good!     Ugh — " 

iirant  stared  at  her  blankly  a  full,  uncomprehensive  inin- 
te.  Finally  Margaret  went  on:  '*And  I  suppose  the  next 
aing  you  long-nosed  busylnxlies  >%ill  do  will  be  to  get  chicken 
earted  about  Tom  Van  Dorn  s  rights  in  the  matter.  Ah, 
ou  hyi>ocrites!"  she  cried. 

"Well,  1  don't  know/'  answered  Grant  sternly;  **if  Lila 
bould  go  to  her  father  for  advice — why  shouldn't  he  have 
U  the  facts!" 

Margaret  rose.  Her  bright,  glassy  eyes  flashed.  An^er 
Diored  her  face.  Her  bosom  rose  and  fell  as  she  exclaimed: 
'  But  she'll  not  go  to  him.  Oh,  hc*s  perfectly  foolish  alnnit 
«r.  Every  time  a  photogra[)her  in  this  town  takes  her  pic- 
iire,  he  snoops  around  and  gets  one.  He  has  her  picture  in 
Lift  watch,  in  which  he  thinks  she  looks  like  the  Van  Doms. 
KThen  he  goes  away  he  takes  her  picture  in  a  leather  frame 
tnd  puts  it  on  his  table  in  the  hotel— except  when  I'm 
iround."  She  laughed.  **  Ain't  it  funny!  Ain't  it 
linny,"  she  chattered  hysterically,  **him  do<ldering  the  way 
le  does  about  her,  and  her  freezing  the  life  out  of  him!" 
file  shook  with  mirth,  and  went  on:  "Oh,  the  devil's 
loming  round  for  Tom  Van  Dorn's  soul — and  all  there  is  of 
t — all  there  is  of  it  is  the  little  green  spot  where  he  loves 
iiis  brat.    The  rest's  all  rottetl  out !" 

She  laughed  fooli.shly.    Then  (irant  said: 

"Well,  Mag — I  must  be  going.  1  just  thought  it  would  be 
iquare  to  tell  you  before  I  go  any  further.  About  the 
Kher — the  affair  of  Lila  and  her  father  is  no  concern  of 
nine.  That's  for  Lila  and  her  mother  to  settle.  Hut  you 
ind  I  and  Kenyon  are  bound  together  by  the  deepest  tio  in 
the  world,  Maggie.  And  I  had  to  come  to  you."  She 
itared  into  his  gnarled  face,  then  shut  her  eyes,  and  in  an 
nstant  wherein  they  wero  c'lose<l  she  lapsed  into  her  favor- 
ie  pose  and  disappeared  behind  her  nia.sk. 

••Vurry  kind  of  you,  I'm  shuah.  Chahmed  to  have  this 
ittle  talk  again." 

He  gazed  at  the  empty  face,  saw  the  drugged  eyes,  and 
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the  smirkinfr  mouth,  and  felt  ioliniteljr  aad  m  •  tmik  rf  | 
girlhood  canit-  tmck  to  hi«  meinory,     "Well,  good-bir,  I' 
be  said  genll.v,  and  tiiriKnl  and  ireut  down  the  tttf^ 

The  mcsRcngef  buy  whuni  (irHnI  Aduns  pMMd  as  be  « 
down  the  walk  to  the  Htre4<i  from  the  Van  Dom  Immdc,  | 
a  telegram  into  Mre.  Van  Dorn's  lap.  It  waa  fnMi  W| 
ingtOD  aiid  read : 


She  re-read  it,  held  it  in  her  hand  for  a  tine 
huDRrily  into  the  future. 

While  Grant  Adams  end  Margaret  were  talkintr,  tlwl 
old  men  on  the  porch,  who  nnec  would  have  prappkd  < 
the  nrobleroa  of  the  great  first  cauw.  dropn^  into  c 
reminisrenceH  of  the  old  days  of  thi-  Mxtm  and  m 
when  they  were  young  men  in  their  twentica  and  Ban^ 
an  unbleached  yellow  piiic  stain  on  the  prairie  gnK 
they  forgot  the  flight  of  time,  and  forgot  that  indflan 
muHic  had  Ktop]>ed,  and  that  two  young  voieea  were  «■ 
behind  the  eurtaina.  Upstaim,  Laura  Van  Dom  and 
mother,  reading,  tried  with  all  their  might  and  main 
oblivious  to  the  fact  that  the  mu.iir  had  Ktoppcd,  an 
cerlatn  Rn|ipre«.«cd  laughft  and  gwpn  nnd  long,  ailent  ( 
the  irregular  conversation  meant  rather  loo  otrriooa  ) 
making  for  an  afTair  which  had  not  bi-en  fonnallr  rreoin 
by  the  family.  Yet  the  formality  vnu  all  that  waa  ladj 
Por  if  ever  an  alfnir  of  the  heart  wai<  eneuuraged,  vm\ 
noted,  was  greeted  with  everjlhing  hut  humifaa  and 
■MnntB  by  the  family  of  the  lady  thereunto  appertaa 
H  WW  the  love  nlTair  of  Ke-nyon  Adama  and  LiU 
Dom. 

The  yoMth  and  the  maiden  below  ataira  wer«  vxet 
happy.  They  went  through  the  elaborate  IxiKinfn  of  I 
making,  fmm  the  flnrt  loui-h  of  thrilling  fiDgcrs  to  s 
■ionntely  raptnmaa  embraeea  ait  they  might  aleal 
Watched  and  half  tolerated,  and  the  nwunting  joy  in  I 
hearts  left  no  room  for  fear  of  thi'  futurv.  Aa  they  nt 
tug  aad  frivoltng  behind  tbe  enrtainii  af  the  wide  H 
roum  in  the  N'esbit  liome.  they  raw  (Jnuit  Adama 'a  big,  I 
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vtrd  figure  hunying  across  the  lawn.  lie  walked  with 
itoopinir  shoulders  and  bowed  head,  and  held  his  claw  hand 
Mind  him  in  his  flinty,  red-haired  hand. 

'* Where  has  he  been?"  asked  Kenyon,  as  he  peered 
through  the  open  curtain,  with  his  arm  about  the  girl. 

'*1  don't  know.  The  Mortons  aren*t  at  home  &is  after- 
noon; they  all  went  out  in  the  Captain *8  big  car/'  answered 
tbe  girl. 

•*\Vcll, — I  wonder — "  mused  the  youth. 

Lila  snatched  the  window  curtain,  and  closing  it,  whis- 
pered: ** Quick— quick — we  don't  care^^uiek — they  may 
eome  in  when  he  gets  on  the  porch.'' 

Through  a  thin  slit  in  the  closed  curtains  they  watched 
the  gaunt  figure  climb  the  veranda  steps  and  they  heard 
the  elders  ask: 

"Wellt"  and  the  younger  man  replied,  **  Nothing — noth- 
fcg— "  he  repeated,  **but  heartbreak." 

Then  he  added  as  he  walked  to  the  half -open  door,  *'Doe- 
ter — it  seems  to  me  that  I  should  go  to  Laura  now ;  to  Laura 
^nd  her  mother. ' ' 

'"Yea,"  returned  the  Doctor,  ''I  suppose  that  is  the  thing 
to  do."  ^ 

Orani's  hand  was  on  the  door  screen,  and  the  Doctor's 
fjes  grew  bright  with  emotion,  as  he  called : 

"You're  a  trump,  boy." 

The  two  old  men  looked  at  each  other  mutely  and  watched 
tba  door  closing  after  him.  Inside,  Grant  said:  *'LiIa — 
■ak  your  mother  and  grandmother  if  they  can  eome  to  the 
Doetor's  little  office — I  want  to  speak  to  them."  After  the 
girl  had  gone.  Grant  stood  by  Kenyon,  with  his  arm  about 
the  young  man,  looking  down  at  him  tenderly.  When  he 
beard  the  women  stirring  above  on  the  stairs,  (irant  patted 
Kenyon *s  shoulder,  while  the  man*s  face  twitched  and  the 
■uflcles  of  his  hard  jaw  worked  as  though  he  were  chewing 
a  bitter  eud. 

The  three.  Grant  and  the  mother  and  the  mot  her  *s  rooth«*r, 
left  the  lovers  in  such  awe  as  love  may  hold  in  the  midst  of 
its  rsptare,  and  when  the  office  door  had  closed,  and  the 
women  were  seated,  Grant  Adams,  who  stood  holding  to  a 
beeky  spoke : 
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"It's  about  Kpnyon.  Aad  I  don't  know,  pnhafu  I  ihod 
have  spok«u  sfHiner.     But  I  must  speak  now." 

The  iwu  wuiDcn  giucd  iiniuiriDgly  at  him  iritfa  v^ 
tbetiv  facett.  lie  was  deeply  embarraxiKd,  atu)  bb  ^ik4 
raastncnt  s^med  to  acccutuate  a  kind  of  casta  diJTena 
between  them. 

"Yes,  Grant."  said  Mrs.  Nrabit,  "uf  caune,  we  know  aba 
Lila  and  Kenyon.  Nothing  in  the  world  could  t>l<M*  I 
more  than  to  hcc  them  happy  together. ' ' 

"I  know,  ina*am,"  returned  Grant,  twirling  hia  cha 
nerrouxly.  "That'K  just  the  trouble.  Maybe  ihey  can't  I 
happy  together." 

"Why,  Grant,"  exelaimed  Laura,  "wbat'a  to  hiodert" 
"Stuff!"  sniffed  Mrs.  Nesbit. 

lie  looked  up  then,  and  the  two  women  eould  aee  thM  I 
flinched. 

"Well, — I  don't  know  how  to  say  it,  bat  yon  mai 
It"  Ue  iilopped,  and  they  saw  angubb  in  bb  face. 
I — Laura,"  he  turned  to  the  young«r  woman  aad  bh4»| 
pitiful  getiture  with  his  whole  hand,  "do  you  roneml 
when  you  were  a  girl  away  at  nchool  and  I  stoppad 
to  you ! " 

"Yes,  Grant,"  replied  Laura,  "so  well — ao  well,  and  yti-, 
never  would  say — " 

"Ikrauae  I  had  no  right  to,"  he  eat  in,  "it  waa  on 
aeeret — to  tell — then." 

liln.  Nosbit  Mat  impatiently  on  her  chair  edgv,  aa  one 

ing   for  a   fooltKh   formality   to   pass.     She   looked   af 

otumay,   bulky    ligure   uf  a   man    in   his  ill-titting 

I  tfothes.  and  obviauitly  was  ralbcr  irritated  at  hn  ill-tia 

|iBtcrj«etiun   of   his  own   childhood   affair   into  an   eolir 

Trim  pie  pniblem  of  true   love   running  hmiHithly      Hut  I 

i  dauifhier,  seizing  the  anffuisb  in  the  man's  twin^rd  face,  <■ 

latrtcken  with  a  terror  in  her  heart.     Laura  knew  thai 

1  Kglit  emotion  had  grnpplod  him,  and  when  her  mother  H 

r  "Weill"  shnrjtiy,  the  daughler  nm-  and  went  tn  bin,  tea 

i-iBg  hia   hand   iienlly   that   had   bern   irrippiiiK   the   At 

Vfcark.     8be  said,  "\v».  Grant,  but  why  do  you  hav«  to 

'X  rwwl" 

"Berause,"  he  answert^l  pawinnntt-ly.  "ywa  ahauld  ka 
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nd  Lila  should  know  aud  your  mother  should  know.  Your 
biher  and  1  aud  my  father  all  think  so." 

Ura.  Nesbit  sat  back  further  in  her  chair.  Her  face 
Showed  anxiety.  She  looked  at  the  two  others  and  when 
Laura's  eyes  met  her  mother's,  there  was  a  warning  in  the 
daughter's  glance  which  kept  her  mother  silent. 

** Grant/'  said  Laura,  as  she  stood  beside  the  gaunt  figure, 
•I  which  a  mantle  of  shame  seemed  to  be  falling,  *' there  is 
■otbing  in  the  world  that  should  be  hard  for  you  to  tell  me — 
«  mother.'' 

"It  isn't  you/'  he  returned,  and  then  lifting  his  face  and 
tijring  to  catch  the  elder  woman's  eyes,  he  said  slowly: 

'•Mrs.  Nesbit— I'm  Kenyon's  father." 

lie  caught  Laura's  hand  in  his  own,  and  held  her  from 
Hepping  back.  Laura  did  not  speak.  Mrs.  Nesbit  gazed 
*lankly  at  the  two  and  in  the  silence  the  little  mantel  clock 
iri^ed  into  their  consciousnesses.  Finally  the  elder  woman, 
^lio  had  grown  white  as  some  old  suspicion  or  fatal  recol- 
!ction  Hashed  through  her  mind,  asked  in  an  unsteady  voice: 

And  his  mother?" 

'Mlis  mother  was  Margaret  Muller,  Mrs.  Nesbit,"  an- 
irercd  the  man. 

Then  anger  glowed  in  the  white  face  as  Mrs.  Nesbit  rose 
Jid  stepped  toward  the  downcast  man.  ''Do  you  mean  to 
ril  me  you — "  She  did  not  finish,  but  began  again,  n(»t 
loticing  that  the  door  behind  her  had  let  in  her  husband: 
'Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  have  let  me  go  on  all  these 
rears  nursing  that — that,  that — creature's  child  and — " 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  said  the  Doctor,  touching  her  arm,  and 
aking  her  hand,  ''I  have."  She  turned  on  her  husband  her 
rtartled,  hurt  face  and  exclaimed,  ''And  you,  Jim — you  too 
—you  toot" 

"What  else  could  I  do  in  honor,  my  dear?  And  it  has 
leen  for  the  best. ' ' 

•'No/'  she  cried  angrily;  **no,  see  what  you  have  brought 
0  OS,  Jim — that  hussy's — her,  why,  her  very — " 

The  years  had  told  upon  Doctor  Nesbit.  lie  could  not 
lie  to  the  struggle  as  he  could  have  ri.sen  a  decade  before. 
Sis  hands  were  shaking  and  his  voice  broke  as  he  replie<l: 
'YeSy  my  dear — I  know — I  know.    But  while  she  bore  him, 
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we  have  formed  him."  To  her  darkening  faee  Im  rc| 
"You  have  formed  him — and  made  htm— yoa  ■ 
Adamses — wilh  your  love.  And  love,"  his  aoft, 
was  lender  as  ho  cotieluded,  "lovo  purge*  enf^l 
doMtn't  it,  Bed«lial" 

"  Yos,    father, — love    ia    enough.     Oh,    OiBOt,    Oi 
docsn  't    matter — nol    to    me.     Pix»r — poor    Uargarrt, 
ahe  haa  lost — what  she  has  lost!"  aaid  Um  jraunger 
as  sho  Bioml  close  to  Oraiit  and  looked  deeply  idIb 
guJHhcd  face.     Mrs.  Ncsbit  stoixi  wet-eyed, 
wrath.  lookiiiK  at  (he  three  before  ber. 

"O  God — mjr  God,  forii^ive  me — Injt  I  can't — Oh,  L 
Jim — I  ean'l,  I  cuii't,  not  Ihnt  woman's — Dot  ber— J 
She  stopped  aiid  cried  miserably,  "You  all  know  wl 
and  whotte  hr  i»."  Again  she  stopiied  and  looked 
ingly  around.  "Ob,  you  won't  let  Lila — ahc  wmiM 
that — nut  lake  that  womun'a — that  woman  who  dii 
Lila 'a  mother— -Lila  must  not  take  ber  child — Ob,  Ji 
won't  let  that—" 

As  she  spoke  Mm.  Nesbit  sank  to  a  sofa  near  the  da 
turned  her  face  to  the  pillow.  The  thm  who  watcl 
turned  blank,  intjuiring  fai.-efi  to  one  another. 

'TerbapM,"  the  doctor  began  heMtatingiy  and  iai 
"lilaahould — " 

*'What  does  she  know — what  can  a  child  of 
know,"  answered  the  Rruudmother  from  ber  pillow, 
taint  of  that  blood,  of  the  devil  she  wdl  traiumitl 
Jim — Oh,  Jim — Lila's  nul  old  eiiou):U  to  dfci<le.  She 
— she  mustn't — wc  muxtn't  let  ber."  Wn.  Nwhit  rail 
body  and  aaked  aa  one  who  grasps  a  abadow, ' '  * 
her  to  wait — to  wait  antil  sbe  can  onderBlandl 

A  <iui-stiiin  pawu-d  from  faee  to  face  amo: 
■tood  besidf  the  elder  woman,  and  [>r.  Neabit  atiawi 
Strength — The  p'lWer  that  came  frvm  a  habit  of  fort] 
of  dominating  ailuationa — came  to  him  and  be  atr[i 
his  wife's  side.  The  Iwh  stood  tognthvr,  faeing  Ibe  _ 
]MUr.  Tfae  Doctor  spoke,  not  as  an  arbiter,  but  aa  ai 
etU: 

"htan.  your  mtrtber  haa  her  right  to  be 
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three  of  jou;  Kenyon  himselt,  and  you  aod  Lila-Hdie 
■eared.  She  has  made  you  all  what  you  are.  Her  wishes 
;  be  regarded  now."  Mrs.  Nesbit  rose  while  the  Doctor 
ipeaking.  He  took  her  hand  as  was  his  wont  and  turned 
T,  saying :  ' '  Mother,  how  will  this  do :  Let 's  do  noth- 
low,  not  to-day  at  any  rate.  You  must  all  adjust  your* 
8  to  the  facts  that  reveal  this  new  relation  before  you 
make  an  honest  decision.  When  we  have  done  that,  let 
*a  and  her  mother  tell  Lila  the  truth,  and  let  each  tell 
*hild  exactly  how  she  feels;  and  then,  if  you  can  bring 
self  to  it,  leave  it  to  her;  if  she  will  wait  for  a  time 
she  understands  her  gn*andmother's  point  of  view — very 

If  not—'* 
f  not,  mother,  Lila's  decision  must  stand."  This  came 
Laura,  who  stepped,  over  and  kissed  her  mother's 
«  The  father  looked  tenderly  at  his  daughter  and  shook 
ead  as  he  answered  softly:  *'If  not — no,  I  shall  stand 
mother— «he  has  her  right — ^the  rosiest  right  of  all ! " 
id  so  it  eame  to  pass  that  the  course  of  true  love  in  the 
M  of  Lila  Van  Dom  and  Kenyon  Adams  had  its  first 
>  turning.  And  all  the  world  was  overclouded  for  two 
But  they  were  only  two  souls  and  the  world  is  full  of 
And  the  light  falls  upon  men  and  women  without 
I  respect  for  class  or  station,  for  good  deeds  or  bad  deeds, 
he  weak  or  for  the  strong,  for  saints  or  sinners.  For 
r  welly  truly  beloved,  that  chance  and  circumstance  fall 
if  the  great  machine  of  life  upon  us,  hodge  podge  and 
r  skelter;  good  is  not  rewarded  by  prizes  from  the 
1  of  fortune  nor  bad  punished  by  its  calamities.  Only 
ir  hearts  react  on  life,  do  we  get  happiness  or  misery, 
from  the  events  that  follow  the  procession  of  the  da>^. 
m  for  a  moment  let  us  peep  through  the  clouds  that 
red  over  the  young  souls  aforesaid.  Clouds  in  youth  are 
y  black ;  but  they  are  never  thick.  And  peering  through 
t  ekMidSy  one  may  see  the  lovers,  groping  in  the  umbrage. 
les  not  matter  much  to  us,  and  far  less  does  it  matter 
em  bo«r  they  have  made  their  farewell  meeting.  It  is 
;  and  they  are  coming  from  Captain  Morton's. 
ind  in  hand  they  skip  across  the  lawn,  and  soon  are  hid- 
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den  in  the  veranda.    They  sit  arm  in  arm,  on  a  nrai 

porch  izhair,  and  have  no  jfrcat  ue«l  for  wonla.    "WW 

-what  iH  the  rvaHoiiT"  lukeil  Iheywitli. 

"Well,  dear" — it  is  on  adventure  to  nay  the  word  Mil 

I  After  whJH]ieriritt  it  for  wj  many  days — "dear."  abe  nfm 

'  mild  feelfi  the  premure  of  bis  arm  as  she  spoaka,  "ilia 

thing  about  you'." 

"But  wliatT"  he  persisted. 

"We  don't  know  now,"  she  retuma.     "And  rwlly  ' 
•  does  it  matter,  oidy  we  can't  hurt  grandma,  and  it  ■ 
be  for  loiitt.     It  ean't  Ix;  for  lone,  and  then—" 

■"Wo  don't  care  now. — not  to-night,  do  wet"  8kt 
I  ber  head  fnmi  hix  khoulder,  and  puu  up  her  lipt  fa 
\'Mti»ytvr.  It  in  all  new — every  thrill  of  the  oew-faaodjl 
Lone  another '.s  beiiiK  in  strange;  every  touch  ot  Um  h 
VjDf  ehecki,  every  pressure  of  arms — all  are  gloriouriir  I 
"tiful. 

Once  in  life  may  human  bcini^  know  the  joy  theae  V 
ktit'w  lliat  iiixiit.  The  uii^els  lend  it  once  and  tbco,  i 
are  titwd,  they  let  ur  keep  it  in  our  memories  alwafi 
not,  then  God  sends  Uis  infinite  pity  instead. 


CHAPTER  XLIV 

r  WHICH  WE  8UFPER  LITTLE  CHILDREN,  WITH  OEORQE  BROTH- 
EKTON,   AND  IN   GENERAL  CONSIDER  THE   HABITANTS 

OP  THE  KINGDOM 

1^  ^B.  BROTHERTON  had  been  pacing  the  deck  of  his 
\\m  store  like  the  captain  of  a  pirate  ship  in  a  storm. 
iy M.  Nothing  in  the  store  suited  him;  he  found  Miss 
Salnn*8  high  facade  of  hair  too  rococo  for  the  attenuated 
ines  of  gray  and  lavender  and  heliotrope  that  had  replaced 
lie  angular  eifects  in  red  and  black  and  green  and  brown  of 
ormer  years.  He  had  asked  her  to  tone  it  down  to  make  it 
■ateh  the  long-necked  gray  jars  and  soft  copper  vases  that 
idorned  the  gray  burlapped  Serenity,  and  she  had  appeared 
rith  it  slopping  over  her  ears,  **as  per  yours  of  even  date!" 
^d  still  he  paced  the  deck. 

He  picked  up  Zola's  ''Fecundity,"  which  he  had  taken 
irom  stock;  tried  to  read  it;  put  it  down;  sent  for  ''Tom 
Jtwycr'*;  got  up,  went  after  Dickens's  ''Christmas  Books/' 
ukI  put  them  down;  peeped  into  "Little  Women,"  and 
Utehed  the  trade,  as  Miss  Calvin  handled  it,  occasionally 
Iropping  his  book  for  a  customer;  hunted  for  "The  Three 
iears,"  which  he  found  in  large  type  with  gorgeous  pic- 
iires,  read  it,  and  decided  that  it  was  real  literature. 

Amos  Adams  came  drifting  in  to  borrow  a  book.  He 
K>ved  slowly,  a  sort  of  gray  wraith  almost  discarnate  and 
;>art  from  things  of  the  earth.  Brotherton,  looking  at  the 
d  man,  felt  a  candor  one  might  have  in  addressing  a  state 
^  mind.  So  the  big  voice  spoke  gently : 
"Here,  Mr.  Adams,"  called  Brotherton.  "Won't  you 
me  back  here  and  talk  to  met"  But  the  shopkeeper  felt 
lat  he  should  put  the  elder  man  at  his  ease,  so  he  added: 
You're  a  wise  guy,  as  the  Latin  fathers  used  to  say.  Any- 
ay,  if  Jasper  ever  gets  to  a  point  where  he  thinks  marriage 
ill  pay  aiz  per  cent,  over  and  above  losses,  you  may  be  a 
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kind  of  step-imcle-iu-law  of  mine.  Tell  mc,  Mr.  Adu»-  I 
what  about  chiidreu— Jo  tbey  payl  You  know,  I've  aXnjt  I 
wanted  uhildreo.  But  now— wl-II,  yoM  «*,  I  oevcr  tbesfk  j 
but  that  people  just  kind  of  pii:rkDd  'em  off  the  I 
you  do  hiiL'kleberries.  I'm  grltiiig  m  th«t  I  can't  look  ■ 
preat  crowd  of  people  withoat  tiiiakioir  of  the  lo« 
siitTering  and  si-l f-denial  tbut  il  coxt  tit  bring  all  nf  tbtu  a 
the  world.  Good  Lord,  man,  I  doo't  waiit  lott  of  duldmr— 
not  now.  And  yet,  children— eh t Wren — why.  if  w*  ewU 
opon  a  can  and  have  'em  as  we  do  most  thtn^.  froa  tar- 
dines  to  grand  opfrii,  I'd  like  hundreds*  of  them.  Yet.  1 
dnnno,"  Sir.  Brolherton  wagged  a  tbouKhtful  head. 

But  Aniox  AdaniM  rejoined:     "Ah.  ye«.  Uforite,  bat  wka 
you  think  of  nhal  it  meaoK  for  two  peopli-  to  tiring  a  c 
into  the  world — wliat  the  joumi^  nieans>~tlie  slow. 
ble  journey  into  the  valfey  of  thi^  nhadow  nii*nn4  for  tb< 
c)o*c  tn^'tlier;  what  tenderoeiH  apriitgs  up;  what  I 
come  forth:  what  firm  knitting  of  livei;  what  t>ew  IdihI^ 
love  is  brod — von  are  inelineif  to  think  mavbe  I 
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lo  Ike  desk  where  Amos  was  standing  and  took  a  chair,  and 
as  Amos  drifted  out  of  the  store  as  impersonally  as  he  came, 
the  Doctor  began  to  grin. 

^'We  were  just  talking  of  children,"  said  BrotfaerUm  with 
studied  casuahiess.  '^Yoa  know,  Doctor,"  Brotherton 
smiled  abashed,  '*I'Ye  always  thought  I'd  like  lots  of  ehil- 
dren.    But  now — ' ' 

•'I  see  'em  come,  and  I  see  'em  go  every  day.  I'm  kind 
of  getting  used  to  death,  George.  But  the  miracle  of  birth 
grows  stranger  and  stranger." 

**So  young  Joe  Calvin's  a  proud  parent,  is  he!  Boy,  you 
say?" 

*'Boy,"  diuckled  the  Doctor,  **and  old  Joe's  out  there 
having  a  nervous  breakdown.  They've  had  ten  births  in 
the  Calvin  family.  I've  attended  all  of  'em,  and  this  is  the 
first  time  old  Joe's  ever  been  allowed  in  the  house.  To-day 
tiie  old  lady's  out  there  with  a  towel  around  her  head,  prac- 
tically having  that  baby  herself.  The  poor  daughter-in-law 
haim't  seen  it.  You'd  think  she  was  only  invited  in  as  a 
sort  of  paying  guest.  And  old  lady  Calvin  comes  in  every 
few  minutes  and  delivers  homilies  on  the  joys  of  large  fam- 
ilies!" 

The  Doctor  laughed  until  his  blue  old  eyes  watered,  and 
he  chirped  when  he  had  his  laugh  out:  **now  soon  we 
forget!  Which,  I  presume,  is  one  of  God's  semi-precious 
blessings!" 

When  the  Doctor  went  out,  Brotherton  found  the  store 
deserted,  except  for  Miss  Calvin,  who  was  in  front.  Broth- 
erton carried  a  log  to  the  fireplace,  stirred  up  the  fire,  and 
when  he  had  it  blazing,  found  Laura  Van  Dom  standing 
b€»ide  him. 

"Well,  George,"  she  said,  ''I've  just  been  stealing  away 
from  my  children  in  the  Valley  for  a  little  visit  with 
Emma." 

**Very  well,  then,"  said  Mr.  Brotherton,  "sit  down  a 
minute  with  me.  Tell  me,  Laura — about  children — ^are  they 
worth  itt" 

She  was  a  handsome  woman,  with  youth  still  in  her  ^yes 
and  face,  who  sat  beside  George  Brotherton,  looking  at  the 
fire  that  March  day.    "George — good  old  friend/'  die  said 
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gently,  "there's  nothing  else  in  the  world  so  wortb  i 
children." 

She  hesitated  before  going  so  deeply  into  her  aool,  j 
haps  pic-king  her  verbal  way.  "George — do  mao  e«i 
graded  a  woman  more  than  !  was  degraded.  Yet  I  bro 
Lila  out  of  it,  and  I  thank  Ood  for  her,  and  I  don't  nuoi 
price — not  now  "  She  turned  to  look  at  Mr.  Brotba 
quiringly  as  she  said:  "But  what  I  eome  in  lu  t 
about,  George,  was  Grant.  Have  you  noticed  ia  t 
months — that  growing — well — it's  more  thui  t 
George;  it's  a  fanaticism.  Since  he  haa  been  wori 
garden  plan — Grant  has  been  getting  wilder  and  wilder 
his  talk  about  the  Democracy  of  labor,  llavn  yon  notiml 
— or  am  I  oversensitive  t " 

Brotherton,   poking  idly   in  the  fire,  did  not  i 
once.     At  length  he  said: 

"Grant's  a  zealot.  He's  full  of  this  prisms,  prunw  ■ 
peai'e  idea,  this  sweetness  and  light  revolutioa,  this  oM 
of  hitching  their  hop-dreamH  to  these  three-acre  plots,  i. 
preaching  nonresiKtanec.  It's  coining  a  little  fast  for  ■ 
Ijnura — just  a  shade  too  many  at  times.  But,  oa  tbe  otl 
hand — there's  Xate  Perry.  He's  as  cold-blooded  ■  Tanl 
as  ever  swindled  a  father — and  he's  helping  with  tbe  sebc 
He's — " 

■'He  has  no  faith  in  the  Democracy  of  Labor.     He  boo( 
interrupted  Laura.     "  WhAt  he's  iloing  is  working  foraB 
efficient  lot  of  laboring  men.  so  that  wh«n  the  tin 
when  the  unions  sball  ask  and  get  more  daRnita  < 
the  factories  and   mines,   in  the  way  of  wage-a( 
price-making,  they  will  bring  some  sense  with  thi 
lie's  merely  looking  after  him-wlf — in  the  last  an 

{Jraiit's  going  mad.     George,  he  actnally  believe*  I 

this  thing  wins  here  in  the  Valley — the  peaceful  atrikf.  \ 
rise  of  labor,  and  the  theory  of  oon- rouatanc? — he's  goiic 
over  the  world,  and  in  a  few  yenrK  will  haw  labor  «na>e^ 
paled.     Have  you  heard  him — that  is,  recently  T" 

"Well,  yes,  a  week  or  so  ago."  answered  Brotherton.  "ud 

he  was  going  it  at  a  pretty  fair  dip   for  a  minut«  tha 

Well,  say — 1  mean — what  Hhould  we  dnT"  be  Mke<l.  drvA- 

B|feilig  with  the  poVer  on  \\x«  V«»xW.   "V^utv"  Bntbeil^ 
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his  eyes  from  the  poker  until  they  met  her  frank,  gray 

\y  ''Grant  would  listen  to  you  before  he  would  listen  to 

ly  one  else  on  earth  or  in  Heaven — I'm  sure  of  that" 

**Then  what  shall  we  doT'  she  asked.    ''We  mustn't  let 

wreck  himself — and  all  these  people  t    What  ought  I — " 

A  shadow  fell  across  the  door,  and  in  another  moment 

^Khere  stood  in  the  opening  of  the  alcove  the  tall,  lean  figurq 

of  Thomas  Van  Dom. 

When  Laura  was  gone,  Van  Dom,  after  more  or  less  polite 
circumlocution,  began  to  unfold  a  plan  of  Market  Street  to 
l>uy  the  Daily  Times  and  bring  Jared  Thurston  back  to 
Harvey  to  run  it  in  the  interests  of  the  property  owners  in 
the  town  and  in  the  Valley.  Incidentally  he  had  come  to 
warn  George  on  behalf  of  Market  Street  that  he  was  har- 
boring Grant  Adams,  contrary  to  the  judgment  of  Market 
Street.  But  George  Brotherton's  heart  was  far  from  Mar- 
ket  Street;  it  was  out  on  the  hill  with  Emma,  his  wife,  and 
his  mouth  spoke  from  the  place  of  his  treasure. 

"Tom — tell  me,  as  between  man  and  man,  what  do  you 
think  of  children!  You're  sort  of  in  the  outer  room  of  the 
Blue  Lodge  of  grandfatherdom,  with  Lila  and  Kenyon  get- 
ting ready  for  the  preacher,  and  you  ought  to  know,  Tom — 
honest,  man,  how  about  it?" 

A  wave  of  self-pity  enveloped  the  Judge.  His  voice  broke 
8S  he  answered:  "George,  I  haven't  any  little  girl — she 
never  even  has  spoken  to  me  about  this  afTair  that  tiic  whole 
town  knows  about.    Oh,  I  haven't  any  child  at  all." 

He  looked  a  miserable  moment  at  Brotherton,  perhaps  re- 
viewing the  years  which  they  had  lived  and  grown  from 
youth  to  middle  age  together  and  growled :  "Not  a  thing — 
not  a  damned  thing  in  it — George,  in  all  this  forty  years 
of  fighting  to  keep  ahead  of  the  undertaker!  Not  a  God 
damned  thing!"  And  so  he  left  the  Sweet  Serenity  of 
Books  and  Wall  Paper  and  went  back  to  the  treadmill  of 
life,  spitting  ashes  from  his  gray  lips! 

And  then  Daniel  Sands  toddled  in  to  get  the  five-cent 
cigars  which  he  had  bought  for  a  generation — one  at  a 
time  every  day,  and  Brotherton  came  to  Daniel  with  his 
problem. 

The  old  man,  whose  palsied  head  forever  isas  denying 
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aometlmifr.  as  if  he  bad  the  assessor  always  ta  bii  witM 
his  rheumy  eyes  and  ouswered:  "Uy  eliiJdi'm  hwi 
lie  all  but  spat  upon  their  uamnt.  '*Morty— nwaiJ 
reading  tiocialist  bookit.  with  a  cold  io  bb  Uinst  adj 
water  in  his  brains.  And  the  other,  she'v  muned  ■! 
traitor  and  Htnnds  liy  him  against  her  own  fle&h  widl 
Ba-a-a-ch  I"     lie  showed  bis  blii#,  aid  noulfa,  aod  ad 

"I  married  four  women  to  give  those  ehildren  a  h| 
and  what  thanks  do  1  gelt  Ingratea — one  a  milk-aspil 
if  h«'d  only  be  a  Socialist  and  get  out  ami  throw  | 
mile;  bnt  he  won't;  he  won't  do  a  thing  bat  ih  ■ 
drooling  about  iwcial  justice  when  1  want  to  eat  tayj 
ill  peaee.  And  he  goea  couftbing  all  day  and  nij^ 
grunting,  and  now  he's  wearing  a  pointnl  iMvd — M 
it's  [or  his  throat,  but  I  know — it'«  because  he  tUnj 
rumantiu.  And  that  Anne — why,  she's  worse,"  bit  I 
not  linish  the  Hentenee.  His  old  bead  wagged  via 
Evidently  another  asBessor  bad  mddenly  powwed  ia 
bis  imagiiutinii.    For  be  shuffled  into  the  itreet.       J 

Mr.  Brotherion  sat  by  the  fire,  leaning  forward,  ■ 
fingen  locked  between  his  knee*.  The  warabc  I 
Grant  Adams  that  Tom  Van  Dorn  had  given  him  M 
prcH>u>d  him.  lie  knew  Market  Simt  was  asainat 
Adams.  But  he  did  not  realize  that  Market  ijircetj 
tude  was  only  a  rellcx  of  the  trtir  in  the  Vnllry.  All  I 
•treeta  over  the  earth  feel  more  or  less  acutely  4 
which  portend  in  Ibe  workshops,  often  t>efora  tboae  4 
aaoM.  Wa  are  indeed  "members  one  of  atmther,"  1 
f  aspirations  of  those  who  dreais  of  betlei 

r  latent  fean  of  ihoMC  who  live  uti  trade. 
ply  eompai't  in  our  organization  that  a  msn  may  ttl 

_a  without  crowding  hi^  neight<or.  And  in  that  liV 
timt  of  llie  great  world  which  men  knew  as  llarhetl 
in  llarrey,  the  siir«Ht  evi^leuoe  of  the  chsnging  attit 
tbe  men  in  (he  Valley  toward  their  work,  was  foundi 
Ibe  erowds  tliat  galhrred  in  Bclgiao  Hal)  week  aft* 
to  bear  Grant  Adams,  not  in  (he  war-ehest  which  wai 
Io  overflowing,  not  in  the  gardens  ebeckaml  upon  tl 
aides,  hut  rather  in  the  uneaainesa  of  Market  Streej 
Watiaas  were  differeat  ia  Blarbei  Street  and  ta  tbe  1 


other,"  i 
r  tiling  ■ 

>de.     Wtl 
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rat  one  vision  rising  in  the  same  body,  eadi  pari  re- 
\g  according  to  its  own  impulses.  Of  course  Market 
las  its  side,  and  George  Brotherton  was  not  blind  to 
ting  by  his  fire  that  raw  March  day,  he  realized  that 
Street  was  never  a  crusader,  and  why.  He  eonld 
;  the  men  from  whom  the  storekeepers  bought  goods 
iy  days'  time,  3  per  cent,  off  for  cash,  were  not  cru- 
When  a  man  turned  up  among  them  with  a  six- 
crusade  for  an  evanescent  millennium,  flickering 
'ew  years  ahead,  the  wholesalers  of  the  city  and  the 
%  of  Market  Street  nervously  began  thumbing  over 
pidly  accumulating  ''bills  payable"  and  began  using 
sratchy  language  toward  the  crusader, 
de  Brotherton  pause  when  he  thought  how  th^y  might 
and  envelop  him — as  a  family  man.  For  as  he  sat 
he  man's  mind  kept  thinking  of  children.  And  his 
indered  to  the  thought  of  his  wife  and  his  home — and 
e  ones  that  might  be.  As  his  mind  clicked  back  to 
dams,  and  to  the  strange  family  that  would  produce 
)ys  as  unlike  as  Grant  and  Jasper  and  Kenyon,  he 
9  consider  how  far  Kenyon  had  come  for  a  youth  in 
Qties.  And  Brotherton  realized  that  he  might  have 
lild  as  old  as  Kenyon.  Then  Mr.  Brotherton  put  his 
ver  his  face  and  tried  to  stop  the  flying  years, 
idow  fell,  and  Brotherton  greeted  Captain  Morton,  in 
urst  of  mauve  tailoring.  The  Captain  pointed 
'  to  a  necktie  pin  representing  a  horse  jumping 
a  horseshoe,  and  cried:  ''What  you  think  of  it? 
imond  horseshoe  nails — what  sayT' 
r.  Captain,  sit  down  here,"  said  Mr.  Brotherton. 
1  do,  Captain — you'll  do."  But  the  subject  nearest 
man's  heart  would  not  leave  it.  "Cap/'  be  said, 
about  children — do  they  payt" 
t's  just  it,"  put  in  the  Captain.  "That's  just  what 
JO  Emmy  this  morning.  I  was  out  to  see  her  after 
;  and  stayed  until  Laura  Van  Dom  came  and  chased 
Emmy's  mighty  happy,  George — mighty,  mighty 
-dif  Her  mother  always  was  that  way.  I  was  the 
it  was  scared."  George  nodded  assent.  "But  to- 
ell,  we  just  sat  there  and  cried — she's  so  happy  aboat 
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it — ehT  Winunin,  Ocorfre,  ain't  scared  •  bh.  I  1 
I've  been  in  their  kJtrhiriM  for  thirty  yean,  Ocot^ 
let  me  tell  you  aomepin  fuuoy,"  tfaolinaed  the  Q^ 
"Old  Afaab  Wright  haM  taken  to  mtokiug  in  public  l 
the  liberal  vote  I  Let  roe  tell  yoa  aoneptn  ebc.  ~ 
clfH-idt-tl  to  put  the  skids  iiiider  Grant  Adaina 
gang  down  in  the  ValU-y,  and  the  other  day  tbey 
a  snafc.  Vou  know  Calvin  &  Calvin  an  repPBieutiq 
ovmers  since  Tom'ii  got  this  life  >ob,  tbouitb  br'i 
all  his  money  invested  down  thrre  and  still  advim 
Well,  anyway,  they  decided  to  put  a  bari>ed-vire  t 
around  all  the  mine!*  anil  the  factorieit.  Well,  fou 
loacU  of  wire  and  posts  shows  up  down  in  the  Vab^ 
week,  niid,  'y  irory,  man. — they  pan't  Ret  a  carpenter  " 
or  down  there  to  touch  it.  Oram's  got  'em  aewcd  n. 
Tom  says  hell  fix  'em  one  of  these  days,  if  tbejr  gat  1 
him  in  his  eonrt — what  sayT" 

"1  suppose  he  will.  Captain,"  replied  Mr.  Bmtk 
and  took  up  his  theme.  "Hut  trettintt  luu-k  to  the 
of  children — I've  been  talkinff  all  moniinp  about  'ei 
kinds  of  folks,  and  I've  de<-)ile<l  the  eountry'a  ftn 
Children,  Cap."  Mr.  Hrothcrton  nsie.  put  on  hts 
took  the  Captain's  arm,  "ehildren.  Captain."  he 
as  they  reaehcd  the  sidewalk  and  were  slartinir  for  the 
car.  "children,  I  fiffiire  it  out — rhiMren  are  tbe  ■«»-■ 
civilization  I  Well,  say-^thus  endeth  the  readiny  of  U 
lesson !  * ' 

As  they  stood  in  the  eonier  transfer  shed  waiting 
car,  Oraut  Adams  came  up.     "Say,  firani,"  called  Bi 
ton,  "what  yiu  Koin'  to  dn  atK>ut  that  bari>ed  wire  tni 

"Oh."  smiled  Crant.  "I've  just  «l)oiit  wtlled  it- 
boya  will  benin  on  it  (his  afternoon.  A  lot  of  thai 
anicry  when  Ihey  heard  what  the  ownera  were  ap  to, 
said,  'Hero:  we've  irnt  juntie*  on  our  side.  We  d 
partnership  interent  in  all  tho«e  mines  and  factories 
ther4>.  Wc  contend  that  we  who  lalior  there  now  si 
leiralMW  of  all  the  labfir  that's  been  killeil  nnd  maini« 
cbeated  by  lonff  lH>ura  and  low  wages  down  in  the  ' 
for  thirty  yean,  and  if  we  have  a  partnendiip  r«ht  ti 
mines  and  faeloriea,  it's  our  business  lo  protect  taem.' 
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kcd  the  boys  into  putting  up  the  trocha.  I  tell  you, 
orge/*  said  Grant,  and  the  tremor  of  emotion  strained  his 
lee  as  he  spoke,  ''it  won't  be  long  until  we'll  have  a  part- 
rmhip  in  that  trocha,  just  as  we'll  have  an  interest  in 
try  hammer  and  bolt,  and  ledge  and  vein  in  the  Valley. 
m  eoming,  and  coming  fast — ^the  Democracy  of  Labor.  I 
ve  faith,  the  men  and  women  have  faith — all  over  the 
kllqr.  We've  found  the  right  way — the  way  of  peace, 
ben  labor  has  proved  its  efficiency — " 
^' Ah— you're  crazy.  Grant,"  snapped  the  Captain. 
ihiB  class  of  people  down  here — these  ignorant  foreigners 
vhy,  they  couldn't  run  a  peanut  stand— «h?" 
Diek  Bowman  and  his  son  came  up,  and  not  knowing  a 
Koasion  was  in  the  wind,  Dick  shook  hands  around.  And 
ler  the  Captain  had  taken  his  uptown  car,  Grant  stood 
ftrt,  lost  in  thought,  but  Dick  said:  ''Well,  Benny,  we 
t  here  in  time  for  the  car!"  Then  craning  his  long  neck, 
ft  father  laughed:  "Ren,  here's  a  laboring  man  and  his 
ift  goes  on  at  one — so  he's  in  a  hurry,  but  we'll  make  it." 
**Dick,"  began  Brotherton,  looking  at  the  thin  shadow  of 
aian  who  was  hardly  Brotherton  *s  elder  by  half  a  dozen 
"Dick,  you're  a  kind  of  expert  father,  you  and  Joe 
ivin,  and  to-day  Joe's  a  granddaddy — tell  me  about  the 
—are  they  worth  it?" 

man  threw  his  head  back  and  craned  his  long  nook. 
for  us — ^not  for  us  poor — maybe  for  you  people  hero. 
Bowman,  who  pauited  and  counted  on  his  fin^rrrs: 
light  bom,  three  dead — that's  too  many.  Joo  Calvin,  ko*s 
frnd  all  his  and  they're  doing  fairly  well.  That*K  his  girl 
there — ain*t  itf"  Bowman  sighed.  *'IIer  and  my  Joan 
Med  together  back  in  their  little  da^^ii;  before  we  movctl 
South  Harvey."  He  lowered  his  voioe. 
'^George,  mother  hasn't  heartl  from  Joan  for  going  on  two 
Ir,  DOW.  She  went  ofT  with  a  follow ;  told  us  she  marritnl 
H — ahe  was  just  a  chihl — Init  had  boon  working  around  in 
I  factories — and,  well,  I  doirt  say  so,  hut  1  guoKs  she  just 
a  got  where  she's  ashamoil  to  writo — niaylMV** 
bia  voice  rose  in  aniror  as  ho  oriod:  **Why  didn't  she 
Ve  a  ahow,  like  this  girl  of  •loe*8T  IIo*s  no  lM*tter  than  1. 
id  you  know  my  wife — well,  she's  no  Mrs.  Joe  Calvin — 
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iibe's  been  as  bappy  about  'cm  when  they  nar  ■ 
were  princes  of  tic  lilood."     He  itoppi^d. 

"Then  thtTDs  Mug»— 1  dutmo.  (i«orge, — it  woh 
tried  nith  Mugs,  but  uU  Itiem  uilouns  adcI — well,  tl 
MiD^  and  llie  woinca  uitder  hia  nuae  fnim  tbe  tint 
ten  jreani  old — well,  1  rAn't  make  him  work,  little 
steady  enough  for  a  boy  of  twenty — he's  in  titt  C« 
mineH,  and  we've  put  Hen  in  this  yrar.  He  ii  ti 
tht)ii^li,  for  Hriiven'H  sake^  don't  go  blabbiai  it;  hi 
posed  to  he  fonrteen.  And  little  Betty,  ibe'i  in  Mdi 
I  don't  kiiow  how  she'll  turn  out.  No.  tleonre."  * 
on,  "ehildren  for  oa  poop,  children's  a  nirbty  riakyj 
tain  crop.  Uut,"  be  smiled  refleetively.  "I'm  ri^lul 
tell  you  tbc}-'re  lots  of  fan  as  little  sbareni — fnmj 
Wh^-,  Oeor^r,  you  ouelit  to  bear  Rcnny  nog. 
pints  of  the  Hot  Ihiff  found  be  had  a  voice,  : 
taujftil  hiai  some  daeo  wnKH."  Bra  wia  ■  bi^ht-tn 
of  twelve — big  for  his  age.  with  tuiappy.  brown  fl] 
appleH  of  chedc'<  and  early  hair.  lie  ulipprd  sway 
inio  a  store  window,  leavioir  tiie  two  men  alone,  Mr. 
ertoii  was  in  h  mellow  mood.  Ilr  put  hia  gnat  paw 
•nail  man's  shoulder  and  said  huskily: 

"Say,  niuk.  hontwt,  I'd  rather  have  juxt  ooc  bojr  Ii 
than  tlip  whole  damn  Valley — that's  rijtht!'" 

The  ear  came  bowlinff  up  and  tlie  South  narrqr 
boarded  it.  <irant  Adams  rode  down  into  (be  Vail 
great  dreams  in  liiit  wiul.  IIi;  talked  little  to  tbe  B« 
but  lotted  out  of  the  window  and  saw  the  dawti  of 
day.  it  is  tfav  curse  of  dreiuners  that  they  bclia 
when  they  are  convineed  of  a  truth,  they  who  hav« 
it.  who  havr  sulTrred  for  it,  who  have  been  naaltc 
they  have  only  to  pan  out  tbeir  truth  to  t 
make  tlie  univente.  but  the  world  is  made  over  oa^ 
tlic  common  mind  seen  tbe  truth,  and  ibe  emntiH 
ferls  it.  80  the  hiHtor}-  of  reform  ia  a  history  at  dm 
meut.  Tbe  reform  works,  of  course.  Itut  in  WQ 
doca  only  the  one  little  trii-k  it  ia  intended  to  da, 
long  chain  of  incidental  blesainirs  which  «houtd  follow 
the  refnrmrrv  feci  miiU  inevitably  follow,  wait  fa 
leformen  to  bring   them   into  being.     So  tbnw 
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Mtjr  of  work  for  the  aocial  tinker,  and  no  one  man  ever 
ih  a  miUeDnium.    For  Ood  is  ever  jealous  for  our  prog* 
Vt  uid  leaves  an  unfinished  job  always  on  the  work  bench 
^e  world. 

Oiant  Adams  believed  that  he  had  a  mission  to  bring 
into  its  own.  The  coming  of  the  Democracy  of  Labor 
I  a  real  democracy  to  him — ^no  mere  shibboleth.  And  as 
lode  through  the  rows  of  wooden  tenementa,  where  he 
en  and  women  were  being  crushed  by  the  great  indua* 
ml  auehine,  he  thought  of  the  tents  in  the  fields;  of  the 
and  children  and  of  the  old  and  the  aick  going  out 
to  labor  through  the  day  to  piece  out  the  family  wage 
id  aeeure  economic  independence  with  wholesome,  self- 
ipeeting  work.  It  seemed  to  him  that  when  he  could  bring 
•  cooditions  that  were  starting  in  Harvey,  to  every  great 
dostrial  center,  one  great  job  in  the  world  would  be  done 


80  he  drummed  his  iron  claw  on  the  seat  before  him,  put 

ri  bani  hand  upon  his  rough  face,  and  smiled  in  the  joy 
his  high  faith. 

Dick  Bowman  and  his  boy  left  Grant  at  the  car.    He 

ttved  his  claw  at  little  Hen  when  they  parted,  and  sighed 

he  saw  the  little  fellow  scampering  to  shaft  No.  3  of  the 

Uioo  Fuel  Company's  mines.     There  Cirant  lost  Ki<rht  of 

child,  and  went  to  his  work.     In  two  hours  he  and  Violet 

had  cleaned  off  his  desk.     He  had   promised   the 

Fuel  Company  to  see  that  the  work  of  constructing 

trocha  was  started  that  afternoon,  and  when  Violet  had 

ihoncd  to  Mechanics'  Hall,  Grant  and  a  group  of  men 

It  to  the  mines  to  begin  on  the  trocha.     Thoy  passed  ilnwn 

■witch  into  the  yards,  and  (irant  heard  a  brakcnian  sav: 

'That  Frisco  car  there  has  a  broken  brake — watch  out  for 

^•" 

flLnd  a  switchman  reply : 

•Yea — I  know  it.  I  tried  to  get  the  yardmaster  not  to 
kd  her  down.  But  we'll  do  what  we  can." 
^he  brakeman  on  the  car  sijrnalcd  for  the  engineer  to 
ll  the  other  cars  away,  and  leave  the  Frisco  car  at  the  top 
4ift  alight  grade,  to  be  shoved  down  by  the  men  when  an- 
waa  needed  at  the  loading  chute.    Grant  walked 
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toward  the  loading  clinte.  and  a  roAr  from  tht  faBhf 
filled  his  pars.  He  saw  little  Ltea  under  a  ear  thw 
bat^k  the  coal  falling  from  the  faiill>-  chuir  on  to  tJbtpt 

Through  the  roar  Urant  heard  a  yelt  aa  frrim  a  a 
terror,  lie  looked  hai<k  uf  him  and  saw  ibe  Prin 
COminK  down  the  grade  aa  if  tihot  fnim  a  miinster  eaii| 

"Th«  boy — ihe  boy—!"  he  heard  the  man  on  til 
ifarick.  He  tried  lo  elamber  over  the  coal  to  the  edg«a 
car,  but  tieforc  he  cotdd  nratth  the  side,  tfac  Priam  cai 
bit  the  loading  ear  a  terrific  blow,  aendinf  it  a  ear  k 
down  the  trnek. 

One  horrible  seream  was  all  they  heanl  frooi  link 
Grant  vrua  at  his  side  in  a  uomeDt  There.  iilQek  loth 
were  two  little  leint  and  an  arm.  Qrant  Monprd.  pMi 
tba  little  body,  pulled  it  loose  from  the  traeki,  aad  M 
it,  runninfT,  to  the  company  hoapita). 

fell  in  the  little,  eoal-Btainecl  Can 


1  (Jrant 
made  white  splutchi 


.  on  the  child '«  cheeks. 


CHAPTER  XLV 

WHICH  UDA  BOWMAN  CONSIDERS  HER  UNIVERSE  AND  TOM 
TAN  DORN   WINS  ANOTHER  VICTORT 

p^OR  a  long  and  weary  night  and  a  day  of  balancing 
M  doubt,  and  another  dull  night,  little  Ben  Bowman 
L  lay  limp  and  crumpled  on  his  cot — a  broken  lump  of 
fey  hardly  more  than  animate.  Lida  Bowman,  his  mother, 
1  that  time  sat  in  the  hall  of  the  hospital  outside  the  door 
his  room.  The  stream  of  sorrow  that  winds  through  a 
lapital  passed  before  her  unheeded.  Her  husband  came, 
t  with  her  silently  for  a  while,  went,  and  came  again,  many 
mes.  But  she  did  not  go.  In  the  morning  of  the  second 
ly  as  she  stood  i)eering  through  the  door  crack  at  the  child 
le  saw  his  little  body  move  in  a  deep  sigh,  and  saw  his  black 
res  open  for  a  second  and  close  as  he  smiled.  Dr.  Ncsbit, 
ho  stood  beside  her,  grasped  her  hand  and  led  her  away. 
**I  think  the  worst  is  over,  Lida,''  he  said,  and  held  her 
uid  as  they  walked  down  the  hall.  He  sat  with  her  in 
le  waiting  room,  into  which  the  earliest  tide  of  visitors 
sd  not  begun  to  flow,  and  promised  her  that  if  the  child 
Mitinued  to  rally  from  the  shock,  she  might  stand  by  his 
ed  at  noon.  Then  for  the  first  time  she  wept.  He  stood  by 
he  window  looking  out  at  the  great  pillars  of  smoke  that  were 
Budging  the  dawn,  at  the  smelter  fumes  that  were  staining 
ke  sky,  at  the  hurrying  crowd  of  men  and  women  and 
kildren  going  into  the  mines,  the  mills,  the  shops,  hurrying 
n  work  with  the  prod  of  fear  ever  in  their  backs — fear  of 
kc  disgrace  of  want,  fear  of  the  shame  of  beggary,  fear  to 
ttr  some  loved  one  ask  for  food  or  warmth  or  shelter  and 
>  have  it  not  When  the  great  motherly  body  had  ceased 
I  paroxysms,  he  went  to  Mrs.  Bowman  and  touched  her 
loulder. 
^'Lida,"  he  said,  ''it  isn't  much — but  I'm  glad  of  one 
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thing.  My  bill  is  on  tbe  statatM  to  ^ire  p«opU  « 
hurt,  as  Ben  was,  their  mouey  from  the  company  i 
going  to  law  and  dividing  with  the  lawyrra.  It  it 
books  good  and  tight;  rpferivd  to  tiie  people  and  «p 
by  theiit  and  ground  i-lciir  through  the  state  snpRU 
aiid  aiijtiaiiied.  It  isn't  much,  Lida — ll«vrn  kno«i 
but  little  iU-n  will  get  his  money  without  hAggUng  an 
money  will  help  to  start  htm  in  life." 

She  turned  a  tear-cwollen  face  to  him.   but 
grief  overeamc  her.     He  stixxl  with  one  wrinkled 
her  broad  shoulder,  and  with  the  other  patted  bcr  i 
hair.     When  she  looked  up  at  biin.  again  )m  aoid  fl« 

"I  know,  Lida.  that  money  isn't  what  yon  ■athmi 
but—" 

"But  we've  got  to  think  of  it,  Doc  Jim — tiurt'a  mm 
eurscs  of  poverty,  but.  ofa.  money! — Ji  won't  fanng 
baek  strung  and  whide — who  leave  as  to  g»  id  wori 
come  baek  all  torn  and  mashed." 

She  Kat  choking  down  the  nobs  that  cane  stufiair  nj 
her  great  busom,  and  weaving  to  and  fro  ju  afatt  ttm^' 
her  tears.    The  Doctor  nt  beside  her  and  look  Jmt 
shapely  hands  nnadomed  except  by  the  this  gold  «l 
ring  that  she  had  worn  in  toil  for  over  thirty  yeaiK 

"I^da,  sometimes  I  think  only  God  and  the  dtietnn 
how  heavy  women's  loads  an,"  said  the  Ooclnr. 

"Ain't  that  so — Doc  Jiml"  she  oried.  "Ain't 
tmtht  I've  had  a  long  tine  to  think  these  two  day 
nights — and  I've  thongbt  Jt  all  owr  and  all  uoL  Ben 
nearly  fifty  and  eight  time*  ynu  and  I  have  foogbt 
with  death  and  brought  life  into  this  world.  I'm  i 
— I  don't  mind  that  I  joyed  at  ttinr  ci^ming,  and  : 
otben  edge  over  at  the  table,  and  Hnoggle  ap  tn  the 
we've  t>een  happy.  Even  the  three  that  arv  dead 
glnd  they  eame;  I'm  thankful  for  'era.  And  Diek  b«1 
an  proud  nf  each  one,  and  cuddled  it,  and  mucbed 

Her  voice  broke  and  she  solibed,  "Oh,  little  I 
Ben,  how  pappy  made  over  his  hair — he  was  bom  will 
^^oa't  ynn  nlnd.  Doc  Jimt" 

"The  Doctor  laogbed  and  looked  into  the  past  m 

~  "i«t  beaded  ttnle  tykt,  and  doot  yan 
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him  Lila's  bal^  things  she'd  saved  for  all  thoie  yearst 


"Tea,  Doc  Jim — don't  It  Ood  knows,  Doc,  she's  been  a 
■Iher  to  the  whole  Valley — when  I  got  up  I  found  I  was 
le  twentieth  woman  up  and  down  the  Valley  she'd  given 
Da's  little  things  to — ^just  to  save  our  pride  when  she 
Mght  we  would  not  take  >m  any  other  way.  Don 't  I  know 
-all  about  it — and  she*s  still  doing  it — Qod  blefB  her,  and 
■e's  been  here  every  morning,  noon  and  night  since — since 
-she  came  with  a  little  beef  tea,  or  some  of  her  own  wine, 
W  a  plate  of  hot  toast  in  her  basket — that  she  made  me  eat. 
iky,  if  it  wasn't  for  her  and  Henry  and  Violet  and  Grant 
-tAat  would  Qod's  poor  in  this  Valley  do  in  trouble — I 
■R  dunno." 

There  came  an  unsteady  minute,  when  the  Doctor  stroked 
Vhand  and  piped,  ''Well,  Lida — ^}'ou  folks  in  the  Valley 
te't  get  half  the  fun  out  of  it  that  the  others  get.  It's  pie 
»tbem." 

The  woman  folded  her  hands  in  her  lap  and  sighed  deeply. 
'Aqc  Jim,"  she  began,  ''eight  times  I've  brought  life  into 
kh  world.  The  three  that  went,  went  because  we  were 
tor — because  we  couldn't  buy  life  for  'em.  They  went  inta 
^  mills  and  the  mines  with  Dick's  muscle.  One  is  at  home, 
Kiting  till  the  wheels  get  hungry  for  her.  Four  I've  ffd 
to  the  mills  that  grind  up  the  meat  we  mothers  make." 
^stared  at  him  wildly  and  cried  '*0  God — God,  Doc  Jim — 
^•t  justice  is  there  in  itt  Tve  been  a  kind  of  brood-mare 
^ring  burden  carriers  for  Dan  Sands,  who  has  sold  my 
ftod  like  cheese  in  his  market.    My  mother  sent  three  boN-s 

the  war  who  never  came  back  and  I*ve  heanl  her  cry 
id  thank  God  He'd  let  her.  But  my  flesh  and  blood— the 
Stla  <»iCB  that  Dick  and  me  have  coddled  and  petted  and 
ilvied — they've  been  fed  into  the  wheels  to  make  profits — 
^iBfits  for  idlers  to  sc|uander — profits  to  lure  women  ta 
'WiiT  and  men  to  death.  That^s  what  I've  been  giving  my 
kij  and  soul  for,  Doc  Jim.  Little  lion  up  there  has  given 
b  togs  and  his  arms— oh,  those  soft  little  arms  and  the  can- 
ing little  legs  I  used  to  kiss — for  what?  I'll  tell  you — 
»'a  given  them  so  that  by  saving  a  day's  work  repairing  a 
IT,  aoiiia  straw  boss  could  make  a  showing  to  a  superinten- 
mt,  and  the  superintendent  could  make  a  record  for  eeom- 
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um}'  to  a  president,  and  a  pre»dent  ooald  intn 
— divideods   to   be   spent   by    idlem.     And 
dniiikurds  who  make  harlots  who  makr  hell — um)  alli 
tie  boy's  arms  and  legs  will  ^  for  is  for  sin  and  d 

The  Doctor  returned  to  tlie  window  and  iibe'cned  bi 
"Oh,  you  know  that's  the  truth — the  Ood's  tmik.  Di 
Where's  toy  Jeant  8he  went  into  the  glMm  :~ 
worked  twelve  hours  a  day  on  a  job  that  would  hai 
pled  ber  for  life  in  unothor  year,  and  then  went  ■ 
that  Austrian  blower — and  when  he  threw  ber  out,  I 
ashamed  to  write — snd  for  a  long  time  u«w  I 're  i 
eity  papers  of  them  women  who  kill  ihemartvoi — be 
find  tihc  was  deud.  And  Mugs — yon  know  what  Scm 
vey'n  made  of  him — " 

She  row  and  walked  to  the  window.  Standing  b« 
she  cried: 

"I  tell  you.  Doc  Jim — I  hate  it."  She  pointed 
l^at  black  millit  and  mine  shafts  and  Ibe  pU«*  i 
and  lumber  and  alieet  iron  that  s1r<-tched  before  hi 
mile.  "I  hate  it,  and  I'm  goinf;  to  hit  it  onc«^  tefor 
Don't  talk  peace  lo  me.  I've  ifoi  a  ni^t  to  hit  it  m 
hard — and  if  my  time  ever  comes — " 

A  vi.'<ili>r  was  sliown  into  the  room,  and  Mn. 
ceased  speaking.  She  was  calm  wb«i  1)te  Uoi.tor  1 
and  at  noon  she  ttUxnl  beside  the  cot,  and  aaw  lill 
amile  at  her.  Then  sbc  went  away  in  team.  As  4h< 
out  of  llie  d'Xtr  of  the  huHpitul  into  the  Mrret,  she  B 
Adams  comint;  in  to  in<iuire  about  Utile  lien. 

"Ue  knows  me  now,"  idic  said.  "I  suppooe  bell  | 
— without  leir* — and  witli  only  one  arm — I've  aera  I 
the  street  aellinfr  peoeibi^-oh.  little  lien  I"  abe  c 
she  turned  on  Orant  in  an^r.  "(Irani  Adaini — go  i 
your  revfilution.  I'nt  for  it — and  the  quicker  the  I 
but  don't  come  around  talking  peace  to  me.  Ua  i 
want  to  light." 

"Fi|[htiii)r,  in  the  Ioqr  run.  will  do  tM>  good,  Mr 
man,"  said  Onuit.     "It  will  hurt  the  cauw. 

"But  it  will  do  lis  frnod."  she  answered. 

"Force  agaioat  force  and  we  loae — tbry  hawa  I 
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"^"WeD,  I'd  rather  feed  my  babies  to  good  merciful  guna 
to  to  wheels,"  she  replied,  and  then  softened  as  she  took 
liand. 

*I  guess  I'm  mad  to-day,  Grant.  Go  on  up.  Maybe 
yll  let  you  look  at  him.  He  smiled  at  me — just  as  he 
i  when  Doctor  Nesbit  showed  him  to  me  the  day  he  was 
■»/• 

kbe  kept  back  her  tears  with  an  effort,  and  added,  **0iily 
»  Doc  tried  to  tell  me  that  babies  don't  smile.  But  I  know 
Ser,  Ben  smiled — just  like  the  one  to-day.'' 
*Well,  Mrs.  Bowman,"  rejoined  Grant,  '* there's  one  com- 
%,  Dr.  Nesbit 's  law  makes  it  possible  for  you  to  get  your 
■ages  without  going  to  law  and  dividing  with  some  lawyer. 
nrever  the  Doctor  and  I  may  differ — we  down  here  in  the 
IMS  and  mills  must  thank  him  for  that." 
'Oh,  Doc  Jim's  dl  right.  Grant,"  answered  Mrs.  Bow- 
■I,  relapsing  into  her  lifetime  silence. 
It  was  nearly  three  months  later  and  spring  was  at  its 
Dp  before  they  discharged  little  Ben  from  the  hospital. 
It  the  last  fortnight  of  his  stay  they  had  let  him  visit  out- 
la  the  hospital  for  a  few  hours  daily.  And  to  the  joy  of 
crowd  in  the  Hot  Dog  saloon,  he  sat  on  the  bar  and 
his  little  heart  out.  They  took  him  down  to  Belgian 
at  nooD,  and  he  sang  the  *' Marseillaise"  to  the  crowd 
gathered  there.  In  the  hospital,  wherever  they  would 
iim«  after  he  had  visited  the  Hot  Dog,  he  sang — sang 
the  big  ward  where  he  sat  by  a  window,  sang  in  the 
idors,  whenever  the  patients  could  hear  him,  and  sang 

1  hymns  in  his  cot  at  bedtime. 

It  was  an  odd  little  bundle,  that  Henry  Fenn  carried  into 

offices  of  the  Wahoo  Valley  Fuel  Company  one  after- 

in  eariy  June,  with  Dick  Bowman  following;  proudly,  as 

made  the  proof  of  the  claim  for  coinpcfisation  for  the 

lent.     The  people  in  the  offices  were  kind  and  tontlorly 

£e  to  the  little  fellow.  IIcnr>'  saw  that  all  the  papers 
properly  made  out,  and  the  clerk  in  the  ofTice  told  Dick 
tf  Henry  to  call  for  the  check  next  day  hut  one — which 
^  pay  day. 

Bo  they  carried  little  Ben  away  and  Mrs.  Bowman — 
lugh  it  was  barely  five  o*clock — began  fixing  Ben  up  for 
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Ae  wedding  of  Jasper  Adams  and  Rath  Uorloti. 
tlie  tirst  public  appearance  as  n  sinffr  IhAt  lillW  ' 
made  in  Ilarvey.  IIls  appearauce  was  du«  Ur^ 
notion  of  Captain  Morton,  supported  and  abetted  ' 
Brotlierton.  So  lillle  Hen  liowinan  wm  ■diik(I 
R  piilm  in  the  choir  loft  and  permitted  to  lia^  "0 
Mc"  during  Die  «'r\-iws, 

"Not,"  explained  the  Captain  to  Mr  Brofberlc 
barn  where  he  was  smoking,  the  aftemonn  before 
mony,  "not  tliat  I  eared  a  whoop  in  Texas  tbim 
though  'y  gfify,  the  boy  uingB  like  a  canary;  but  il 
only  exeuse  I  eonid  find  for  slipping  a  hundred  i 
the  Bowman  family,  without  makitift  Dick  and  lidi 
was  charity — ehV 

The  wcdriiiiK  made  a  dull  evening  for  Orant.  H 
little  Hen  in  his  arms  out  of  the  erowd  at  the  cba 
galhcrint;  tip  the  Itowmanii  and  hts  father,  went  bc 
out  stopping  for  the  reception  or  for  the  dance  oi 
of  the  siibNidiary  attractions  of  (he  ceremony  whie 
and  the  Captain,  eaeh  dclijHitinit  in  lahlmtix  an' 
bad  arranged  for.  Little  lien's  arm  was  cHnyiRit 
neck  as  he  piloted  his  party  to  the  Mn-ct  car,  Th* 
the  Van  Dom  house  and  saw  old  Daniel  Sands  enov 
down  the  walk  from  the  Von  Dnm  home,  betwe 
Wright  and  young  Joe  Calvin.  Daniel  Sands 
be  shuffled  past  Amos  Adams  and  Anos  put  not 
to  catch  Daniel.  He  rt^ained  hix  balance  and  witku 
alnng  who  had  helped  him,  packled: 

"Tom's  a  man  of  hi*  word,  boj-s — when  he  pi 
that  settles  it.  Tom  never  lies.  And  his  sen 
■hriUe<]  in  a  laugh.  Then  the  old  hanker  recuipiii 
Adams  with  Grant  in  the  moonliffht  "Hi,  ol 
chaser,"  be  chirped  feebly,  still  holding  to  Amos 
arm;  "sorry  I  couldn't  gri  to  my  nevry'i  weddini 
went — .Morty's  our  social  man,"  he  laughed  acain. 
had  aome  other  important  matters — botiDea-— vcr 
tant  husinewi." 

The  SamU '  party  waa  moving  toward  the  Saoda*  I 
wfaleb  stood  purring  at  the  curb.  Abab  Wrighl  si 
Jot  Calvin  boosted  the  trembling  old  tnsn  inte  the 
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Wrii^t  slipped  back  and  returned  to  the  wedding  re- 
^n,  from  which  he  had  stolen  away.  Ahab  was  ob- 
[y  embarrassed  at  being  caught  in  the  conference  with 
I  and  Van  l>orn»  but  Daniel  Sands  as  he  climbed  into 
AT,  sinking  cautiously  among  the  cushions  and  being 
led  in  rob^  by  the  chauffeur,  was  garrulous.  He  kept 
ng  at  Amos  Adams  who  stood  by  with  his  son  and  the 
Dans,  waiting  for  the  street  car. 
ost  your  only  sane  son,  Amos,"  he  said.    ''The  fool 

after  you,  and  the  fiddler  after  his  mother — but  Jap 
a  real  Sands — ^he's  like  me." 

laughed  at  his  joke,  and  when  his  breath  came  back  he 


here 'a  Morty — ^he's  like  both  the  fool  and  the  fiddler — 
the  fool  and  the  fiddler — and  not  a  bit  like  me." 
[orty  isn't  Tcry  well,  Daniel,"  said  Amos  Adams,  ig- 
g  all  that  the  old  man  had  said.  ''Don't  you  think, 
d,  you're  letting  that  disease  get  too  deep  a  hold  on 
rf  With  all  your  money,  Dan,  I  think  you'd — " 
nth  all  my  money — with  all  my  money,  Amos,"  cried 
d  man,  shaking  his  hands,  "with  all  my  money — I  can 
stand  and  wait.  Amos — ^he's  a  fool,  I  know — but  he's 
ily  boy  I've  got — the  only  boy.  And  with  all  my  money 
it  good  will  it  do  me?  Anne  won't  have  it — ^and 
r'a  all  I've  got  and  he's  going  before  I  do.  Amos— 
— tell  me,  Amos — what  have  I  done  to  deserve  this  of 
Haven't  I  done  as  I  ortt  Why  is  this  put  on  met" 
It  panting  and  blinking  and  shaking  his  ever-denying, 
d  h^l.  Amos  did  not  reply.  The  chauffeur  was  tak- 
las  aeat  in  the  car.  "Ain*t  I  paid  my  share  in  the 
ht  Ain't  I  give  parks  to  the  cityf  Ain't  I  had  fam- 
rayera  for  fifty  years t  Ain't  I  been  a  praying  mem- 
all  my  life  nearly?  Ain't  I  supported  missionst 
/'  he  panted,  "is  it  put  on  me  to  die  without  a  son  to 
my  name  and  take  care  of  my  property  t  I  made  over 
aillioiia  to  him  the  other  day.  But  why,  Amos,"  the  old 
s  voice  was  broken  and  he  whimpered,  "has  the  Lord 
this  to  Mortyt" 

ioa  did  not  reply,  but  the  big  voice  of  Grant  spoke  very 
f:    ''Uncle  Dan,  Morty 's  got  tuberculosis — ^you  kiMiw 
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that.  Tuberculosis  has  wade  yoo  twmlf  per  cmL 
for  twenty  years — those  hothuUMW  for  ciiiwumptMM 
in  the  Vtilk-y.  But  it's  «>«t  the  pixtr  w-omt  uid  i 
Mony  has  il. "  (J  rant  'a  voic*  rwo  Milrmnly. 
IB  mine  sayctli  the  Lord,  I  will  repay.  You've 
crest,  and  Ihe  Ltird  ha»  taken  his  loll 

old  man  uhuwi-d  his  cnlDrlesH  (ruimi  «■  he 
ragiMR  mouth. 

"You — ytm — eh.  you  blasphcincr ! "     Be  nhnnk  i 
chill  and  Hcrcaine<l,  "But  we've  got  ymj  nnw — will 

The  car  fur  Harvey  came,  ami  the  Adamaes  di 

Atnos  Adams,  silting  on  the  hard  neat  of  tb*  I 
looking  into  the  nioonliKhl,  ODn.sidem]  aen'oufttj  bii 
in-law,  and  his  low  estate.  That  be  had  tu  be  hcj 
h'a  limouKino,  that  he  had  to  Iw  wrapped  op  lif 
that  bis  head  was  paUieil  and  hi«  hands  fliil(eriii| 
Btranfte  and  rathi-r  inexplieable  to  Amo<u  He  eoui 
iel  a  youiiK  man,  fniir  years  his  junior,  barely  mrt 
a  man  who  should  be  in  his  prime.  Amfls  did  not  n 
his  legs  bad  been  kept  mipple  by  elimbtng  no  and 
printer's  stool  hourly  fur  Mfty  years,  and  tbal  hit 
buTcted  the  winds  of  the  world  unprotected  all  tl 
and  had  kept  fit.  Itut  Daniel  Kands's  md  en 
pathetic  to  the  elder  AdamH  and  he  eut  into  ■» 
atream  of  conversation  from  Grant  and  the  Bow 
advertently  with:  "I'oor  Daniel — Iklorty  doomed,  i 
iel  himself  looking  like  the  breaking  up  of  a  hard 
poor  Daniel!  He  doesn't  seem  to  hare  got  thehanc 
in  this  world:  he  can't  seem  to  get  on  some  way.  ] 
for  Daniel,  (irant;  he  niiRht  have  made  quite  a  mfl 
not  been  fooled  by  money," 

Clearly  Amos  waa  meditating  aloud ;  no  one  repli« 
talk  6ovrcd  on.     But  the  old  (nan  looked  tnfo  the 
and  dreamed  drcanui. 

The  next  day  was  Orant'a  day  at  h'ls  earpenler 
and  when  be  eame  to  his  ofHee  with  his  kit  in  hi 
o'eloek  in  the  afternoon,  he  fimnd  Violet  llngan 
with  Iho  lelterv  he  was  In  «igii,  and  with  thi 
aad  sorted.  Aa  he  waa  signing  bit  lettcn  Vj 
the  newa  of  the  dayi 
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ick  Bowman  ran  in  at  noon  and  asked  me  to  see  if  I 
get  Dr.  Nesbit  and  George  Brotherton  and  Henry 
down  here  this  evening  to  talk  over  his  investment  of 
Ben's  money.  The  check  will  come  to-morrow." 
looked  up  from  his  desk,  but  before  he  could  ask  a 
on  Violet  answered:  ''They'll  be  down  at  eight  The 
r  is  that  proud !  And  Mr.  Brotherton  is  cutting  lodge 
Shriners,  themselves — to  come  down." 
was  a  grave  and  solemn  council  that  sat  by  Qrant 
s*s  desk  that  evening  discussing  the  disposal  of  little 
five  thousand.  Excepting  Mr.  Brotherton,  no  one 
had  ever  handled  that  much  money  at  one  time.  For 
h  the  Doctor  was  a  man  of  affairs  the  money  he  han- 
in  politics  came  easy  and  went  easy,  and  the  money 
med  Mrs.  Nesbit  always  had  invested  for  him.  So  he 
ada  Bowman  sat  rather  apart  while  Dick  and  Brother- 
insidered  the  safety  of  bonds  and  mortgages  and  time 
its  and  other  staple  methods  of  investing  the  vast  sum 
was  about  to  be  paid  to  them  for  Ben's  accident, 
also  considered  plans  for  his  education — whether  he 
I  learn  telegraphy  or  should  cultivate  his  voice,  or 
college  or  what  not.  In  this  part  of  the  council  the 
r  took  a  hand.  But  Lida  Bowman  kept  her  wonted 
e.  The  money  could  not  take  the  bitterness  from  her 
though  it  did  relieve  her  despair.  While  they  talked, 
nere  incident  of  the  conversation,  some  one  spoke  of 
5  seen  Joe  Calvin  come  down  to  the  Walioo  Fuel  Com- 
s  offices  that  day  in  his  automobile.  Doctor  Nesbit 
pd  having  seen  Calvin  conferring  with  Tom  Van  Dom 
Daniel  Sands  in  Van  Dom 's  office  that  afternoon.  Then 
Itowman  craning  his  neck  asked  for  the  third  time 
llenry  Fenn  would  show  up;  and  for  the  third  time 
s  explained  that  Henry  had  taken  the  Ilogan  children 
5  Iligb  School  building  in  IIar\'ey  to  behold  the  spec- 
of  Janice  Uogan  graduating  from  the  eighth  grade  into 
lijrh  School.  Then  Dick  explained: 
iTell,  I  just  thought  Henry  would  know  about  this  paper 
to-day  from  the  constable.  It's  a  legal  document,  and 
ibly  has  something  to  do  with  getting  lionny's  money 
nething.    I  couldn't  make  it  out  so  I  thought  I  'd  just  let 


Henry  Sgnn  on  it  and  t4>ll  me  what  to  do."     And 
f«w  minutes  later  Fenn  came  in,  witJi  a  anut  of  dal7 
Ho^ans  wt-ll  doni.-.  Dick  handnl  Fenn  the  paprr  ami 
with  till  \liv  Hssuraiice  of  a  man  who  expect*  the  nmm 
of  an  atHrmative  answer: 

'*\Vcil,  lleury — ulie's  all  right,  ain't  sheT  Jut  aDai 
fonnuiiiy  to  go  throogh,  I  suppiweT" 

IK-nry  Fviin  tuok  th«  dwiumcnt  fram  BownuuiV 
Henry  Htoiid  umler  Uie  clecthc.  reail  it  and  aat  t^iaki 
a  few  wcuiidK,  wilh  widely  furious  eyM. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "they've  placed  their  trump.  bojB. 
Jim — your  Uw'h  been  attacked  in  ttic  federal  ood: 
Tom  Van  Dorn — ilamn  hiin!" 

The  ^mup   barked   a  cotiunon   question   in   nuu, 
Fenn  rt-plinl:     "As  I  niake  it  out.  they  frot  a  N^ 
Rtockholder  of  the  Wahoo  Valley  Fuel  Company  to  aa' 
injunelioii  ajrainKt  payinjr  littlv  Urn  his  moii«y  lu- 
and  the  temporary  iujuuction   has  l>«ea  Braated 
bearing;  set  for  June  16." 

"And  won't  they  pay  ns  without  a  raitt"  aaked  Bi 
'  ■  Why.  I  don 't  see  how  that  can  be — they  've  b«en  pay 
aecideiita  for  a  year  now." 

"Why,  the  law's  through  all  the  oourtal"  queriid 
erton. 

"Thcatatc  coorto — yes,"  answered  Fran,  "but  tktf 
own  the  federal  court  until  they  got  Yom  in." 

Huwman'a  jaw  bt^an  to  tremble.  Hi*  Adam'i 
bobbed  like  a  cork,  and  no  one  spoke.  Finally  Dr. 
apoke  in  his  high-keyed  voice:  "I  preaume  loyal  vtri 
all  they  talk  in  hell!"  and  sat  puadcrins. 

"N  then'  nn  way  to  beat  itt"  aiikrd  Brotbertas. 

"Not  in  thin  court,  Ocorgv,"  replied  Fenn,  "(M 
they  brought  suit  in  tbia  «oart" 

"That  means  a  long  fight — a  big  law  rait. 
Bowman. 

"I'nlrM  they  eompnmiae  or  wear  jvn  out,"  ni§ 
lawyer. 

"And  ran 'I  a  jnry  dpeide!'* 

"No^it's  an  injunction.  It's  ap  tD  the  eoait, 
eourt  ia  Tom  Van  Dora.' '  mid  Fenn. 
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rhcn  Dick  Bowman  spoke:  ''And  there  goes  little  Ben's 
lool  and  a  chance  to  make  something  out  of  what's  left  of 
n.  Why,  it  don't  look  right  when  the  legislature's  passed 
and  the  people's  confirmed  it  and  nine  Lawyers  in  all  the 
le  courts  have  said  it's  law, — for  the  attorney  for  the 
npany  holding  a  job  as  judge  to  turn  over  all  them  forms 
law.    Can  *t  we  do  something  t ' ' 

^Yes,"  spoke  the  big  voice  of  Orant  Adams  for  the  first 
wt  since  Fenn  made  his  announcement,  ''we  can  strike — 
ftt*s  one  thing  we  can  do.  Why,"  he  continued,  full  of 
otioo,  ^'1  could  no  more  hold  those  men  down  there  against 
lirike  when  they  hear  this  than  I  could  fly.  They'll  have 
fight  for  this  right,  gentlemen!" 

**Be  calm  now,  Grant,"  piped  the  Doctor;  *' don't  go  off 
If  cocked" 

Ormnt  8  eyes  flared — his  nose  dilated  and  the  muscles 
[Us  heavy  jaw  worked  and  knotted.  He  answered  in  a 
pdi  voice: 

l*'Ob,  1*11  be  calm  all  right.  Doctor.  I'm  going  down  in 
b  morning  and  plead  for  peace.  But  I  know  my  people, 
ba't  hold  'em." 

l*hofle  in  the  room  stood  for  a  moment  in  daxed  silence; 
to  the  Doctor  and  Brotherton,  realizing  the  imi)ortance  of 
Ptber  discussion  that  night,  soon  withdrew  from  the  room, 
Viiig  Diek  voluble  in  his  grief  and  Lida,  his  wife,  ntony 
i  speeehleas  beside  him.  She  shook  no  sympathizing 
pd^  not  even  Grant's,  as  the  Bowmans  left  for  home.  But 
i  climbed  oat  of  the  chair  and  down  the  stairs  on  tired, 
py  feet 

bi  the  morning  there  was  turmoil  in  the  Valley.  In  the 
im€M  Jared  Thurston,  with  the  fatuous  bliinderinir  which 
Ipraeterizes  all  editors  of  papers  like  his,  printed  the  news 
ft  little  Ben  Bowman  would  be  denied  his  rights,  as  a  glor* 
^  victory  over  the  reformers.  In  an  editorial,  written  in 
Woe  Calvin's  best  style,  the  community  was  congratu* 
Ji  apoo  having  one  judge  at  last  who  would  put  an  end 
me  aocialistie  foolishness  that  had  been  written  by  dema* 

rm  on  the  state  statute  books,  and  hintinsr  rather  broadly 
tba  social  labor  program  adopted  by  the  people  at  the 
t  eleclkm  through  the  direct  vote  would  go  the  way  of  the 
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fool  statute  under  which  the  Bowman  lad  hoped  to  6 
courts  of  liuf  proeesij  of  law. 

In  vain  did  (iraul  Adams  try  to  rally  carpentcts  to 
trocha.  He  pleaded  with  the  meo  to  raise  a  sptaal  \ 
to  lake  little  Bgd's  caae  through  the  federal  eourti;  b 
failed. 

The  Wahoo  Valley  aaw  iu  the  case  of  little  Bea  Hai 
the  drama  of  greed  throttling  poverty,  all  art  forth  tm 
grim  terms  that  no  one  could  question.  The  atoty  ap) 
directly  to  the  passions  of  the  Valley  and  the  VaLlejr'a' 
rotte  in  the  demand  to  resort  to  its  last  weapon  of  d 
The  workers  felt  that  they  must  strike  or  forfeit  their 
respect  And  day  by  day  the  Tima,  gloating  at  the  o 
downfall  in  Van  Doni's  program  of  labor-repnwoD,  I 
oil  on  the  flaming  passions  of  the  Valley,  so  tabor  1 
and  went  white  hot.  The  council  of  ihe  Waboo  ^ 
Trades  Workers  came  together  to  vote  on  the  strike. 
unit  of  seven  was  asked  to  meet  and  vote.  Orant  aati 
oBSce  with  the  executive  committee  a  day  and  a  uiffat  a 
iug  the  slowly  returning  votes.  CJrant  bad  iufluenee  e 
to  make  them  declare  emphatically  for  a  peaceful  I 
l)ut  the  voice  of  the  Valley  was  for  a  strike.  The  apri 
at  its  full.  The  little  garden  plota  were  blooming.  Tij 
felt  confident.  A  conference  of  the  officials  of  tb*  e 
was  called  to  formulate  the  demands.  Onnt  maiiai 
put  off  the  strike  until  the  bearing  on  the  temporary  fa 
tion,  June  16,  was  held.  But  the  men  drew  ap  Ihi 
mands  and  were  ready  for  the  oouri  deeUion  whieh  th 
wuald  be  finally  against  them. 

The  Wahoo  Valley  was  stirred  deeply  by  the  proMi 
of  the  coming  strike.  It  was  proud  of  its  reoord  I 
dnstrial  peace,  and  the  proapect  of  war  in  tba  VaUqf 
turned  all  its  traditions. 

Market  Street  had  its  profonnd  reaction,  too.  1 
Street  and  the  Valley,  each  in  its  own  way,  felt  tin  i 
turmoil  coming,  knew  what  commercial  dnaster  Um  • 
meant,  but  Market  Street  was  timid  and  powerleaa  and 
stricken.  Yet  life  went  on.  In  the  Valley  there  wen 
and  deaths  and  marriagn,  and  on  the  hill  in  HsrvQ 
Baddta  Neabit  was  wurkiog  out  ber  plans  to  i    * 
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ie  Ned>it  homey  while  Lila,  her  granddaughter,  was  flotter- 
■C  about  in  the  seventh  Heaven,  for  she  was  living  under 
ie  same  sky  and  sun  and  stars  that  bent  over  Kenyon,  her 
iver,  home  from  Boston  for  the  Morton-Adams  wedding. 
Ie  might  be  hailed  as  a  passing  ship  once  or  twice  a  day,  if 
he  managed  to  time  her  visits  to  Market  Street  properly,  or 

•  might  be  seen  from  the  east  veranda  of  her  home  at  the 
Kper  hour,  and  there  was  a  throb  of  joy  that  blotted  out 
D  the  rest  of  the  pale  world.  There  was  one  time;  two 
kes  indeed  they  were,  and  a  hope  of  a  third,  when  slipping 
Ittfrom  under  the  shadow  of  her  grandmother's  belligerent 
Ikmes,  Lila  had  known  the  actual  fleeting  touch  of  hands; 
m  actual  feasting  of  eyes  and  the  quick  rapture  of  meeting 
pi  at  a  tryst  And  when  Mrs.  Nesbit  left  for  Minneapolis 
leonsnlt  an  architect,  and  to  be  gone  two  weeks — Harvey 
■d  the  Valley  and  the  strike  slipped  so  far  below  the  skyline 
i  the  two  lovers  that  they  were  scarcely  aware  that  such 
iiigB  were  in  the  universe. 

Keoyon  could  not  see  even  the  grim  cast  of  decision  man- 
fMg  Grant's  face.  Day  by  day,  while  the  votes  assembled 
lieh  ordered  the  strike,  the  deep  abiding  purpose  of  Grant 
lama's  soul  rose  and  stood  ready  to  master  him.  He  and 
t  men  seemed  to  be  coming  to  their  decision  together.    As 

•  TOtes  indicated  by  a  growing  majority  their  determina- 
m,  in  a  score  of  ways  Grant  made  it  evident  to  those  about 
m,  that  for  him  time  had  fruited ;  the  day  was  ready  and  the 
BIT  at  hand  for  his  life  plans  to  unfold.  Those  nearest 
taa  knew  that  the  season  of  debate  for  Grant  Adams  had 
MMd.  He  was  like  one  whose  sails  of  destiny  are  set  and 
BO  loDgs  to  put  out  into  the  deep  and  let  down  his  nets. 

the  passed  the  long  days  impatiently  until  the  hearing  of 
injunction  in  little  Ben's  suit  arrived,  and  every  day 
some  heavier  line  into  his  face  that  recorded  the 
ce  of  the  quenchless  fire  of  purpose  in  his  heart. 
smiling,  affable  man  was  Judge  Thomas  Van  Horn  in  his 
the  morning  of  June  16.     He  had  his  ticket  bought 
and  a  seat  in  the  great  convention  of  his  party  as- 
He  walked  through  the  court  room,  rather  dapperly. 
mt  his  high  silk  hat  on  the  bench  beside  him,  by  way  of 
a  certain  air  of  easy  informality  to  the  proceedings. 


I 
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Bis  red  necktie  brought  out  every  thin  wrinkle  la  ha  tv] 
nrithed  brown  live  und  upun  the  pink  brow  threvlnl  bril 
diain  Ugluniug  of  a  suar.     Tbe  old  musky,  emotiMial  *t 
of  hilt  youth  and  nuturity   had   tliickennl,  uid  fct  Ii 
Iniidly.     He  listened  to  ar^umentH  oT  i 
Calvin,   reprwt* nf i iig  the   Fuel   Company,  ' 
eliH|ueat.     Henry  Fenn  knew  that  his  cue  l 
made  Duch  reply  iw  he  could. 

"Well,"  (>nt  it]  the  (wurl  before  Feuii  was  off  ha  tl 
the  close  of  hi)*  arfrnmenl,  "there's  iiolbiiiB  to  ynar  a 
tion.  The  court  n  familiar  with  those  eased,  cited  byca 
I^ither  the  const itutinii  meaiui  what  it  icaritor  itckuMi't 
court  iH  willing  to  xubMcribe  to  a  fund  tn  pay  this  B» 
child  a  jui>t  coin peuuil ion.  TIiik  i%  a  enw  for  charity  ai 
company  id  al«-»>-s  penerotiB  in  its  benevnlrnoe.  The  S 
ittlH  may  hRvc  the  HiJite  cmirta,  and  the  people  are  c 
crazy — but  thitt  court  will  nphtjid  the  ennittitution.  Hi 
junction  is  mailc  permanent.     The  court  fltanda  adjouri 

The  crowd  of  laborer*  in  the  court  mntn  lauxbK)  ■ 
Judge's  face.  They  followed  (irant  Adanu,  who  wi ' 
bowed  in  thought  walked  alowly  to  the  street  car. 
fellows,"  said  Urant,  "here's  the  end.  Aa  it  atandil 
the  law  coiiHiilerN  alccl  and  iron  in  machinery  i 
tlian  flesh  and  blood.  The  court  would  have  allowed  I 
to  appropriate  money  for  maehinea  without  due  | 
law;  bill  it  enjoinn  them  from  appropriaiini;  buhw* 
fleah  anil  blood."  He  was  talking  to  the  ii te inhere  < 
Valley  Ijabi>r  Conncil  ax  they  xtood  waitiiitr  for  ■  c«r. 
may  as  well  miss  a  car  and  prcaent  our  demanda  to  tli 
viiut.     The  Moner  we  gi't  thut  thing  moving,  ibc  better.' 

Ten  roinuiefi  later  tbe  Conned  walked  into  the  oB 
Calvin  and  Cahin.  There  Kst  JtiM-ph  Calvin,  tbe  dl 
ratty  little  man  Rtill.  with  u  ihin  5tritig>-  neck  and  ■ 
bald  head.  His  small,  luouxy  eyeit  Minkcd  at  the  i 
men.  lie  wax  exceedingly  polite.  He  udmitte<l  tiuil  ki 
attorney  for  the  owners'  asaociation  in  the  Valley.  llH 
eould  if  he  eha«>e  ipeiik  for  Ihem  in  any  negotiatiMB 
might  deHire  to  make  with  their  employeea,  but  that  tl 
Biitboriard  to  my  that  tbe  ownen  were  not  rrady  to  «■( 
or  eraa  to  rveeire  any  eonmanicatJof)  from  the  ara 
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^y  labject— «zoept  as  individual  employeea  might  detire  to 

■ifcr  with  guperinteDdents  or  foremen  in  the  various  minat 

idmilla. 

fio  they  walked  out.    At  labor  headquarters  in  South  Har- 

ly,  Nathan  Perrj  came  sauntering  in. 

*'Well,  boys — let's  have  your  agreement — ^I  think  I  know 

bat  it  ia.    We*re  ready  to  sign." 

In  an  hour  men  were  carrying  out  posters  to  be  distributed 

aroaghQiit  the  Valley,  signed  by  Grant  Adams,  chairman  of 

«  Wahoo  Valley  Trades  Workers'  Council.    It  read: 

STRIKE    STRIKE     STRIKE 

Th9  manaf^rs  of  our  minefi  and  millR  in  the  Wahoo  Valley  have 
Ibscd  to  confer  with  representativen  of  the  workerH  aUmt  an  im* 
■taiit  mattar.  Therefore  we  order  a  general  strike  of  all  workers 
tiM  nineii  and  millH  in  thin  DiHtrict.  Wurkem  liefore  lca%'ing  will 
■  thai  their  machineH  are  (*arefully  oiled,  mvcred*  and  prefwred  to 
■I  without  injury.  For  we  claim  partnernliip  interest  in  them,  and 
■mkl  pmtect  them  and  all  our  property  in  the  minet*  and  milU  in 
rii  Valley.  Durin;;  this  strike,  we  pledge  ournelves. 
To  orderly  conduct. 
To  keep  out  of  the  saloons. 

To  protect  our  property  in  the  mines  and  mills. 
To  1M0  our  influence  to  restrain  all  violence  of  speech  or  conduct. 
WA  «•  make  the  following  demandti: 

nrat.    Thai  prices  of  commodities  turned  out  in  this  district  rhall 
bt  increasea  to  the  public  as  a  rexult  of  concensions  to  us  in  this 
and  to  that  end  we  demand. 

id.     That  we  be  allowed  to  have  a  representative  in  the  ofllces 
■II  concerns  interested,  said  representative  to  have  ai^cens  to  all 
md  accounts,  guaranteeing  to   lalnir  such   ini-reat^i*   in   ws'jch 
•hall  be  evidently  junt,  allowing  H  per  (^nt   dividrndM  on  st4X*k,  the 
nt  of  interest  on  lionds,  and  such  sums  for  upkeep,  maintenanit*, 
repairs  aa  shall  not  include  the  creation  of  a  burplus  or  fund  for 
ttennicjoa. 

Third,  we  demand  thai  the  companies  concerned  shall  oliey  all  laws 
^rtffd  by  the  state  or  nation  to  improve  conditionH  of  indiif«try  until 
i^  lawn  have  been  passed  upon  by  the  supreme  courts  of  tlie  utate 
nt  of  the  United  States 

feSmirtbt  wa  demand  that  all  negotiations  between  the  emnloyrrs  and 
^  workers  arising  out  of  the  demands  shall  In*  ciindiicted  on  U*lialf 
aho  wurhers  by  the  Trades  Workers*  Council  of  the  Wahoo  ValU'V  or 
Mr  scrrfditcd  representatives. 

KhnlM  this  ftrike  we  promise  to  the  public  ri;rhteous  peace:  after 
^  slriao  wa  promise  to  the  managers  of  the  mines  and  mills  el* 
laboTy  and  to  the  workers  always  justice. 

STRIKE    STRIKE     STRIKE 
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At  two  o'clock  that  June  afternooa  the  wUsUo  «(  tti 
entfiiie  iu  the  iitu«lttr  in  Soulh  llarvejr,  tiie  wkktfe  H 
gU^  factory  at  MagiiuH,  ami  ttie  Mireu  in  tlic  ecomtn 
Foley  blew,  and  gradually  the  wbeeh  flopped,  the  HacJ 
were  covt-n-d,  the  Hrcs  drawn,  tlie  eti|;inea  wiped  and  w 
with  oil,  and  the  men  marched  out  oT  all  tb«  nulla  and  i 
and  shops  in  the  dlstriat.  There  wan  no  uproar,  oa  til 
but  in  an  hour  all  the  frardrn  patchn  in  th«  VallcT 
black  with  men.    The  big  strike  of  the  Wahoo  VaUey  *i 


CHAPTER  XL VI 

^^THEBEIN   GRANT  ADAMS   PREACHES   PEACE  AND   UDA  BOWMA: 

SPEAKS  HER  MIND 

A  WAR,  being  an  acute  stage  of  discussion  about  th 
ownership  of  property,  is  a  war  even  though  **th 
lead  striker  calls  it  a  strike,"  and  even  though  he  pre 
poses  to  conduct  the  acute  stage  of  the  discussion  on  big 
moral  grounds.  The  gentleman  who  is  being  relieved  of  whs 
he  considers  at  the  moment  his  property,  has  no  notion  c 
giving  it  up  without  a  struggle,  no  matter  how  courteous! 
he  is  addressed,  nor  upon  what  exalted  grounds  the  di( 
eossion  is  ranging.  It  is  a  world-old  mistake  of  the  Havi 
nets  to  discount  the  value  which  the  Haves  put  upon  thei 
property.  The  Have-nots,  generally  speaking,  hold  the  prop 
erty  under  discussion  in  low  esteem.  They  have  not  had  th 
property  in  question.  They  don't  know  what  a  good  thin 
it  is— except  in  theory.  But  the  Haves  have  had  the  prop 
ttty  and  they  will  fight  for  it,  displaying  a  degree  of  feelin 
that  always  surprises  the  Have-nots,  and  naturally  weaken 
their  regard  for  the  high  motives  and  disinterested  citizei 
diip  of  the  Haves. 

Now  Grant  Adams  in  the  great  strike  in  the  Wahoo  Valle 

^*l  making  the  world-old  mistake.     He  was  relying  upon  th 

'^oral  force  of  his  argument  to  separate  the  Haves  froi 

^©ir  property.    He  had  cared  little  for  the  property.    Th 

P<K>r  never  care  much  for  property — otherwise  they  woul 

^^t  be  poor.     So  Grant  and  his  followers  in  the  Valley — an 

^l  over  the  world  for  that  matter, — (for  they  are  of  the  grei 

^J^lt  who  believe  in  a  more  equitable  distribution  of  property 

^*^^t)ugh  a  restatement  of  the  actual  values  of  various  servant 

?^    society),  went  into  their  demands  for  partnership  righi 

"^^    the  industrial  property  around  them,  in  a  sublime  an 

itiful  but  untenable  faith  that  the  righteouauesa  ot  th^i 
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cause  would  win  it.  The  aflpniooii  wb«n  the  mea 
out  of  the  mines  and  mills  and  shops,  placarch  can 
dead  walls  of  the  Valley  and  Uk-  hirptl  billboorda  in 
setting  fortli  the  claims  of  the  men.  Tliey  bouofatai 
for  twenty  thousand  copiw  of  Amos  Adams  a  Tntmi,: 
diatributed  it  In  every  home  in  the  distrivt,  wtttlf  ' 
their  reasons  for  striking.  Great  posters  were  apnu 
the  town  and  in  the  Valley  declaring  "the  rule  of  lUi 
is  to  be  square,  and  to  be  sqaare  means  that  the  itrikiCB 
do  as  they  would  be  doni>  by.     There  wilt  be  do 

Nuw  it  would  »wm  that  comirw  to  the  diainiMioB  «1 
obviously  high  motives,  and  such  fair  promiMM,  llw 
would  have  been  met  by  similarly  nltnuKtic  bwHwAl 
insteail,  the  next  morning  at  half  past  six,  wbeo  a 
strikers  appeared  bearing  large  white  badpn  tnseribed 
the  words.  ''We  stand  for  peaec  and  law  and  mitt.'' 
when  the  strikers  appeared  liefore  the  entranee  to  the 
houses  and  the  gates  and  doors  of  the  smclten  and  milli. 
be^  men  and  women  nut  to  fill  the  vaeatil  pl»e«ft  at  the 
and  mini'H.  the  white-badged  brigade  was  met  with  fin  h* 
dred  policemen  who  nidely  ordered  the  striken  to  laon 

The  Haves  were  exhibiting  feeling  in  the  matter, 
the  mine£  and  mills  did  not  open;  not  enough  strike-bm 
appeared.  So  that  afternotin,  a  great  procivsion  of  «< 
badgcd  men  and  white-clad  women  and  children,  fckrnrd 
South  Harvey,  and,  headed  by  the  Fulej-  Bran  Itand. 
through  Market  Street  and  for  five  miles  thmugh  the  iti 
of  Harvey  .singing.  I'|)on  u  plntfurm  carried  by  eight  wi 
clad  mothers,  sat  little  Hen  Bowman  nratbed  in  wi 
waving  a  white  tlag  in  his  hand,  and  leading  the  ■») 
Over  the  eJiair  on  which  he  sat  were  tbeae  word*  on  a  | 
banner.  "For  his  legal  rights  and  for  all  saA  m  b 
demand  that  the  law  be  enforced." 

Fur  two  hours  the  prDcesaion  wormed  through  Ha 
The  Ktreefj*  were  crowded  to  watch  it.  It  mode  ita  impfti 
the  town.  The  elder  Calvin  watched  it  with  Maynr  J 
Wright,  in  featal  KJdc  whiskent,  from  the  office  of  TaJti 
Calvin.  Yoang  Joe  Calvin  from  time  to  time  came  ottd  lo 
over  tbeir  ^oii\d«n.  But  he  was  for  the  roost  part  tm  ki 
tngagvd,  milung  out  ctnnmwEamek  \«c  ^c^kKj    '     " 
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i  IMdieemeDy  to  watch  the  parade.  As  the  parade  eame 
headed  for  South  Harvey,  the  ear  of  the  young  man 
lit  a  familiar  tune.  He  watched  Ahab  Wright  and  hit 
r  to  see  if  they  recognized  it.  The  placid  face  of  the 
>r  betrayed  no  more  oonsciousnen  of  the  air  than  did 
Immaeulate  white  necktie.  The  elder  Calvin's  face 
ed  no  ^preciative  wrinkles.  The  band  passed  down 
treet  roaring  the  battle  hymn  of  labor  that  has  become 
miliar  all  over  the  world.  The  great  procession  paused 
rered  in  the  street,  while  Little  Ben  waved  his  flag 
raised  his  clear,  boyish  voice  with  its  clarion  note  and 

aa  the  procession  waved  back.  And  at  the  spectacle 
e  erippleid  child,  waving  his  one  little  arm,  and  lifting 
oice  in  a  lusty  strain,  the  sidewalk  crowd  cheered  and 

who  knew  the  tune  joined. 
(ung  Joe  Calvin  stood  with  his  hands  on  the  shoulders 
le  two  sitting  men.    '^Mr.  Mayor,  do  you  know  that 
I"  said  Young  Joe. 

r.  Mayor,  whose  only  secular  tune  was  "Yankee  Doodle, 
Hsed  his  ignorance.  "Listen  to  the  words,"  suggested 
ig  Joe.  Old  Joe  put  his  baud  to  his  right  ear.  Ahab 
^t  leaned  forward,  and  the  words  of  ^e  old,  old  cry 
le  Reds  of  the  Midi  came  surging  up : 

^o  smisl  to  arms! — y^  brave  I 

The  avengine  sword  unsheathe! 
Msrrh  on!     March  onl  all  hearta  naohred 
On  victory  or  death." 

Iian  Ahab  Wright  caught  the  words  he  was  open  mouthed 
astonishment.  '*Why — why,"  he  cried,  *'that — ^why, 
is  sedition.  They're  advocating  murder!" 
ang  Joe  Calvin's  face  did  not  betray  him,  and  he  nodded 
ming  head.  Old  Joe  looked  the  genuine  consternation 
li  lie  felt 

Ve  esn't  have  this,  Ahab— this  won't  do— a  few  days  of 
ind  wall  have  bloodshed." 

did  not  oocur  to  Ahab  Wright  that  he  had  been  singing 
vardy  Christian  Soldiers, ' '  and  ' '  I  Am  a  Soldier  of  the 
l"  and  "111  Be  Washed  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb," 
C  kia  pious  life,  without  ever  meaning  anything  partieo- 
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larly  san^inary.  He  heard  the  war  fumg  at  Ittt  mv 
and  being  a  literal  and  peih-hcaded  man,  prrpandu 
the  tiuf^  with  all  the  ardnr  thai  bad  burned  in  Jofe 
lander's  heart  for  fifty  ycani, 

"I  tell  you,  Mr.  Mayur,  we  need  the  troop*.  Tbc 
agrees  with  roe — now  you  hear  that,"  said  youDK  Jof- 
you  wait  until  some  one  is  killed  ur  worae,  until  a  i 
flooded,  before  sending  for  them!" 

"You  know,  Ahab,"  put  in  old  Joe,  "the 
on  the  phone  this  morning,  not  to  let  thia 
from  you." 

The  crowd  was  joining  the  singing.     The 
spiring  words  of  the  lalHir  chant  had  caught  the 
aidewalk,  and  a  great  diapason  was  rising: 


L 


"Uear  that — hear  that,  Ahab  I  "cried  old  Joe.  "Wl 
decent  people  up  town  her«  are  going  ersty — thcj' 
singing  it — and  Uiat  little  devil  is  waving  a  red  tUf  wi 
white  one!" 

Ahab  Wright  looked  and  was  ag^tasL  ' '  Doim  't  thtf 
rebellion — anarchy — and  bloodsfaedT"  be  gmsped. 

"It    means    social  ism, ' '    quoth    youog    Joe, 
"which  is  the  same  thing." 

"Well,  well!  my  I  my!     De«r  me,"  fretted  , 
mustn't  let  this  go  on." 

"Shall  I  get  the  Qovemor  on  the  phone — yxm  h 
have  the  Sheriff  *s  order  here — jtut  waiting  (or  yM 
him!"  MJtkiHl  young  Joe. 

The  Haves  were  moving  the  realm  of  the  diseoHiai 
their  properly  from  pure  reason  to  the  baser  esMlil 

"Ixmk.  look!"  cried  the  Mayor.  "Onuit  Adamci 
in^  on  that  platform — and  those  womeo  have  to  bold 
— It's  afasroeful.     Listen!" 

"I  want  to  SB^  to  my  old  neighbom  and  friend 
Harvey."  cried  Orant.  "that  in  this  Ntrike  we  thaU  t 
all  our  might,  with  all  our  bearts'  beat  endeAvotm,  to' 
others  as  we  would  have  them  do  unto  na.  Oar 
the  Bines  and  milb  in  this  Valley,  we  shall 
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■ULi  idly  as  our  partners  on  Wall  Street  would  protect  it 

^  is  our  property — ^we  are  the  legatees  of  the  laborers  who 

Wive  piled  it  up.    You  men  of  Harvey  know  that  these  mines 

'^^jepi^esent  little  new  capital.    They  were  dug  with  the  profits 

:MOin  the  first  few  shafts.    The  smelters  rose  from  the  profits 

^^f    the  first  smelters  in  the  district.    Where  capital   has 

vuilded  with  fresh  investment — we  make  no  specific  claim, 

*^^t  where  capital  has  builded  here  in  this  district  from  profits 

^^«ide  in  the  district — profits  made  by  reason  of  cheating  the 

^^ppled  and  the  killed,  profits  made  by  long  deadly  hours 

'^   labor,  profits  made  by  cooking  men's  lungs  on  the  slag 

imp,  profits  made  by  choking  men  to  death,  unrequited,  in 

^^ment  dust,  profits  sweated  out  of  the  men  at  the  glass 

^ttrnaces — where  capital  has  appropriated  unjustly,  we  ex- 

^ct  to  appropriate  justly.    We  shall  take  nothing  that  we 

not  own.    This  is  the  beginning  of  the  rise  of  the  Democ- 

of  Labor — the  dawn  of  the  new  day."    He  waved  his 

and  his  steel  claw  and  chanted : 


"March  on! — March  on! — aU  hearts  .resolYed,'* 

And  in  a  wave  of  song  the  response  came 

"To  victory  or  death." 

Grant  Adams  flaunted  his  black  slouch  hat ;  then  he  sprang 

»m  the  platform,  and  hurried  to  the  front  of  the  proceflsion. 
^The  band  struck  up  a  lively  tune  and  the  long  trail  of  white- 
^lad  women  and  white-badged  men  became  animate. 

"Well,  Ahab  -you  heard  thatt  That  is  rebellion,"  said 
<dd  Joe,  squinting  his  mole-like  eyes.  ''What  are  you  going 
to  do  about  that — as  the  chief  priest  of  law  and  order  in 
this  community  t" 

Five  minutes  later  Ahab  Wright,  greatly  impressed  with 
the  dignity  of  his  position,  and  with  the  fact  that  he  was  talk- 
ing to  so  superior  a  person  as  a  governor,  was  saying : 

**Ye8,  your  excellency — yes,  I  wanted  to  tell  you  of  our 
eanditions  here  in  the  Valley.  It's  serious — rjuite  serious.'' 
To  the  Governor's  question  the  Mayor  replied: 

"No — no — not  yet,  but  we  want  to  prevent  it.  This  man 
Adams — Grant  Adams,  you've  heard  alKiut  him — 


»» 


And  then  an  instant  later  be  Aoattnued,  ' 
the  man,  Uoveriior— i>r.   Neabil  a  frieuj.     Well,  i 
AdamH  has  no  ri'spn:!  fur  authority,  oar  for  propettxl 
and  he's  siirring  up  the  people."  \ 

Young  Jw.'  Calvin  winked  at  his  fatiier  and  aaid  dad 
pause,  ] 

"That's  the  atutr — the  old  man's  eomiD|r  aeroM  j 
top." 

Abab  went  on :  "  Kxactly — *  false  and  HtdHiod 
trines.'  and  I  'm  afraid,  Gori-rnor,  thai  it  will  bo  wimI 
ns  Dome  iroopB."  J 

The  Calvins  cxchanfred  approvinff  noda,  and  yooa 
havinjc  the  enthuaiiuun  of  youth  in  his  bhiod,  beat  Ui^ 
joyous  approval  of  the  trend  of  eTents.  ] 

"Oh,  I  don't  know  m  to  that,"  coaUnut<d  Ahafa,  ■ 
ing  the  tjovernor.  "We  have  about  four  thnuvnd  ) 
perhaps  a  few  more  out.  Yon  know  how  many  ntMi 
bantlle  tlii-m."  j 

"Tell  him  we'll  quarter  them  in  the  various  pluti,  J 
out  in  old  Jot-,  and  Ahab  nodded  as  he  listened.  I 

"Well,  don't  wait  for  the  tenia,"  he  aaid.  "Oorj 
will  quarter  the  men  in  the  building  in  the  crnten  af  ■ 
turbance.  Our  merehantK  ean  Kupply  yonr  quarletl 
with  everything.  We  have  about  a  thousand  poUccoH 
deputy  aheriir* — "  | 

While  the  Mayor  wna  listening  to  the  IJovemor.  I 
senior  said  to  bis  son,  "Probably  we'd  better  punek  ■ 
with  that  proniiso  about  the  pmvo  mandial,"  and  ysM 
Interrupted ;  1 

"And,  Mr  Mayor,  don't  for^l  to  remind  fain  otlM 
ise  he  made  to  Tom  Van  Dom,— about  toe."  J 

Ahab  ncHlded  and  listens)  "Wait."  I»e  mid,  potfl 
hand  over  the  toJepbono  receiver,  and  added  in  a  M 
To  thnae  in  the  mom:  "He  was  just  talking  sboul  iM 
thinks  )»e  will  not  proelaim  mnrtisl  law  until  there  M 
violenee — which  he  feels  will  follow  the  coming  of  tlMij^ 
when  the  men  nee  he  is  detennined.  lie  said  then  I 
rxpfn>ted  Captain  Calvin  of  the  Ilnrvry  Cojnpany  | 
eharye,  and  the  Oovrnior  will  s|)eak  to  the  ottvj 
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it."    Ahab  paaaed  a  moment  for  further  orden. 
"  eaid  the  elder  CalTin,  ''I  believe  that's  alL" 
11  there  be  anything  ebe  to-day,  Joet"  asked  Ahab, 
Biously  assuming  his  counter  manner  to  young  Joe 

who  replied  without  a  smile : 

11 — ^no— not  to-day,  thank  you,"  and  Ahab  went  bade 
(lovemor  and  ended  the  parley. 
Tim0$  the  next  morning  with  flaring  headlines  an- 
d  that  the  Governor  had  decided  to  send  troops  to 
Jioo  Valley  to  protect  the  property  in  the  mines  and 
or  the  rightful  owners  and  to  prevent  any  further 
ary  speaking  and  rioting  such  as  had  disgraced  Mar- 
eet  the  day  before.  In  an  editorial  the  Governor  was 
I  to  proclaim  martial  law,  as  only  the  strictest  repres- 
iild  prevent  the  rise  of  anarchy  and  open  rebellion  to 
horities. 

troops  came  on  the  early  morning  trains,  and  filed  into 
da  occupied  by  the  workmen  before  the  strike.  The 
militiamen  immediately  began  pervading  South  Ear- 
ley  and  Magnus,  and  when  the  strikers  lined  up  before 
es  and  doors  of  their  former  working  places  at  seven 

that  morning  they  met  a  brown  line  of  youths— devil- 
re  young  fellows  out  for  a  laric,  who  liked  to  prod  the 
m  with  their  bayonets  and  who  laughingly  ordered  the 
I  to  stop  trying  to  keep  the  strike-breakers  from  go- 
fork.  The  strikers  were  bound  by  their  pledges  to  the 
Council  not  to  touch  the  strike-breakers  under  any  cir- 
Dces.  The  strikers — white-badged  and  earnest-faced 
»  their  campaign  by  lining  up  five  on  each  side  of  a 
r  path  through  which  the  strike-breakers  would  have 

to  their  work,  and  crying: 

Ip  us,  and  well  help  you.  Don't  scab  on  us — keep 
the  works,  and  we'll  see  that  you  are  provided  for. 
»— don't  turn  your  backs  on  3rour  fellow  workers." 
'  would  stretch  out  their  arms  in  mute  appeal  when 
failed,  and  they  brought  dozens  of  strike-breakers 
rom  their  work.  And  on  the  second  morning  of  the 
lot  a  wheel  turned  in  the  district 
nomiiig  Grant  Adams  moved  among  the  men.    He 
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was  a  marked  fif^re — with  his  steel  claw — wid  b«  mM 
that  he  waH  ri'(cardeil  l>y  ihe  mililiamMi  w  an  Ofn-    Afiaf 
militiaman  hail  hurt  a  biiy  in  Mb^dub — priekMl  tun  wtt 
Ifg  and  cut  an  artery,     (iraiit  tnnl  to  m«  the  OekMlri 
the  company  to  protest.     Hut  the  noldier  had  been  ti 
officer  with  his  story,  and  tirant  was  told  that  thttaf  A 
tflckfl  the  mililiaman — whirh.  oonaiderinff  that  tbeliviB 
a  child  in  his  early  te4>ns  and  the  man  was  armed  and  ia" 
twenties,  was  unlikely.     Rut  Orant  «aw   that  hia  pnH 
would  not  avail.     lie  iaaued  a  statement,  pivr  il  to  tW  | 
oorreapoiidents  who  i-ame  flockintr  in  with  the  troofi^ 
sent  it  to  the  Governor,  who  naturally  tranaferm)  it  bat 
the  militiamen. 

In  the  afternoon  the  parade  started  again — the  wooM 
children  in  white,  and  the  men  in  white  coata  and  wbitti 
in|r  caps.  It  formed  on  a  common  between  Ilanff 
South  Harvey,  and  instead  of  ptinf^  into  Tlarrtr  M 
down  into  the  Valley  where  it  marched  silently  uwnJ 
quiet  mills  and  abafta  and  to  the  few  tenementa  wtol 
ntrikchn-nkent  were  Iwlsed.  A  number  of  tbem  ■mi 
tini;  at  the  windows  and  on  the  steps  and  when  thmi 
saw  the  men  in  the  tenements,  they  raised  their  arms  in  i 
appeal,  but  spoke  no  word.  Down  the  Valley  the  ft 
ainn  hurried  and  in  every  town  repeated  this  perforM 
The  troops  bail  irarhered  in  Harvey  and  were  wailiaf. 
it  was  not  until  after  three  o'clock  that  they  «lart«d  i 
the  striken.  A  troop  of  cavalry  overtook  the  eoloM 
Foley,  and  rode  through  the  line  a  few  limes,  bat  a» 
apoke.  nn<)  the  i-avslrymea  rode  along  the  line  but  did  ail 
to  break  it.  So  the  third  day  pawed  without  a  An'' 
furnace  in  the  district. 

That  night  Orant  Adams  addmwd  Ibe  striker*  la  fk 

Hall  in  S<inth  Man-ey.  in  Fraternity  Hall  in  MxtrniMM 

a  common  in  Foley.     The  burden  of  hts  memaire  was 

"Stick — slick  to  the  strike  and  to  our  method      It  w 

rale  the  fact  that  we  have  the  brailio  to  oi . 

force,  to  maintain  nun«elvr«  flnaneialty.  tn  f^ 

liefore  our  fellow  workers  so  clearly  thai  they  wff 

can  win.  we  can  enter  into  the  partnenhip  ia 

at  b  oura  by  right.    The  Oemoeraey  of  l.abar 
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iBoency  of  Peace— only  in  peace,  only  by  using  the  higher 
■  of  peace  under  great  provocation  may  we  e^ablish  that 
mocracy  and  come  into  our  own.  Stick — stick — stick  to 
and  stick  to  the  ways  of  peace.  Let  them  rally 
Colonels  and  their  tin  soldiers — and  we  shall  not  fear 
Tor  we  are  gathered  about  the  Prince  of  Peace." 
Ilie  workmen  always  rose  to  this  appeal  and  in  Foley  where 
I  Letts  had  worked  in  the  slag-dump,  one  of  them,  who 
I  not  quite  understand  the  association  of  words  implied 
the  term  the  Prince  of  Peace,  cried : 
"Hurrah  for  Grant,  he  is  the  Prince  of  Peace,"  and  the 
Dd  natured  crowd  laughed  and  cheered  the  man*8  mistake. 
But  the  Times  the  next  morning  contained  this  head : 

"Sbame  on  Qnot  Adams,  Trying  to  Inflame  Ignorant  ForeignerB. 
ckrct  be  U  the  Prince  of  Peace  and  gets  Applauie  from  his  Excited 
Dupe»— WiU  he  CUim  to  be  MeMiah!" 

It  was  a  good  story — from  a  purely  sensational  viewpoint, 
id  it  was  telegraphed  over  the  country,  that  Grant  Adams, 
e  labor  leader,  was  claiming  to  be  a  messiah  and  was 
Hying  foreigners  to  him  by  supernatural  powers.  The 
BRei  contained  a  vicious  editorial  clEdling  on  all  good  citizens 
*Ump  out  the  blasphemous  cult  that  Adams  was  propa- 
Ung.  The  editorial  said  that  the  authorities  should  not 
^  such  a  man  to  speak  on  the  streets  maintained  by  tax- 
rers,  and  that  with  the  traitorous  promises  of  ownership 
the  mines  and  mills  backing  up  such  a  campaign,  rebellion 
Uld  soon  be  stalking  the  street  and  bloodshed  such  as  had 
been  aeen  in  America  for  a  generation  would  follow.  The 
des  which  the  Times  called  Grant  Adams  indicated  so 
ch  malice,  that  Grant  felt  encouraged,  and  believed  he 
I  the  strike  won,  if  he  could  keep  down  violence.  So 
unph  flambeaued  itself  on  his  face.  For  two  peaceful 
m  had  passed.  And  peace  was  his  signal  of  victory. 
lot  during  the  night  a  trainload  of  strike-breakers  came 
m  Chicago.  They  were  quartered  in  the  railroad  yards, 
I  Grant  ordered  a  thousand  pickets  out  to  meet  the  men 
iajbreak.  Grant  called  out  the  groups  of  seven  and  each 
fing  house,  tenement  and  car  on  the  railroad  siding  was 
eeled  out  to  a  group.    Moreover,  Grant  threw  his  army 
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into  action  by  orderioR  twenty  gnapa  into  £ 
through  whii'h  the  »t rikvbmkini;  smdtrr  aun 
After  the  pickcu  had  Hi>okeji  to  the  Btrtke-breakm 
door  yurdK.  Lining  thi-  park  paths,  men  Miood  in  thi 
morning  l)egging  working  men  not  to  go  into  tlw  p\*m 
vaoaiit  by  Ihc  strike.  In  addition  to  tliia,  he  ptrf 
gri.iii|)H  of  Htrikers  to  stand  near  the  gates  ud  doofl 
working  places,  begging  the  atritDe-breaken  to  jm 
atrikt-rs. 

Grant  Adams,  in  bia  nfti(w,  wa»  th«  motiw  paw 
Btriko.  Ity  telephone  his  power  wm  tranaferml  alJ  « 
district.  Violet  Hogan  and  Henry  Fcnn  wrn  wili 
Two  telephones  b^an  buzzing  as  Uie  firat  striken  ««i 
Sands  I'ark.  Feiui,  sitting  by  fSrant,  picked  up  \k 
transmitter;  Violet  took  the  other.  She  took  tb«  a 
in  Nhorthand.  Fenn  Iran&luted  a  running  jargon  h 
breaths. 

"I'oliee  down  in  Foley — C'lubbing  the  LettlL— Na 
shed. — They  are  ninning  back  to  their  ganleea." 

"Tell  the  French  to  take  their  plaeea,"  hU  0 
"There  are  four  French  aevens — tell  him  to  itc  Iki 
ri^ht  away — hut  not  to  %ht  the  cop*.    Militia  Uw 

"No,"  answered  Fenn.  "they  are  smardinf  tbo  an 
and  thia  happened  in  the  atreeta  uear  the  lod^HnC 

"Mr  Adamn,"  miid  Violet,  readinic,  "there'a  ■ 
of  a  row  in  Sanda  Park.     The  cavnlry  la  there  and  In  I 
aaya  to  tell  you  to  elear  out  the  Park  or  there  will  be  tn 

"Get  the  bays  on  the  phone,  Viotct.  and  tcU  then 
leave  the  Park,  then,  and  go  lo  the  shaft  houaea  is  Hi) 
but  to  march  in  silenee — nndentandt" 

Fenn  pi<-ke<l  up  the  Iranmiiitl'T  airain.  "What'a 
what'n  that — "  he  cried.  Then  be  mumbled  on,  "B 
the  enpfl  have  aa  handles  and  that  down  by  the  aandta 
are  whaekinif  our  people  rirbt  and  left — Three  in  ao 
lancet— The  Slava  won't  take  itT  Cop  badly  hurtV" 
Fenn, 

(irant  Adama  eroaoed,  and  pnt  hia  head  in  kia  hM 
leaned  on  the  dnk.  He  roM  up  mddenly  with  •  1 
face  and  wid:    "I'm  goioK  down  there — 1  enn  atop  i| 

B*  balled  from  the  room  and  rattled  down  the  wtM 
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ftinte  he  eame  ranning  up.  '^Violet — '*  he  called  to  the 
nun  who  was  bu^  at  the  telephone — ^'^shut  that  man  off 
9  order  a  ear  for  me  quick — they've  stolen  my  crank  and 
»  eferj  one  of  my  tires.  For  God's  sake  be  quick — ^I  must 
:  down  to  those  Slavs." 

h  a  moment  Violet  had  shut  off  her  interviewer,  and  was 
Qinf  the  South  Harvey  Garage.  Henry  Fenn,  buqr  with 
iplMme,  looked  up  with  a  drawn  face  and  cried : 
**Grant — the  Cossacks — ^the  Cossacks  are  riding  down 
Die  little  Italians  in  Sands  Park — chasing  them  like  dogs 
DB  the  paths — they  say  the  cavalry  is  using  whips!" 
Qrant  stood  with  bowed  head  and  arched  shoulders  listen- 
V.  The  muscles  of  his  jaw  contracted,  and  he  snapped 
s  teeth. 

"Any  one  hurtt"  he  asked.  Fenn,  with  the  receiver  to 
•  ear  went  on,  ^'The  Dagoes  are  not  fighting  back — the 
nralrymen  are  shotting  in  the  air,  but — the  lines  are 
isken — the  scabs  are  marching  to  the  mines  through  a  line 
'  soldiers — we've  stopped  about  a  third  from  the  cars— 
Qr  are  forming  at  the  upper  end  of  the  Park— our  men, 
iy-" 

'6ood-by,"  shouted  Grants  as  he  heard  a  motor  car  wiiirr- 
r  in  the  distance. 

himing  out  of  the  street  he  saw  a  line  of  soldiers  block- 
:  his  way.  He  had  the  driver  turn,  and  at  the  next  comer 
ind  himself  blocked  in.  Once  more  he  tried,  and  again 
ind  himself  fenced  in.  He  jumped  from  the  car,  and  ran, 
id  down,  toward  the  line  of  young  fellows  in  khaki  block- 
( the  street  As  he  came  up  to  them  he  straightened  up, 
d,  striking  with  his  hook  a  terrific  blow,  the  bayonet  that 
nld  have  stopped  him.  Grant  caught  the  youth  *s  coat  in  the 
isl  olaw,  whirled  him  about  and  was  gone  in  a  second. 
He  ran  through  alleys  and  across  commons  until  he  caught 
Mraet  car  for  the  smelters.  Here  he  heard  the  roar  of  the 
It  He  saw  the  new  ax-handles  of  the  policemen  beating 
t  m,  and  oeeasionally  thudding  on  a  man 's  back  or  head, 
le  Slavs  were  crying  and  throwing  clods  and  stones. 
ssBt  nm  up  and  bellowed  in  his  great  voice: 
'^Quit  it — ^break  away — ^there,  you  men.  Let  the  cops 
me.    Do  you  want  to  lose  this  strike  t" 
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A  policeman  pat  hia  hand  on  Qnnt'«  fjtffuHw  t* 
him.     Ur&iit  briuhed  liiiii  aside. 

"Break  away  tli<:;ri',  boys,"  he  called.  The  Skm 
standing  Hlaritig  at  him.  Several  bloodjr  faes  toMi 
the  efTeclivetiess  of  the  ax-baudles. 

"Stand  back — stand  back.  Gel  to  your  liaai,"  be 
glaring  et  them.  Tbey  fell  under  bis  apcll  cad  I 
When  they  were  quiet  be  walked  over  to  then,  «■ 
gently : 

"It's  all  right,  boys — grin  and  bear  it.  Well  wim 
couldn't  help  it — I  couldn't  either."  He  aniUed. 
— ^try  next  time."  The  slrike-brcakcn  w«re  buddla 
of  the  policemen. 

"Men,"  he  shouted  to  the  strike-breakers  oirer 
of  the  policemen,  "thift  xlnke  is  yoiirx  aa  wdl  a>  oaa 
have  money  to  keep  you,  if  you  wiJI  join  aa.  Cofoe  wil 
coinradtM — Ob,  comrades,  xtand  with  ua  in  this  figlitl 
there  and  they'll  eoslax'e  you — they'll  butcher  yoa  ■ 
you  and  olTer  you  a  lawKuit  for  your  hitxid.  We  ol 
justice,  if  we  win.  Comp,  come,"  he  eried,  "fellow  i 
^-comrad«,  help  us  to  have  peace." 

The  policemen  formetl  a  line  into  the  door  of  tk 
bouse.  The  strike- breakers  hesitated.  Grant  i  . , 
the  line  of  policemen,  put  up  bi«  urm  and  hia  mainm 
lifted  his  rough,  broken  face  skyward  and  eried,  " 
O,  God,  pour  Thy  peace  into  their  hearta  that  tbey 
mercy  on  Iheir  comradea." 

A  silence  felt,  the  strike-breakeni  began  to  pam  t 
the  police  lines  to  join  tJie  ntrikcra.  At  Nrxt  only  c 
time,  then  two.  And  tlien,  the  line  broke  and  S 
around  the  policemen.  A  great  cheer  went  np  fi 
aireet,  and  Unuit  Adama's  face  twitched  and  hia  cy 
with  tears.     Then  he  hurried  away. 

It  was  eight  n'clm-k  and  the  pieketiDf  for  tb«  i 
done,  when  Grant  reachetl  hia  office. 

"Well,"  aai<l  Fenn,  who  had  Violet's  iMlas  bafcl 
"it'a  nonsiderably  b<-lter  than  a  dog  fall.  They  ha 
amelter  at  work.  Two  ahaftx  are  working  with  aboat 
of  a  force,  and  we  feel  they  are  bluffing.     Tho  ^m 
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naeoi  are  eold.  The  cement  mills  are  dead.  They  beat 
the  ItaliaDB  pretty  badly  over  in  the  Park.'' 
!1ie  Times  issued  a  noon  extra  to  tell  of  the  incident  in 
Dt  of  the  smelter,  and  expatiated  upon  the  Messianic 
th.  A  tirade  against  Grant  Adams  in  black-faced  type 
ee  eolumns  wide  occupied  the  center  of  the  first  page 
the  extra,  and  in  Harvey  people  began  to  believe  thai 
iraa  the  *'Mad  Mullah''  that  the  Times  said  he  was. 
Then  Dr.  Nesbit  drove  his  electric  home  that  noon,  he 
nd  his  daughter  waiting  for  him.  She  stood  on  the  front 
eh,  with  a  small  valise  beside  her.  She  was  dressed  in 
ite  and  her  youthful  skin,  fresh  lips,  glowing  eyes  and 
{htened  color  made  her  seem  younger  than  the  woman  of 
ky  that  she  was.  Her  father  saw  in  her  face  the  burning 
rpoae  to  serve  which  had  come  to  indicate  her  moments 
decision.  The  Doctor  had  grown  used  to  that  look  of 
ision  and  he  knew  that  it  was  in  some  way  related  to 
ith  Harvey  and  the  strike.  For  during  her  years  of 
rk  in  the  Valley,  its  interests  had  grown  to  dominate  her 
t  But  the  Valley  and  its  interests  had  unfolded  her  soul 
its  widest  reach,  to  its  profoundest  depths.  And  in  her 
hires  were  blazoned,  at  times,  all  the  love  and  joy  and 
ftgth  that  her  life  had  gathered.  These  were  the  times 
in  she  wore  what  her  father  called  ''the  Valley  look." 
I  had  ''the  Valley  look*'  in  her  face  that  day  when  she 
n1  waiting  for  her  father  with  the  valise  beside  her — a 
Qtifnl  woman. 

Father — ^now  don't  stop  me,  dear.  I'm  going  to  Grant. 
Jber  will  be  home  in  a  few  days.  I*ve  told  Lila  to  stay 
i  Martha  Morton  when  you  are  not  here.  It*s  always 
ire  and  tranquil  up  here,  you  know.  But  I  'm  going  down 
he  Valley.  I'm  going  to  the  strike." 
Going  to  the  strike?"  repeated  her  father. 
Yes,"  she  answered,  turning  her  earnest  eyes  upon  him 
the  spoke.  "It*s  the  first  duty  I  have  on  earth — to  be 
t  my  people  in  this  crisis.  All  these  years  they  have 
oe  me  up;  have  renewed  my  faith;  they  have  given  me 
rage.  Now  is  my  turn,  father.  Where  they  go,  I  go 
I."    She  smiled  gently  and  added,  '^Tm  going  to  Grant." 
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Sha  took  her  father's  baods.  "Father— Oh,  mf 
friend — you  uuderetimd  tue— Orant  and  mr  1  rtw*! 
Every  man  in  the  cmis  of  hid  life  nceda  a  wm 
beta  reading  about  Uract  In  the  papen.  I  oan 
really  has  happeQed.  Bat  he  dotsn'c  uadenrtand 
they  say  happens,  for  the  next  few  daya  or  w(>eka  or  ■ 
while  thie  strike  is  on.  is  of  vaeti>-  more  importaoae  th« 
really  happens.  Ue  laeks  perspective  on  IuebmU.  A 1 
il  ahe  ia  a  worthy  friend — givca  that  to  a  nan.  I'm  ■ 
Qrant — to  my  good  frirntl,  father,  and  atand  arilk 
elofle,  and  very  true,  1  hope!" 

Troablo  moved  over   the   OoeUir't  (aea  in  a  i 
don't  know  ab<mt  Grant,  Laura,"  be  aaid.     "All  tUtl 
and  Prince  of  Peace  lomfimlery — and — " 

"Why,  you  know  it  never  happened,  don't  yod,  1 
Ton  know  Grant  in  not  a  foot — uor  raadl" 

"Oh,  I  suppoM!  NO,  Laura — but  he  approxiaiats  I 
timea,"  piped  the  father  raupiDgly. 

"Father — listtn  hero — listen  to  me,  dear.  I  know  (] 
I'vo  known  him  always.  This  is  what  ta  the  aii 
Grant.  ]  don't  think  one  act  in  all  hia  life  waa  t 
ael&ih  or  an  ulterior  motive.  He  has  spent  hia  life  I 
for  oilierfi.  He  has  given  himself  without  Irt  or  kit 
for  his  ideahi — he  gave  up  power  and  personal  Klor;— 
this  enuxe  of  la)>or.  lie  has  been  maimed  and  broken  1 
has  failed  for  it ;  and  now  yon  bm  what  clonds  are  _ 
above  him — and  1  must  go  to  him.     1  must  be  witkh 

"Rut  fur  what  irt>od,  Laura t"  asked  her  Caikef 
tienlly. 

"For  my  own  soul's  goo«i  and  glor)-.  dear."  mbe  aj 
solemnly.  "To  live  my  faith:  to  stand  by  the  peof 
whom  I  have  cast  my  lut ;  to  abare  ibe  great  jny  that 
is  in  Tirant's  heart — Ihe  joy  of  serving;  lo  trtowpii 
failure  if  it  cornea  lo  that ! — to  be  happy — wtlh  ail 
know  him  no  matter  what  elianoa  and  cireumslanee  tt 
hin.    Oh— father— " 

Kbe  looked  up  with  brimming  eye*  and  clasped  kg 
tightly  while  »ik  erierl :  "I  tnuift  go — Oh,  bkia  ■ 
go^"     And  Ibe  father  kimnl  her  forehead. 

An  boar  later,  while  <trant  Adama,  in  hia  o 
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for  the  afternoon  parade  a  wbite-clad  figure  bright^ 
Id  the  doorway, 
^^ell.  Grants  I  have  come  to  Berve/^  she  smiled,  ''under 

Be  tamed  and  rose  and  took  her  hands  in  his  one  flinty 

Nl  and  said  quietly:    ''We  need  you — we  need  you  badly 

kt  tUB  minute. " 

tola  anawered,  * '  Very  well,  then — I  'm  ready !  *  * 

^Well,  go  out  and  woric — ^talk  peace,  don*t  let  them  fight, 

hd  the  line  calm  and  we  '11  win, ' '  he  said. 

She  started  away  and  he  cried  after  her,  "Come  to  Belgian 

ill  to-night — we  may  need  you  there.    The  strike  oom- 

ttee  and  the  leader  of  each  seven  will  be  there.    It  will  be 

rar  council.*' 

Dat  to  the  works  went  Laura  Van  Dom.    Mounted  police- 

■I  or  mounted  deputies  or  mounted  militiamen  stood  at 

Brjr  gate.    As  the  strike-breakers  came  out  they  were  siir- 

iiided  by  the  officers  of  the  law,  who  marched  away  with 

i  atrangers.    The  strikers  followed,  calling  upon   their 

workers,  stretching  out  pleading  arms  to  them  and  at 
where  the  strikers  were  gatheml  in  any  considerable 
the  guards  rode  into  the  crowd  waving  their  whips. 
k  a  comer  near  the  Park  a  woman  stepped  from  the  crowd 
II  eried  to  the  officers : 

^That^s  my  boy  in  there — I  've  got  a  right  to  talk  to  him/* 
Pha  started  to  crowd  between  the  horses,  and  the  policemen 
tast  her  back. 

^Karl — ^Karl/'  she  cried,  "you  come  out  of  there;  what 
WM  papa  say — and  you  a  scab. ' ' 

lifted  her  arms  beseechingly  and  started  toward  the 
A  polieeman  cursed  her  and  felled  her  with  a  clnb. 

lay  bleeding  on  the  street,  and  the  strikers  stood  by 

gvound  their  teeth.     Laura  Van  Dom  stooped  over  the 

picked  her  up  and  helped  her  to  walk  home.    But 

tamed  away  she  saw  five  men  walk  out  of  the  ranks 
the  strike-breakers  and  join  the  men  on  the  comer.    A 
fter  went  up,  and  two  more  came. 

Bbigian  Hall  was  filled  with  workers  that  night — men 
a  waoieii.  In  front  of  the  stage  at  a  long  table  sat  the 
ika  ffflMJHim     Before  them  sat  the  delegates  from  the 
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variooB  "locala"  and  the  leadtrs  of  th« 
men  and  women  tilled  the  hsil — mm  ut 
quarter  of  the  globe.  That  night  tbry  I 
the  Jews  from  the  3Iagiiu»i  paint  wortot^th* 
BtisKians  w;omed,  and  the  Ivctlixh  peupli*  i)i<itnulHl. 
all  nt  the  delegaten  in  a  solid  mw  around  Itae  wall  n 
police,  watching  Cirant  Adams.  He  did  not  sit  v 
strike  eommitteit  hnl  workeil  his  way  Ihmuitfa  the 
talking  to  a  group  here  and  encouraging  a  man  or 
thi-re — hut  alwayo  r>fsi less,  a]wa>-»  resring  trtiuble- 
ainc  o'clock  when  the  meeting  opened  by  Hiofiim  '" 
temalional  "  It  wan  hung  in  twvniy  tnniniai,  bat  tW 
swelled  ap  and  loeu  and  women  wept  as  tbejr 


Then  the  delegates  reported.  A  (Inek  mmao  told 
had  l>een  chased  hy  nii-n  nu  h»i-M-tMck  Ihroufrit  tb*  « 
the  Park.  A  Polaok  man  showed  a  torn  hand  t 
come  under  an  ax-hnndle.  A  Frrnehman  told  bow 
been  punned  by  a  homeman  while  ipiinir  for  n 
sick  child.  A  I'lirhigueKc  told  how  h«  bad  breu^u  t 
rankn  of  the  Ktrike-breakera  a  big  fellow  > 
knew  in  New  Jersey.  The  fiermana  reported  ttul 
one  of  their  men  in  the  Valley  waa  oat  and  worklin 
garden.  Over  and  over  young  girU  told  of  innilta  ll 
rveeived.  A  mania  of  brutality  neemei)  to  haw 
through  the  ofRcera  uf  the  law.  A  Scotch  miner's  d 
ahowed  a  tear  in  her  drwsa  made  by  a  aoldirr'a 

"  'In  fun,'  he  tuiid,  but  I  could  we  na  juke.' 

In  all  the  Hpeechea  tbere  waa  a  spirit  of  c 
fellowship,  of  love.     "We  are  one  blood   i 
miner  cried,  in  broken  English,  "we  are  all  Am 
Amerit-a  will  be  a  hrotherliood — a  brotherhood  i 
mucracy  of  Labor,  under  the  Prince  of  Peace," 
ihout  aroHo  and  the  cn>wd  called : 

"Oranl — Grant — Brother  Orant." 

Bnt  hfl  atood  by  the  talile  and  afanok  kia  head, 
giri  picket  and  •  woman — one  a  Welsh  |^ri,  tha  other 
mioer'a  mulher— had  told  how  they  were  aet  up 
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by  the  soldiers,  up  rose  a  pale,  trembling  woman  from 
g  the  Hungarians,  her  brown,  blotched  face  and  her 
If  bodly  made  the  men  look  down  or  away.  She  spoke  in 
fioken,  uncertain  English. 

*'We  haf  send  to  picket  our  men  and  yet  our  boys,  and 
beat  them  down.  We  haf  our  girls  send,  and  they  come 
crying.  But  I  say  to  Qod  this  evening — Oh,  is  there 
Mhing  for  me^for  me  carrying  child,  and  He  whisper  yais 
-^hese  soldiers,  he  haf  wife,  he  haf  mother."  She  paused 
■d  shook  with  fear  and  shame.  ''Then  I  say  to  you — 
■II  home  your  man — ^your  girl  so  young,  and  we  go— we 
mmen  with  child — ^we  with  big  bellies,  filled  with  unborn 
^we  go — O,  my  God,  He  say  we  go,  and  this  soldier — he 
Ml  wife,  he  haf  mother — he  will  see; — we — we — they  will 
M  strike  us  down.  Send  us,  oh,  Grant,  Prince  of  Peace,  to 
ie  picket  line  next  morning." 

f.  Her  voice  broke  and  she  sat  down  covering  her  head  with 
lir  skirt  and  weeping  in  excitement. 

I  "Let  me  go,"  cri^  a  clear  voice,  as  a  brown-eyed  Welsh 
Itaan  rose.  "I  know  ten  others  that  will  go." 
r''I  also,"  cried  a  German  woman.  ''Let  us  organixe  to- 
%bt.  We  can  have  two  hundred  child-bearing  women!" 
"Yes,  men,"  spoke  up  a  trim-looking  young  wife  from 
^iMig  the  glassworkers,  "we  of  old  have  been  sscred — let 
>  we  if  capital  holds  us  sacred  now — before  property." 
Cirant  leaned  over  to  Laura  and  asked,  "Would  it  dof 
Ooldn*t  they  shame  us  for  itt" 

TThe  eyes  of  Laura  Van  I>om  were  filled  with  tears.    They 
frre  streaming  down  her  face. 

*'Oh,  yes,"  she  cried,  '*no  deeper  symbol  of  peace  is  in 
9  earth  than  the  child-bearing  woman.  I^et  her  go." 
<2rant  Adams  rose  and  addremed  the  chair:  "Mr.  Chair- 
mn — I  move  that  all  men  and  all  women  except  thone  chofien 
r  these  who  have  just  spoken,  be  asked  to  keep  out  of  the 
Uk  to-morrow  morning,  that  all  the  world  may  know  how 
bcred  we  hold  this  cause  and  with  what  weapons  of  peace 
m  would  win  it." 

So  it  was  ordered,  and  the  crowd  sang  the  International 
Ijmn  again,  and  then  the  Marseillaise,  and  went  home 
teaming  high  dreams. 


» 
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As  Orant  and  Laura  walked  from  the  ball,  the  Um.  I 
the  meeting,  ufter  tbe  women  liud  finkhcd  watrirn  m 
list  uf  pickets,  the  streets  wert  anpty  and  Uiqr  ■ 
rather  failed  to  meet,  Mrs.  Dick  Bowtnan,  with  Map 
wba  crossed  tbe  street  obviouit);  to  avoid  Grant  aad  h 
paiiion. 

Grunt  and  Laura,  wulkiiif;  bnakljr  along  and 
next  dny'ti  work,  paused  the  tunellem  where  tbe 
on  iwtilry  duty.  They  passed  the  shaft  huaaes  where  1 
militiamen  were  bunked  and  ipiarded  by  seatiiwlL 
pastwd  the  habilimcnta  of  war  in  a  score  of  peaeefnl 

"Cimnt,"  cried  Laura,  "1  n>«1ly  think  nam  well 
that  the  strike  of  peace  will  prove  all  that  you  be* 
for." 

"but  if  we  fail,"  be  replied,  "it  prove*  imthli  _ 
perhaps  Ihat  it  waA  worth  to'ini;,  and  will  b«  worth 
and  ti^iup  aitd  tryini^^Dtil  it  winx!" 

It  was  half  past  twelve.     Grant  Adams,  it 
the  Vanderbilt  Jiuuae,  talking  with  Ilenry  Fran, 
"Well,   Ik-nry,  one  week  of  this — one  week  uf  pa 
the  Lriumpb  of  peace  will  be — " 

A  terrific  explosion  shut  his  mooth.  Acrom  tbe 
saw  a  red  irlan;  a  few  hundred  feel  away.  An  inati 
it  was  dark  again.  lie  ran  toward  tbe  plaee  where  I 
had  wiuked  out.  As  ho  turned  a  comer,  he  saw 
there  should  have  been  shaft  house  No.  7  of  tb«  Wabi 
Company's  mines,  and  b<!  knew  that  it  had  been  da 
In  it  were  a  dnzen  aleeping  wildiers  of  ibe  Httrvef 
Company,  and  it  flashed  through  bis  tniitd  that  Uda  I 
at  ia«t  bad  spoken. 


CHAPTER  XLVII 

VTHICH  GRANT  ADAMS  AND  LAURA  VAN  DORN  TAKE  A  WAIX 
POWN  MARKET  STREET  AND  MRS.  NSSDIT  ACQUIRES  A 
LONG    LOST    QRAND60N-IN-LAW 


RANT  ADAMS  and  Henry  Fenn  were  among  the  firat 
to  arrive  at  the  scene  of  Uie  explosion.  Henry  Fenn 
had  tried  to  stop  Grant  from  going  so  quickly,  think- 
:  his  presence  at  the  scene  would  raise  a  question  of  his 
lt«  but  he  cried : 

'They  may  need  me,  Henry — come  on — what*s  a  quibble 
milt  when  a  life*s  to  save? '' 

RTben  they  came  to  the  pile  of  debris,  they  saw  Dick 
jprmaii  coming  up— barefooted,  coatless  and  breathless. 
■nt  and  Fenn  had  run  less  than  fifteen  hundred  feet — Dick 
•d  a  mile  from  the  shaft  house.  Orant  Adams's  mind 
suspicion  toward  the  Bowmans.  He  went  to  Dick 
the  wreckage  and  said : 
Oh,  Dick — I'm  sorry  you  didn't  get  here  sooner." 
'So  am  I— so  am  I,"  cried  Dick,  craning  his  long  neck 

ly. 

la  Mugsf ''  asked  Grant,  as  the  two  worked  with 
over  a  body — the  body  of  handsome  Fred  KoUander 
near  the  edge  of  the  litter. 
**ne's  home  in  bed  and  asleep — and  so's  his  mother,  too, 
lut,  sound  asleep. ' ' 

Ihiring  the  first  minutes  after  the  explosion,  men  near  by 
k  Grant  and  Fenn  came  running  to  the  scene  of  the 
JKked  shaft  by  the  scores,  and  as  Grant  and  Dick  Bowman 
ile  the  streets  grew  black  with  men,  workmen,  policemen, 
(iiers,  citizens,  men  by  the  hundreds  came  hurr3ring  up. 
la  great  siren  whistles  of  the  water  and  light  plants  began 
wJow ;  fire  bells  and  church  bells  up  in  Harvey  began  to 
Bp  and  Grant  knew  that  the  telephone  was  alarming  the 
*&•    Te&  aiinutes  after  the  explosion,  while  Grant  was 
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ordering  bia  men  io  the  crowd  to  oi^nUe  for  Oc 
militia  colonel  appeared,  threw  n  cordon  of  men  i 
ruins  aiid  the  police  and  soldiers  took  cb«r|tc,  forcit 
and  his  men  awuy.  The  tirNt  few  momenta  after  be  f 
thruHt  out  of  the  relief  work.  Grant  spent  «endiag 
ill  the  crowd  to  summon  the  members  of  tbe  Coum 
he  turned  and  hurried  to  his  affi<-e  in  the  Vanderbil 
For  an  hour  he  wrote.  Henry  Fcnn  came,  and  tatj 
Van  Uorn  appeared,  but  he  waved  tbeni  both  to  i 
without  telling  them  what  he  bad  writtm  be 
them  to  the  hull  where  the  Valley  Council  was  vail 
turmoil  of  excitement.  It  was  after  two  o'clock 
Harvey  was  a  military  eomp.  Thousands  of  eiti 
Harvey  were  hurrying  about.  As  he  pa*iK«d  aloDf  tX 
the  electric  liiihta  showed  him  liltic  gmupa  about 
atricken  parent  or  brother  or  aister  of  a  miarinff 
Automobiles  were  roaring  through  the  strecta 
eera,  i>oliceiiien,  prominent  citizcm  of  Hanrejr.  Ahat 
and  Joe  Calvin  and  Kyle  Perry  were  in  a  car  ■ 
Kollaniler  who  had  come  down  to  South  Harvej  to 
body  of  his  son,  Fred.  Orant  saw  the  SanrK'a  car  w 
in  it  Mupporting  a  stricken  soldier.  The  car  was  hahi 
comer  by  the  prem  of  traffic,  and  as  Hrant  and  Li 
Henry  pawed,  Morty  siiid  under  the  din:  "fJiant 
be  careful — they  are  turning  Hniven  and  earth  to 
hind  in  this;  it  will  be  only  a  matter  nf  Haya — ina; 
houn>,  nnlil  Ihi-y  will  have  their  witncMses  hired  V^ 

Grant  nodded.  The  ear  moved  on  and  Hrant 
friends  prctned  through  the  throng  to  the  ball  w 
Valley  Couueil  was  waiting.  Ther«  Grant  stood  I 
what  he  bad  written.     It  ran  thus: 

"For  the  death  by  dynamite  of  the  milttlaa 
perished  at  midnight  in  Rhaft  No.  7  of  the  Wahoo  F^ 
pany'a  minea,  I  take  full  rexpormibility.  1  haTa  w 
leadenthip  in  a  strike  whieh  eauaed  theae  deaths.  I 
wbil  of  my  aliarc  in  this  outrage.  Tet  I  prearhed  on! 
I  pleaded  for  onlerly  ecmduet.  I  appealed  to  the  i 
take  their  own  not  by  force  of  anna  but  by  the  tr 
force  of  moral  right.  That  ten  tboosand  workgia 
this  appeal,  I  an  nendlngljr  proud.    That  on 
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the  ten  thousand  was  not  oonvineed  of  the  jostioe  of  our 

and  the  ultimate  triumph  by  the  force  of  ric^teouaneia 

aorry  beyond  worda.    1  call  upon  my  comradea  to  wit- 

what  a  blow  to  our  cause  thia  murder  has  been  and  to 

firm  in  the  faith  that  the  strike  must  win  by  waya  of 

whoever  did  this  deed  was  not  entirely  to  blame — 
it  may  cripple  his  fellow-workers.    A  child  mangled 

mines  denied  his  le^  damages ;  men  clubbed  for  tell- 
of  their  wrongs  to  their  fellow-laborers  who  were  asked 

their  places;  women  on  the  picket  line,  herded  like 

t through  the  park  by  Cossacks  whipping  the  fleeing  crea- 
[  mereileasly ;  these  things  inflamed  the  mind  of  the  man 
•et  off  the  bomb;  these  things  had  their  ahare  in  the 


?Biit  I  knew  what  strikes  were.    I  know  indeed  what 

atill  are  and  what  this  strike  may  be.    I  sorrow  with 

families  whose  boys  perished  by  the  bomb  in  shaft  houae 

7.    I  grieve  with  the  families  of  those  who  have  been 

and  broken  in  this  strike.    But  by  all  this  innocent 

ilood  shed  by  the  working  people — blood  shed  by 

who  ignorantly  misunderstand  us,  I  now  b^  you,  my 

lea,  to  atand  Arm  in  this  strike.    Let  not  this  blood  be 

in  vain.    It  may  be  indeed  that  the  men  of  the  master 

here  have  not  descended  as  deeply  as  we  may  expect 

to  descend.    They  may  feel  that  more  blood  must  be 

before  they  let  us  come  into  our  own.     But  if  blood 

again,  we  must  bleed,  but  let  it  not  be  upon  our 

'Again,  even  in  this  breakdown  of  our  high  hopes  for  a 

without  violence,  I  lift  my  voice  in  faith,  I  hail  the 

ig  victory,  I  proclaim  that  the  day  of  the  Democracy 

ibor  is  at  hand,  and  it  shall  come  in  peace  and  good 

toaU." 

ten  he  had  finished  reading  his  statement,  he  sat  down 
the  Valley  Council  began  to  discuss  it.    Many  objected 
St;  others  wished  to  have  it  modified;  still  others  agreed 
it  should  be  published  as  he  had  read  it.     In  the  end, 
his  way.    But  in  the  hubbub  of  the  discussion,  Laura 
fen  Dom,  sitting  near  him,  asked : 


I 

I 

i 
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"QntDt,  why  do  you  take  all  this  on  jour  ibuld 
ui  not  fair,  and  it  is  not  trae — for  that  matter." 

Ue  answered  tinally:  "Well,  that's  what  I  pt 
do." 

He  was  haggard  and  careworn  and  be  stared  st  th 
beside  hlni  with  detenuiDalioo  in  hU  eyes.  Bat  tl 
not  give  up.  Again  she  infiisted :  "The  people  are 
— terribly  inflamed  and  m  the  momiog  they  will 
mood  for  this.  It  may  put  yoa  la  jail — put  70a  « 
are  powerless." 

Up  turned  upon  her  the  stubborn,  emotional  taem 
rarely  bad  st-en  but  had  always  dreaded.     He  aan 

"If  aiiythiui;  were  to  be  gained  for  the  oounHl* 
ing — I  'd  wait . ' '  Then  his  jaws  clotted  in  dectsioo  ■ 
"Laura,  that  deed  was  done  tn  blind  rage  by  ooe 
ririied  his  life  to  nave  mine.  Then  he  acted  ik 
but  ill  the  light  of  a  radiance  from  the  Holy  Gb 
heart!  If  I  van  help  him  now — can  e\'cn  abare  I 
with  him — I  should  do  it.  And  in  thic  case — I  thli 
help  the  cause  to  make  a  fair  confeauon  of  our  wral 

"But,  Grant,"  cried  the  womaii.  "Oratit — ean't 
that  the  murder  of  thcM  boy» — th«e  Harvey  boya. 
whoM  mothera  and  fathers  aud  sweethearts  and  yoa 
and  children  are  going  about  the  Htreets  so  bouriy  1 
■gainst  yon  and  our  fellow-workcn  bere-^wiU  am 
spirit  that  is  dangeimuT" 

"Yes — I  Boe  that.  But  if  anything  can  qoeU 
spirit,  frank,  open-hearted  eoofcaiion  wUt  do  i 
brushed  aside  her  further  protcsta  and  in  anothei 
was  OD  his  fL-et  dr-fendini;;  bis  statement  to  tbt  Valll 
eil.     Ten  minutes  later  the  reporters  bad  it. 

At  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  postcn  covered  Sostth 
and  the  whole  district  proclaiming  martial  law.     T~ 
signed   by  Jowph  t'alcio,  Jr.,   pravoKt   marshal,  t 
doiied  the  right  of  anembly,  except  upon  written 
the  proToat  mamlial,  declared  that  ineendiary 


be  stopped,  forbade  parade*  exoept  under  the  pro* 
Aal's  inspection,  and  said  that  offeoden  would  be 
eaurt*iaartial  for  all  disobediences  to  the  orders  of  I 
lamation.    The  prDcIamation  was  onderaoottd  ia 
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vments  that  no  meeting  of  any  kind  might  be  held  in 
I  district  or  on  any  lot  or  in  any  building  except  upon 
ittcn  conaent  of  the  owner  of  the  lot  or  building  and  with 
I  perminon  of  the  provost  marshal.  Belgian  Hall  was  a 
ball,  and  the  Wahoo  Fuel  Company  controlled  most  of 
■mailable  town  lots,  leaving  only  the  farms  of  the  woric- 
tfaat  were  planted  thick  with  garden^  for  even  the  moat 
meeting, 
at  ten  o'clock  Grant  Adams  had  signed  a  counter 
Mamation  declaring  that  the  proclamation  of  martial  law 
'A  time  of  peace  was  an  usurpation  of  the  constitutional 

feof  American  citizens,  and  that  thoy  must  refuse  to 
xe  any  authority  that  abridged  the  right  of  free  as- 
lUage,  a  free  press,  free  speech  and  a  trial  by  jury. 
Adams  sent  the  workers  an  invitation  to  meet  in  the 
bdow  his  house.  Grant  called  a  meeting  for  half-past 
ive  at  the  Adams  homestead.  It  was  a  direct  challenge. 
Eke  noon  extra  edition  of  the  Times,  under  the  caption, 
ke  Governor  Is  Bight,"  contained  this  illuminating  edi- 
Ml: 


dgad  dyiuunit€d  to  death  by  Qrant  Adams;  icTeii  mMi 
Hover  of  the  youth  of  Harvey ;  iteven  men  dead  for  no  crime 
I  —ling  tiMr  eomitry,  and  Grant  Adams  looee.  poiMAing  the 
)§m  «f  hia  dupes,  nrating  about  peace  in  public  and  plotting  cowardly 
fmitamUam  in  lurivaie.  Of  c«Niree,  the  Governor  was  right.  Every 
dl  dtisflft  of  this  country  will  commend  him  for  prompt  and  vigor- 
wtioa.  la  lees  than  an  hour  after  the  bomb  had  sent  the  seven 
•f  the  Hafrey  Home  Guards  to  eternity,  the  Governor  had  pro- 
■artiml  law  in  this  district,  and  from  now  on.  no  more  ia- 
laiyiage,  no  more  damnable  riots,  miscalled  parades  wiU 
property,  and  no  more  criminal  acts  done  under  the  cover  of  the 
ijsieai  will  disgrace  this  community  under  the  leadership  of  this 


Us  msBifcato  pullnglT  taking  the  blame  for  a  crime  last  night 
his  that  mere  denial  would  add  blood  to  the  crime  itself, 
■^  \m  extenuation  that  'women  were  herded  before  the  Coa- 
niM  deer  in  the  park,'  while  they  were  picket in^^.     But  he  does 
7  AmU  in  Iha  shamefnl  cowardice  so  characteristic  of  his  leader- 
la  this  labor  war,  he  fomd,  by  his  own  motion,  women  unfit  to 
la  miblie,  much  less  to  fight  his  battlea,  under  the  hoofs  of  the 
te  aaada  Park  this  morning,  and  if  the  Greek  woman^  who 
dragooned  should  die,  the  fault,  the  crime  of  ber  deatii 
raaaMtancea,  will  ba  upon  Grant  Adaais^  haada. 
a  loader  followed  by  blind  sealots  like  the  riff-raff  who 


I 
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tn  InMBttlf  tnillng  after  thi«  Mad  MglUi  who  eUk««  4i*ti 
^^lAve  the  mark — wlipn  «ucfa  IrsdM*  and  atKh  biiBiBa  *>«■>■ 
rise  in  a  cumniunitj',  tho  pm>ple  who  own  pnpartjr,  «bo  hai 
the  rommunitj,  wh«  have  «penl  thair  Nti**  makLag  Hwiy 

fndustrial  center  that  ahc  ii — the  people  who " " "~ 

The  C 


ahotild  organiie  to  protect  it.  The  OaTwaor  HH^^ittll 
wailike  Htale  exigtH  Uie  tlulit  of  anarchlata  wfaa  twa  U  M 
uid  order,  Ihe  right  of  aoMrmhlin);.  and  frrh  Ui4  UW 
ha*  iwt  ■  good  example.  We  hear  fri>m  good  antbortty  tk«C  t 
anarrhlit*  am  to  lie  nided  l>v  another  auociatim  •?*■  mm 
than  he  and  hln,  and  tlut  Greeley  count;  will  bt  llwrfa4  hf 
itiugit  and  plU|;-iiKli«a  who  will  (III  utir  (ailt  aitd  )•*  tW 
heavjr  tasea  upon  our  people  pretendlnf  to  defead  t£*  righ 

"A  law  and  order  league  afaould  tw  orgaAtaed  aiani^  tb 
nan  ol  Ilarvrr  to  rid  the  couotj  of  thew  rata  br««dli^  aoa 
and  II  rouragenuii  heart*  are  n«Ml«il,  and  ektraordiBarv  natl 
iftry — kII   honoil  people  will    uphold    the   patriota  wko   r«l 


At  twelve  o'clock  crowds  of  working  people  begmn 
into  Adams's  grove.  Five  hundred  honemen  w 
up  at  the  Kale  Around  a  tpmporuT^wakfr'K 
of  policemen  was  formed.  Th©  crowd  Stood  waitiiig; 
Adaniit  did  not  appear.  The  crowd  (trrw  rratlea; 
to  fear  that  he  had  been  arrrsled,  that  there  bad  b 
miahap.  I«aura  Van  Dorn.  Henaing  the  uncrrtaint^ 
oouragement  of  the  crowd,  decided  to  try  to  faoli 
a«emcd  to  her  as  she  watched  the  tinraainaaa 
to  impatience  in  the  men  and  women  about  her, 
of  much  importance — tremendous  importvice  is 
hold  these  pi^ople  to  their  faith,  not  Mpeciallj  i 
thongh  to  her  that  seemed  necessar?,  ton,  bat  at  t 
hold  tbrir  faith  firm  in  themadrea,  in  their  own  ; 
better  themwlvea,  to  rise  of  their  own  endeavon, 
upon  thcmaelvml  So  *he  walked  (luiekljr  to  thst 
before  the  Rtepn  leading  to  the  stand  and  aaid  mat 

"Pardon  me,"  and  stopped  behind  bim  and  VI 
•tand  before  he  realiE4<d  that  he  bad  be«o  fooM.  H< 
elad  lifrure  upon  thi-  platfonn  attracted  a  tbooaand 
second,  and  in  a  mninmt  she  was  speaking: 

"I  am  ber«  to  defend  our  ancient  Hfbta  of  nectitii 
ing,  and  trial  by  jury."    A  policeman  sUrled  for  h 
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ifled  and  waved  him  back  with  such  a  dignity  of  mien 
■t  her  veiy  manner  stopped  him. 

When  he  hesitated,  knowing  that  she  was  a  pefson  of  conse- 
nee  in  Harvey,  she  went  on:  "No  cause  can  thrive  until 
.naintains  anew  its  right  to  speech,  to  assemble  and  to 
pve  its  day  in  court  before  a  jur>'.  Every  cause  must  tight 
ii  world-old  fight — and  then  if  it  is  a  just  cause,  when  it 
pi  won  those  ancient  rights — which  are  not  rights  at  all  but 
il  merely  ancient  battle  grounds  on  which  every  cause  must 

K,  then  any  cause  may  stand  a  chance  to  win.  I  think  we 
Id  make  it  clear  now  that  as  free-bom  Americans,  no 
MhaB  a  right  to  stop  us  from  meeting  and  speaking:  no  one 
i  a  right  to  deny  us  jury  trials.  I  believe  the  time  has 
te  when  we  should  ignore  rather  definitely — **  she  paused, 
d  turned  to  the  policeman  standing  beside  her,  "we  should 
lore  rather  finally  this  proclamation  of  the  provost  marshal 
1  should  insist  rather  firmly  that  he  shall  try  to  enforce  it.*' 
k  pcilicenian  stopped  suddenly  and  menacingly  toward 
r.  She  did  not  flinch.  The  dignity  of  five  generations  of 
irtly  Satterthwaites  rose  in  her  as  she  gaxed  at  the  clumsy 
cer.  She  saw  Grant  Adams  coming  up  at  a  side  entrance 
the  grove.  The  policeman  stopped.  She  desiretl  to  divert 
r  policeman  and  the  cn>wd  from  (irant  Adams.  The  crowd 
lering  at  the  quick  halt  of  the  policeman,  angered  him. 
lain  he  stepped  toward  her.  Ilis  face  was  reddening. 
m  Satterthwaite  dignity  mounted,  but  the  Nesbit  mind 
iidcd  her,  and  she  said  coldly:  ''All  right,  sir,  but  you 
0t  club  me.  1*11  not  give  up  my  rifrlits  liere  so  easily.** 
Thiee  officers  made  a  nish  for  her.  grabbed  her  by  the 
Mi^  and,  struggling,  she  went  ofT  the  platform,  but  she 
It  Ormnt  Adams  standing  upon  it  and  a  cheering  crowd 
■r  the  ruse. 

**I*m  here,"  he  boomed  out  in  his  great  voice.  ** because 
li  woods  were  man's  first  temples*  and  we*l!  hold  th(>ni  for 
ptaaered  right  to-day.*'  Tin*  police  wore  waiting  for  liim 
Vat  bis  toe  across  the  line  of  defiance.  '*  We*11  transgn*ss 
6  order  of  little  Joe  Calvin's — why,  he  mi^ht  as  well  post 
tieapafli  notice  against  snowslides  as  against  this  forward 
Ving  cause  of  labor."     Ills  voice  rose,  "Tm  here  to  tell 


I 
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you  that  ander  your  rights  as  cituteoB  of  thii  Kvpobiie. 
under  ymir  ri^'hU  iu  the  coming  Demoeney  of  I^bnr,  I 
you  tear  up  these  martial  law  procUinatuBis  In  kiodk 
in  your  etovei." 

lie  glared  at  the  policemen  and  held  op  his  hsod  1* 
them  as  Ihcy  I'uaie.  "Lixten,"  he  crird.  "I'm  gning  I* 
you  belter  evidence  than  that  ai^ainst  me:.  I,  ■•  tfae 
of  this  strike — tuko  this  down,  Mr.  StenograplMr.  I 
l'\]  say  it  slowly;  I,  its  the  leader  of  tbt«  movcH 
the  Ik-mocrHcy  of  Labor,  as  the  preacher  prwbinf  I 
of  i^ood  will  and  comradcxhip  all  orrr  (ho  Mrlli,  bi 
my  feilow-workem,  meet  to  preach  Christ's  workint 
gOJtpel  wherever  you  can  hire  a  hall  or  rent  a  Ut, 
ra<1e  your  ouo  Htreeta,  and  to  bare  your  beada  to  elnlB 
your  hreasts  to  bullets  if  need  be  to  r«ftor«  in  ifaH  dtMrii 
right  of  trial  by  jury  in  limca  of  peace.  Aod  now." 
crowd  ruariHl  irs  appnival.  He  glared  deAanec  at  llic  p 
men.  He  rRixed  h\n  voice  above  the  din,  "And  now  I 
to  tell  you  tmiucthing  more.  Our  property  in  th««e  mflli 
mJDca — "  again  theeroHd  bellowed  ila  joynus  appronl 
wordM  and  Grant's  face  lighted  madly,  "our  property^ 
property  wc  have  earned,  we  must  truard  ntfaiiwt  tba 
lem-c  of  tho  very  mooter  cla«  themselves:  for  under  ifc' 
fenial  Kussian  ukaMt  of  little  Jo«  Calrin,  the  devil 
knows  what  urwu  and  loot  and  murder-"  tlie  crowd  bi 
wildly:  a  policeman  blew  his  whiittle  and  when  Ibe 
over  Grant  Adams  was  in  the  midst  of  the  bhie-coatad 
marching  toward  the  gate. 

At  tlie  goto,  on  a  pawing  white  borw,  _       ^ 

Calvin.  The  crowd,  following  the  ofKcvra,  came  apoa 
first  aquad  of  policemen — the  squwl  that  took  Laura 
DorD  from  the  stand.  Tho  two  sijuods  joined  with  tii< 
onera.  and  back  of  the  oSicen  came  the  yelling, 
emwd,  [•ufthing  the  olllceni  along.  Aa  the  ofHMra 
the  provost  marshal  cried: 

"Turn  them  over  to  my  men  here.    Mi 
toftether."     In  an  instant  it  was  done. 

Then  the  cavalry  formed  in  two  lin<«,  and  bctweai 
marched  Laura  Van  I)orn  and  Orant  Adama.  mai 
grther    I'p  throogh  the  weeti-growu  eoramotn  betwi 
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htrey  and  tbe  big  town  they  marched  under  the  broiling 
■L  The  crowd  trudged  after  them — ^trailing  behind  for 
la  most  part,  but  often  running  along  by  the  horsemen 
pA  calling  words  of  sympathy  to  Grant  or  reviling  the 
EidierB. 

^Down  Blaricet  Street  they  all  came — soldiers,  prisoners 
bd  straggling  crowd.  The  town,  prepared  by  telephone  for 
le  aigbt,  stood  on  the  streets  and  hurrahed  for  Joe  Calvin, 
e  had  brought  in  his  game,  and  if  one  trophy  was  a  trifle 
it  of  caste  for  a  prisoner,  a  bit  above  her  station,  so  much 
•  worse  for  her.  Tbe  blood  of  the  seven  dead  soldiers  w&s 
ying  for  vengeance  in  Harvey — the  middle-class  nen-c  had 
touched  to  the  quick — and  Market  Street  hooted  at  the 
ners,  and  hailed  Joe  Calvin  on  his  white  charger  as  a 
wo  of  the  day. 

For  the  mind  of  a  crowd  is  a  simple  mind.  It  draws  no 
10  distinctions.  It  has  no  memory.  It  enjoys  primitive 
ions,  and  takes  the  most  rudimentary  pleasures.  The 
of  tbe  crowd  on  Market  Street  in  Harvey  that  bright, 
June  day,  when  Joe  Calvin  on  his  white  steed  at  the 
of  his  armed  soldiers  led  Grant  Adams  and  Laura  Van 
up  the  street  to  the  court  house,  saw  as  plainly  as  any 
d  could  see  anything  that  Grant  Adams  was  the  slayer 
seven  mangled  men,  whoso  torn  bo<lios  the  crowd  had  seen 
the  undertaker *s.  It  saw  death  and  violation  of  property 
ts  as  the  fruit  of  Grant  Adams *s  revolution,  and  if  this 
an,  who  was  of  Market  Street  socially,  cared  to  lower  hcr- 
to  the  level  of  assassins  and  thugs,  she  was  getting  only 
deserts. 
Grant  and  Laura  passed  through  the  ranks  of  men  and 
whom  they  knew  and  saw  eyes  turned  away  that 
t  have  recognized  them,  saw  faces  averte<l  to  whom  they 
t  have  looked  for  sympathy — and  saw  what  power  on  a 
ite  horse  can  make  of  a  mediocre  man ! 
Jftat  Grant  was  not  interested  in  power  on  a  white  horse, 
^  was  he  interested  in  the  woman  who  man*hed  with  him. 

tfaee  kept  turning  to  the  cn)wd  from  South  Harvey  that 
Iglcd  beside  him  outside  of  the  line  of  horsemen  about 
hi.  Now  and  then  Grant  caught  the  eyes  of  a  leader  or  of  a 
■and  and  to  such  a  one  he  would  speak  some  earnest  word 
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of  cheer  or  pvo  some  belatrd  ordrr  or  Bie«H«t.  tkltf\ 
did  Laura  divert  him  froni  xhe.  Htraifglcm  akmirthevv- 
was  wfaPD  Ahiil)  Wright  diiritcd  his  hr«d  uid  drev  dm 
office  window  iii  the  second  Btor^  of  the  Wrifbi  1 1 
building.  "At  least,"  said  l^um,  "it's  a  lesson  worth h 
ing  in  human  nature.  1  'II  laiaw  bow  mudi  m  mUe  m  1 
after  this  or  llie  mere  nod  of  a  bend.  Not  thai  I  M 
to  sustain  me,  Urant,"  she  went  on  werioady.  "m  i 
I'm  conccni<>(],  but  1  can  fed  how  it  wutUd  he  to— « 
HOme  one  who  needed  it." 

Under  the  murmur  nf  the  crowd.  Ijtura  roatjonal] 
know  exactly  with  what  emotion  pretty  little  Ml*.  Jo*  C^ 
will  hear  of  this  episode." 

"\Vhatt"  queried  tirant  absently.  Hi*  UtentiDo  b 
a^aiu,  for  the  men  from  South  llar^-ey  at  whom  be  1 
reeling  volts  of  courage  from  biH  blaung  eyea. 

"Well^ — ahe'U  be  scared  to  death  for  fear  notber  i 
will  cut  her  socially  tor  it!  Khe'N  dying  lo  get  in 
inner  circle,  and  tbc'll  abuse  little  Joe  for  thie — «i 
nmilcd  Ijflura.  "will  be  my  rriTnge.  and  will  be  hsdljra 
by  little  Joe."     iJut  she  was  talking  lo  deaf  ears. 

A  street  car  baited  them  before  BrolbertoD'a  etnn 
minute,  (irant  looked  auxioualy  in  the  door  wa^,  at 
only  Miss  Calvin,  who  turned  uwsy  her  brad,  after  a 
at  her  brother. 

"I  wooder  where  George  can  bet"  asked  Oraot. 

"Don't  you  knowT"  replim)  Laura,  looking  i 
at  him.     "There's  a  little  boy  at  tbeir  booac'" 

The  crowd  was  hnotirig  and  cheering  and  the  i 
was  just  ready  to  turn  into  the  ooort  boaac  eitmer, 
Qnnt  felt  Laura's  quick  hand  clasp.  Grant  wan  ■ 
Kesyon,  white  and  wild-eyed,  a^andinif  nesr  than  i 
ourb. 

"Ves."  be  said  in  alow  voice,  "i  ate  tbe  poor  kid." 

"No^no,"  she  cried,  "look  down  the  bkick — aec  lb 
trie  I  There  comes  father,  bringing  mother  b«ck  fn 
depot —  Ob.  lirarit — I  don't  uiind  for  me,  I  lioti't 
much  for  father — but  mother — won't  some  one  turn  l 
that  atreetl    Oh,  Grant— Grant,  look!" 

Low  Ibaa  one  hundred  feet  before  tbem  tbe  elcctzi 
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mmt  was  beginniiig  to  wobble  unsteadily.    The  guiding 

Old  was  trembling  and  ner\'ous.    Mrs.  Nesbit,  leaning  for- 

ttid  with  horror  in  her  face,  was  clutching  at  her  husband's 

^  forgetful  of  the  danger  she  was  miming.    The  old 

tator'a  eyes  were  wide  and  staring.    He  bore  unsteadily 

^rn  upon  the  procession,  and  a  few  feet  from  the  head  of 

^  line,  he  jumped  from  the  machine.    He  was  an  old  man. 

d  every  year  of  his  seventy-five  years  dragged  at  his  leg% 

d  clutched  his  shaking  arms. 

^'Joe  Calvin — ^you  devil/'  he  screamed,  and  drew  back  his 

Kie,  *'let  her  go— let  her  go." 

The  crowd  stood  mute.    A  blow  from  the  cane  cracked 

.  the  young  legs  as  the  Doctor  cried : 

^'Oh,  you  coward — '*  and  again  lifted  his  cane.    Joe  Cal- 

n  tried  to  back  the  prancing  horse  away.    The  blow  hit 

•  horse  on  the  face,  and  it  reared,  and  for  a  second,  wbik 

•  crowd  looked  aw^y  in  horror,  lunged  above  the  helples 
1  man.  Then,  losing  balance,  the  great  white  horse  feil 
fan  the  Doctor;  but  as  the  hoofs  grazed  his  face,  Kenyon 
lama  had  the  old  man  round  the  waist  and  flung  him  aside, 
at  Kenyon  went  down  under  the  horse.    Calvin  tunied  his 

;  some  one  picked  up  the  fainting  youth,  and  he  waa 
Mrs.  Nesbit  in  the  ear  a  moment  later,  a  limp,  un« 
ious  thing.    Qrant  and  Laura  ran  to  the  car.     Dr. 
bsbit  stood  dased  and  impotent — an  old  man  whose  glory 

tof  yesterday — a  weak  old  man,  scorned  and  helpless.    He 
ad  away  trembling  with  a  nervous  palsy,  and  when  he 
the  side  of  the  machine,  his  daughter,  trying  to  hide 
Bianaeied  hand,  kissed  him  and  said  soothingly: 
It*B  all  rig^t,  father — ^young  Joe*s  vexed  at  something 
down  in  the  Valley;  hell  get  over  it  in  an  hour. 
I  'U  come  home.  * ' 
''And,"  gasped  Mrs.  Nesbit,  ''he — that  whippersnapper," 
^  gulped,  •'dared — to  lay  hands  on  you ;  to — *' 
Lnra  shook  her  head,  to  stop  her  mother  from  speaking 
^e  handcuff, — ^"to  make  you  walk  through  Market  Street 
^hilc;"  but  she  could  get  no  further.    The  crowd  snr- 
hnded  them.    And  in  the  midst  of  the  jostling  and  mill* 
K;  Hm  Doctor's  instinct  rose  stronger  than  his  rage.    He 
k  fumbling  for  his  medicine  ease,  and  tr>'ing  to  find 
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thing  for  Kenyon.     The  old  haniU  owre  ftt  tlw 
and  he  said  unatcadilv: 

"He'll  be  around  in  a  few  mimilvH." 

Some  one  in  the  crowd  offered  a  biir  autooMbil 
DcK-lor  got  in,  waved  to  hja  daughter,  and  foUo«l 
Neabit  up  the  hill. 

"Vou  young  tipKtart."  htn  cnVd,  Orakin^  his  Brt  al 
as  the  car  turned  around,  "111  be  down  in  ten  minti 
see  to  you!"  Tli<-  provoxt  marshal  turned  bis  whr 
and  began  gathering  up  hin  pmcMnion  and  hii  pt 
But  Llie  Hpcll  was  broken.  The  mind  of  the  eruwd 
idea.  It  was  that  a  Nhamefiil  thing  was  bappod] 
woman.  So  it  hissed  young  Joe  CalvitL  Sii«h  ia  tl 
tude  of  republiei*. 

In  the  ciiurt  bnuNe,  the  provost  marshal.  <i1tinf  bi 
imposing  desk,  decided  that  he  would  hold  Mm.  V| 
tinder  $100  bond  to  keep  the  peace  and  relniMr  brr  n 
own  n-(M)gni/ance. 

"Well,"  Hhe  replied,  "Little  Joe,  III  sign  no  pen 
and  if  it  wasn  't  for  my  par«*nts — I  'd  make  yon  lock 

Her  hand  was  tree  ti»  she  spoke.  "As  it  ut — 1' 
back  to  South  Uarvey.  I'll  be  there  until  this  atnl 
tied;  youll  have  no  trouble  in  linding  me."  She 
home.  As  she  approaehed  the  house,  she  saw  in  I 
and  on  the  veranda.  Kri>np>i  of  Nvnipathetir  neiKfab 
the  hall  way  were  others.  Laura  hurried  into  the 
little  office  just  as  he  was  itrtting  Kenyon 's  bmken 
had  bet^n  to  hind  the  splints  upon  it.  Kenyon  lay 
seinus.  .Mrs.  Nesbit  and  Ltta  hovered  over  him, 
ber  hands  full  of  Kurgioal  bandam*,  and  mtton  and  a 
Mrs.  N'eabit's  face  was  drawn  and  aniious. 

"Oh,  mamma — mamma — I  'm  so  sorry — to  aorry-^ 
to  we."  The  proud  woman  looked  up  from  ber  w 
a&iffed: 

"That  whippentnapper — that — that — "  she  did  ni 
The  Doctor  drew  his  daughter  to  him  and  kissed  her 
my  poor  little  triri — they  wouldn't  have  done  that  ti 
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'  *  Just  one  little  bone  broken  in  his  leg.  He'll  be  out  from 
der  the  ether  in  a  second.  But  111— Oh,  111  make  that 
Ivin  oatfit  sweat ;  1 11—" 

'•Oh,  no,  you  won't;  father — little  Joe  doesn't  know  any 
tter.    Mamma  can  just  forget  to  invite  his  wife  to  our  next 
rty — which  I  won 't  let  her  do — ^not  even  that — ^but  it  would 
enge  my  wrongs  a  thousand  times  over. ' ' 
Lilk  had  Kenyon's  hand,  and  Mrs.  Nesbit  was  rubbing  his 
sur,  when  he  opened  his  eyes  and  smiled.    Laura  and  the 
«tor,  knowing  their  wife  and  mother,  had  left  her  and 
la  together  with  the  awakening  lover.    His  eyes  first  caught 
rs.  Noibit's  who  bent  over  him  and  whispered : 
••Oh,  my  brave,  brave  boy — my  noble — chivalrous  son — " 
Kenyon  smiled  and  his  great  black  eyes  looked  into  the 
ler  woman's  as  he  clutched  Lila*s  hand. 
"Lila,''  he  said  feebly,  "where  is  it— run  and  get  it" 
"Oh,  it's  up  in  my  room,  grandma — ^wait  a  minute — it's 
I  in  my  room."    She  scurried  out  of  the  door  and  came 
pieing  down  the  stairs  in  a  moment  with  a  jewel  on  her 
The  grandmother  s  eyes  were  wet,  and  she  bent  over 
kined  the  young,  full  lips  into  which  life  was  flowing 
so  beautifully. 
*Now — me!"  cried  Lila,  and  as  she,  too,  bent  down  she 
the  great,  strong  arms  of  her  grandmother  enfolding  her 
a  mighty  hug.    There,  in  due  course,  the  Doctor  and 
found  them.    A  smile,  the  first  that  had  wreathed  his 
ed  face  for  an  hour,  twitched  over  the  loose  skin  about 
I  old  lips  and  eyes. 

'*The  Lord,"  he  piped,  "moves  in  a  mysterious  way — my 
ir — and  if  Laura  had  to  go  to  jail  to  bring  it — the  Lord 
i^tb  and  the  Lord  taketh  away — blessed  be — " 
*Well,  Kenyon,"  the  grandmother  interrupted  the  Doc- 
^  stooping  to  put  her  fingers  lovingly  upon  his  brow,  '*\%e 
ft  everything  to  you;  it  was  fine  and  courageous  of  you, 

^nd  with  the  word  ''son"  the  Doctor  knew  and  lisura 
IHr,  and  Lila  first  of  idl  knew  that  Heilelia  Nesbit  had 
RTCndered.    And  Kenyon  read   it  in  Lila*s  eyes.    Then 

rail  feU  to  telling  Kenyon  what  a  grand  youth  he  was 
bow  he  had  saved  the  Doctor  *s  life,  and  it  ended  as  those 
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things  do,  most  luidramaticsUy,  in  m  chnnu  at  what  I  ■ 
tnd  you  sai<]4  to  tne,  and  I  ihou^t,  and  yni  did,  aa 
^ould  have  done,  untit  the  party  wore  itself  oat  and  tki 
of  Lila.  aittiair  by  her  lover,  holdiritf  hi*  hfuids  And 
what  with  a  pantomime  of  eyes  fmm  Laura  and  tJie  D 
to  Mt».  Neshit,  and  what  with  an  empty  room  ia  a  bif  h 
with  voices  far — exfewlityrly  far — obviously  far  am 
•nded  with  them  os  all  joiirne>-B  thn>ugfa  tka  wtM?  i 
tod,  and  must  end  if  the  world  wagi  on. 


CHAPTER  XLVin 

WB  BBBOT  ▲  HOUSB  BUILT  UPON  ▲  BOOK 

rEUkT  evening  in  the  late  twilight,  two  women  stood  at 
the  wicket  of  a  cell  in  the  jail  and  while  back  of  the 
women,  at  the  end  of  a  corridor,  stood  a  curious  group 
'  reporters  and  idlers  and  guards,  inside  the  wicket  a  tal^ 
iddle*aged  man  with  stiff,  curly,  reddish  hair  and  a  homely, 
ord,  forbidding  face  stood  behind  the  bars.  The  young 
■nan  put  her  hand  with  the  new  ring  on  it  through  the 
ieket. 

*'It*8  Kenyon's  ring — ^Eenyon's,"  smiled  Lila,  and  to  bis 
iBStioning  look  at  her  mother,  the  daughter  answered: 
Tes,  grandma  knows.  And  what  is  more,  grandpa  told 
I  both — Kenyon  and  me — what  was  bothering  grandma — 
Iditsall— aU— rightl" 

The  happy  eyes  of  Laura  Van  Dom  caught  the  eyet  of 
^t  as  they  gazed  at  her  from  some  distant  landscape  of  his 
Irinilent  soul.  She  could  not  hold  his  eyes,  nor  bring  them 
la  aeffioiia  consideration  of  the  occasion.  His  heart  seemed 
ike  on  other  things.  So  the  woman  said:  "'God  is  good, 
kint."  She  watched  her  daughter  and  cast  a  glance  at  the 
king  ring.  Grant  Adams  heard  and  saw,  but  while  he 
liprehended  definitely  enough,  what  he  saw  and  heard 
taied  remote  and  he  repeated : 

^*0od  is  good — infinitely  good,  Laura!''  His  eyes  lighted 
w  *'I>o  you  know  this  is  the  first  strike  in  the  world — I 
kieve,  indeed  the  first  enterprise  in  the  world  started  and 
Bdseted  upon  the  fundamental  theory  that  we  are  all  gods. 
Itluni^  but  the  divine  spark  in  those  men  would  hold  them 
Ikegr  are  held  in  faith  and  hope  and  fellowship.  Look  at 
Wm^**  he  lifted  his  face  as  one  seeing  Heavenly  legiona, 
fen  thousand  souls,  men  and  women  and  children,  cheated 
H  jMii  «f  tkeir  rights,  and  when  they  ask  for  them  in 
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democracy  is  a  spiritual  and  ; 
be  a  rising  level  of  souls  in  1 
of  the  day  will  last  through  c 
theless  beautiful  because  it  i 
thing  is  to  know  that  we  are 
the  hombres  and  the  guinnit 
all  of  us  bums  that  divine  sp^ 
or  stifle — that  divine  spark 
infinite ! "    lie  threw  his  face 
and  cried:     **And  America— 
so  sordid,  so  crass,  so  debauchc 
they  are  to  think  it!    From  a 
dred  years  men  and  women  h 
try  who  above  everything  eh 
aspiration.     They  were  lowly 
high  visions ;  this  whole  land  i 
are  the  most  sentimental  peo] 
like  it,  and  some  day — oh,  I 
tery  full  of  His  divine  purpos 
time  America  will  rise  and  si 
know  us  as  we  are!" 

The  girl,  with  eyes  fascin 
scarcely  understood  what  the 

Karkrkir  in  nnnRirlpr  nrohll*mS  o: 
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d  m%  doinbly  waiting,  while  in  his  heart  he  called  eagerly 
the  worids  2  *  *  Mary — Mary,  are  you  there  t  Do  you 
t  Oh,  Mary.  Mary!" 
The  funeral  of  the  young  men  killed  in  the  shaft  house 
VMight  a  day  of  deepening  emotion  to  Harvey.  Flags  were 
half  mast  and  Market  Street  was  draped  in  crape.  The 
MTCB  closed  at  the  tolling  of  bells  which  announced  the 
sor  of  the  funeral  services.  Two  hundred  automobiles  fol- 
ded the  soldiers  who  escorted  the  bodies  to  the  cemetery, 
■d  when  the  bugle  blew  taps,  tears  stood  in  thousands  of 


The  moaning  of  the  great-throated  regimental  band,  the 
irilllng  of  the  fife  and  the  booming  of  the  drum ;  the  blare 
I  the  bogle  that  sounded  taps  stirred  the  chords  of  hate,  and 
IS  town  came  back  from  burying  its  dead  a  vessel  of  wrath. 
■  vain  had  John  Dexter  in  his  sermon  over  Fred  Hollander 
ricd  to  turn  the  town  from  its  bitterness  by  preaching  from 
ke  text,  "Ye  are  members  one  of  another,"  and  trying 
I  point  the  way  to  charity.  The  town  would  have  no 
brity. 

The  tragedy  of  the  shaft  house  and  the  imprisonment  of 
kaot  Adams  had  staged  for  the  day  all  over  the  nation  in 
•  first  pages  of  the  newspapers  an  interesting  drama. 
leh  a  man  as  Grant  Adams  was  a  figure  whose  jail  sentence 
der  military  law  for  defending  the  rights  of  a  free  press, 
^  speech,  free  assemblage  and  trial  by  jury,  was  gooil  for  a 
St  page  position  in  every  newspaper  in  the  country — what- 
^  bias  its  editorial  columns  mi^rht  take  again.st  him  and  his 
jae.  Millions  of  eyes  turned  to  look  at  the  drama.  Hut 
ere  were  hundreds  among  the  millions  who  saw  the  drama 
the  newspapers  and  who  decided  they  would  like  to  see  it  in 
llity.  Being  foot  loose,  they  came.  So  when  the  funeral 
OLtmiou  was  hurr^-ing  back  into  Harvey  and  the  |K)lieemen 
d  aoldiera  were  dispersing  to  their  posts,  they  fell  upon  half 
loaen  travel-stained  strangers  in  the  court  house  yard  ad- 
nriog  the  loafers  there.  Promptly  the  strangers  were 
led  before  the  provost  marshal,  and  promptly  landed  in 
D.    But  other  strangers  appeared  on  the  streets  from  time 

tiflM  as  the  freight  trains  came  clanging  through  town, 
id  by  sundown  a  score  of  young  men  were  in  the  town 
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lockup.  They  were  happy-go-lacky  young  1 
badly  in  need  of  a  bath  and  a  barber,  Inil  thry  laiiif 
in  tiie  calaboose  and  ale  hi.-artily  and  with  luiuli  npi 
of  prison  fare.  One  read  his  [Mtperbouud  Tolaluy.i 
puurvd  over  hiK  leaflet  of  NieUHehe,  a  ihird  bad  a  li^ 
Ibsen  from  the  public  library  of  Uuiotta.  a  fourth 
aucialist  newHpaper,  which  lio  dt-rided  noisily,  u  H  1 
bis  peculiar  cult  of  (litH-ontent ;  while  otbem  playid  Ml 
others  slept,  but  all  wr^  rfMMonahly  happy.  Ami 
HtruDfte  spectacle  of  nicQ  jail-bouiKl  enjoyinit  life,  ] 
marveled.  And  still  the  jail  tilled  up.  At  ntidoil 
policemen  were  u-sinn  a  vacant  Klurerooni  for  a  jail.  I 
break  the  people  of  the  town  knew  that  a  pla^e  wi 
tfaem. 

Kvery  a^  has  its  peculiar  pil^ims.  whoae  pil|truu| 
reactions  of  life  upon  tite  timcK.  When  the  thtiatt 
men  answered;  when  the  new  lands  callei)  nten  koA 
tbem  i  when  ware  callct)  the  trumpets  woke  the  aoand 
qring  feet — alwayH  tho  feet  uf  the  yotins  mc-n.  FqI 
■MB out  to  meet  Danger  in  life  a-thi^  ancient  andev«rJ 
asBirade.  So  in  that  distant  epoch  that  closed  b»lf  I 
■S0>  in  a  day  when  exititeuce  was  easy ;  wh«'n  food  wm 
to  be  had  for  the  asking,  when  a  bed  was  never  duiiM 
weary  who  would  beg  it  the  wide  land  over,  there 
band  of  young  men  with  stack  ideas  about  properl 
archaic  ideas  of  morality — 'Jdeait  peHiaps  of  propri 
morals  that  were  not  unfamiliar  to  tbeir  dder  eoiai 
the  queKt  and  the  jouitt.  and  the  merry  wan.  Tbeae, 
lada,  pilftrimH  seeking  their  olden,  golden  comrade  1 
aallied  forth  upon  the  hiuhrouds  uf  our  civiliiatiun, 
the  ^rail  ws8  found,  and  the  lands  were  buundtd  \ 
joomeys  over  and  the  trumpets  seemed  to  be  forever 
tfaeae  hereditary  pilicrims  of  the  rmt  pretense,  still  Inol 
Daagpr.  played  blithely  at  seeking  justice.  It  wwt 
gBxat  and  liiey  found  their  danger  in  fitchtins  for  tnu 
and  free  anemblairv.  They  were  tremendoasly  in 
aboDt  it,  even  na  the  Rood  Don  Quixote  was  vitk  lij 
mills  in  the  earlier,  happier  daya,  They  were  of  tl 
cnlt  which  wooes  Danger  in  FoUy  in  f 
tre— JO  wbea  war  cotaea. 
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Aid  80  Hmrrey  in  iU  wrath,  in  iU  straggle  for  the  dirine 
iht  of  Market  Street  to  mle,  Harvey  fell  upon  these  blithe 
Igriais  with  a  sad  sincerity  that  was  worthy  of  a  better 
use.  And  the  more  the  young  men  laughed,  the  more  they 
Ved  trieks  upon  the  police,  reading  the  Sermon  on  the 
>iait  to  provoke  arrest,  reading  the  Constitution  of  the 
ited  States  to  invite  repression,  even  reading  the  riot  aet 
Way  of  diversion  for  the  police,  the  more  did  the  wooden 
Id  of  Market  Street  throb  with  rage  and  the  more  did  the 
mile  imagine  a  vain  thing. 

^tid  when  seventy  of  them  had  crowded  the  jail,  and  their 
dem  blandly  announced  that  they  would  eat  the  taxes  all 
'  of  the  county  treasury  before  they  stopped  the  fight  for 
e  speech.  Market  Street  awoke.  Eating  taxes  was  some- 
Dg  that  Market  Street  could  understand.  So  the  police 
ta  elobbing  the  strangers.  The  pilgrims  were  meeting 
tiger,  their  lost  comrade,  and  youth's  blood  ran  wild  at 
meeting  and  there  were  riots  in  Market  Street.  A  lodg- 
'  house  in  the  railroad  yards  in  South  Harvey  was  raided 
t  night — when  the  strike  was  ten  days  old,  and  as  it  was 
railroidmen's  sleeping  place,  and  a  number  of  train* 
H  were  staying  there  to  whom  the  doctrines  of  peace 
I  non-resistance  did  not  look  very  attractive  under  a  po- 
man's  az-handle — a  policeman  was  killed. 
%en  the  Law  and  Order  League  was  formed.  Storekeef>- 
»  clerks,  real  estate  men,  young  lawyers,  the  heart  of 
t  eeetion  of  the  white-shirted  population  whom  Urant 
aas  ealled  the  ''poor  plutes/'  joined  this  League.  And 
f  John  Kollander  was  its  leader.  Partly  because  of  his 
eavemcnt  men  let  him  lead,  but  chiefly  because  his  life's 
ed  seemed  to  be  vindicated  by  events,  pien  turned  to  him. 
s  bloodshed  on  Market  Street,  the  munler  of  a  policeman 
1  the  dynamiting  of  the  shaft  house  with  their  sons  inside, 
I  aronoed  a  degree  of  passion  that  unbalanced  men,  and 
IB  KoUander's  wrath  was  public  opinion  dramatized.  The 
Bee  gave  the  Law  and  Order  League  full  swing,  and 
ho  Kollander  was  the  first  chief  in  the  city.  Prisoners 
iHtcd  for  speaking  without  a  permit  were  turned  over  to 
I  Lav  and  Order  League  at  night,  and  taken  in  the  city 
to-tmck  to  the  far  limits  of  the  city,  and  there — a  mile 
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from  the  residential  section,  in  the  higfa  weedi  Haiti 
the  town  ami  coiitined  the  couniry.  the  Law  lod 
Lea^e  lined  up  uikIlt  John  Kotlandrr  and  witii  dd 
whips  and  sticks,  mmpplled  thp  jiriwnirs  tii  run  a  H 
to  the  highroad  that  loads  from  Ilarvoy.  Mi-n  men  A 
and  eompelied  to  lean  over  and  ki^  an  American  6»f^ 
upon  the  ground,  while  they  wen-  kicked  and  bealn 
they  could  rise.  ThiK  was  to  punish  men  for  eanrini 
flag  of  socialism,  and  .lohn  Kollandfr  decreed  that  cm 
citizen  of  Harvey  <ihoul(l  wear  a  Hag.  To  nmit  Ike  1U| 
arouse  suKpicion  -.  to  wear  a  red  necJttie  wax  lo  inrite 
It  was  a  merry  day  for  tilitho  devotees  of  Danger;  H 
were  taking  their  full  of  her  in  Harvey. 

The  Law  and  Order  League  was  on«  of  ihoae  atna| 
nessea  to  which  any  communily  may  fall  a  victim. 
Perry  and  Ahab  Wright — with  jasper  Adams  a  nimb 
church  men,  fathers,  husbands,  solid  buainMS  meu,  ^ 
leaders.  ■ 

They  endorsed  and  participated  in  bnitalitifi^  Mj 
crueltiea  at  which  in  their  naner  mnmenbi  ihvy  wn| 
shudder  in  horror.  But  they  made  Jam)  Tfaante*; 
man  of  the  publicity  eomiuittee  and  the  Timet,  nomid 
morning,  fanned  the  passions  of  ibe  people  higher  and] 
"Skin  the  Ratx,"  was  the  caption  of  his  editorial  tba 
ing  after  a  young  fellow  wan  tarred  and  feathered  and 
until  he  loet  eonxciousnem  ani]  was  left  in  the  hiKhwagj 
editorial  under  thiH  heading  dtvlan-i]  that  anarchy  h^ 
its  hydra  bead;  that  Grant  Adams  preaching  peae«| 
Valley  was  preparing  to  let  in  the  jungle,  and  that  III 
who  wer^  flooding  the  city  jail  were  Adama'a  tool 
soon  woald  begin  dynamiting  and  burning  the  tow^ 
it  suited  his  purpose,  whil^  his  bolier-lhan-lhnu  dup4 
Valley  were  conducting  their  goody-goody  strike. 

Plota   of   dynamiting    were    di»cover«l, 
paaaed  for  nearly  a  week  that  the  big  black 
Timet  did  not  tetl  of  dynamite  found  in  obviously  c4 
ous  places— in  the  tfuirl  bon!**-.  in  Ibe  Siindft  0^-— 
in  the  school  houses,  in  the  i-ity  hall      So  HarveT 
eotucioiu,  property  conscioua,  and  the  tuwo 


strike:.      I 
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tlM  gibbering  fear  of  those  who  make  property  of 
Ml^ge»  and  privilege  of  property,  afraid  of  losing  both. 
Bat  for  a  week  and  a  day  the  motive  power  of  the  strike 
m  Grant  Adams's  indomitable  will.  Hour  after  hour,  day 
iaj  he  paeed  his  iron  floor,  and  dreamed  his  dream  of 
aoiMiaeat  of  the  world  through  fellowship.  And  by  the 
of  his  fkith  and  by  the  example  of  his  imprisonment 
^  Us  faith,  he  held  his  eomrades  in  the  gardens,  kept  the 
Aen  on  the  pieket  lines  and  sustained  the  courage  of  the 
i%sl<js  in  Belgian  Hall,  who  met  inside  a  wall  of  blue- 
■M  polieemen.  The  mind  of  the  Valley  had  reached  a 
^  where  qrmpathy  for  Grant  Adams  and  devotion  to  him, 
Vriaoned  as  their  leader,  was  stronger  than  his  influence 
ridd  have  been  outside.  So  during  the  week  and  a  day,  the 
1^  of  hate  and  the  winds  of  adverse  circumstance  beat 
^  the  house  of  faith,  which  he  had  builded  slowly  through 
>%r  yean  in  the  Valley,  and  it  stood  unshaken. 


DORN   UNCOVl 

GRANT  ADAMS  sat  io 
stone  and  iron  and 
read  the  copy  of  T 
which  his  cell-mate  had  left  in 
before,  Grant  moved  nnoonsei 
xt^gm  of  the  onlj  snnligfat— tli 
fell  into  his  cage  during  the 
ing  Times  lay  on  the  floor  wh 
reading  the  account  of  what 
when  the  police  had  turned  h 
League,  at  midnight.    To  be 
hero  of  John  KoUander  and 
mob  that  had  tortured  the  p( 
torture,  the  fact  that  he  had 
turned  out  naked  on  the  golf 
heralded  by  the  Times  as  a  i 
Harvey  to  preach  Socialism, 
felt  that  the  jailer  *8  kindne 
paper  so  early  in  the  day,  wa 
to  frighten  him  rather  than 
events. 

n»^^,.„1K.     V.^     ^<«14.      4-l«A     Ino^ 
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doMnt;  bat  a  rather  weakened  litle  man  whoae  mind  il- 
anined  a  face  that  still  dun^  to  sportive  youth,  while  pre- 
Bture  age  was  claiming  his  body. 

He  eleared  his  throat  as  he  sat  on  the  bnnk,  and  after 
!>Dpping  Grant's  hand  and  glancing  at  the  book  title,  said: 
Great,  isn't  itr    Where 'd  you  get  itt" 

^*The  brother  they  ran  out  last  night.  They  came  after 
iBi  so  suddenly  that  he  didn't  have  time  to  pack,"  an- 
vered  Grant. 

"Well,  he  didn't  need  it,  Grant,"  replied  Morty.  "I  just 
|ft  hioL  I  got  him  last  night  after  the  mob  finished  with 
and  took  him  home  to  our  garage,  and  worked  with 
all  night  fixing  him  up.  Grant,  it's  hell.  The  things 
^did  to  that  fellow — ^unspeakable,  and  fiendish."  Morty 
Itered  his  throat  again,  paused  to  gather  courage  and  went 
kl  ''And  he  heard  something  that  made  him  believe  they 
hit  coming  for  you  to-night." 

^The  edge  of  a  smile  touched  the  seamed  face,  and  Grant 
Mied:  "Well— maybe  so.  You  never  can  tell.  Besides 
m  John  Kollander,  who  are  the  leaders  of  this  Law  and 
*fler  mob,  Morty  T ' ' 

*'Well,"  replied  the  little  man,  ''John  Hollander  is  the  re- 
Vteffible  head,  but  Kyle  Perry  is  master  of  ceremonies — the 
Mtering,  old  coot;  and  Ahab  gives  them  the  use  of  the  po- 
1^,  and  Joe  Calvin  backs  up  both  of  them.  However,'* 
tjkmd  Morty,  "the  whole  town  is  with  them.  It's  stark  mad, 
rmnt — Harvey  has  gone  crazy.  These  tramps  filling  the 
iis  and  eating  up  taxes — and  the  Times  throwing  scares 
Id  the  merchants  with  the  report  that  unless  the  strike  is 
the  smelters  and  glassworks  and  cement  works  will 
from  the  district — it's  awful !  My  idea  of  hell,  Orant, 
^  plaee  where  every  man  owns  a  little  property  and  thinks 
a  ia  jnst  about  to  lose  it" 

'The  yoong-old  man  was  excited,  and  his  eyes  glistened, 
his  apeeeh  brought  on  a  fit  of  coughing.     He  lifted  his 
anxiously  and  began:    ''Grant, — I'm  with  you  in  this 
l^t*'    He  paused  for  breath.    ''It's  a  man's  scrap,  (Irant 
man 'a  fight  as  sure  as  you're  bom."    Cirant  sprang  to 
feat  uid  Uirew  back  his  head,  as  he  began  TMicine  the 
eelL    Aa  he  threw  out  hia  arms,  his  elaw  clicked 
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on  the  Bteel  bare  of  the  cell,  and  Morty  Sanda  f«lt  tk«  ■ 
contracting  of  the  cell  walls  about  the  men  is  Unnl  a 

"That's  what  it  is,  Morty— it's  a  maD*a  fight— * 
light  for  meu.  T)ie  industrial  system  ti>KU7  »  nttii 
manhood — aiid  womanhood  too—rDtting  oot  humui 
cause  capilalisni  niakea  unfair  divisions  of  tbe  prpfib 
duAtry,  giving  the  workers  a  ahAre  that  keep*  thea 
man-rotting  environment,  and  we're  going  to  bnak  i 
Bj-slem — the  whole  infprnal  profit  sj-slcm — iht  blight  ( 
italism  upon  the  world."  Grant  brought  down  hi»  bl 
Morty's  frail  shoulder  in  s  kind  of  frent>'.  "Oh,  it^ 
ing — the  Uemocracy  of  Labor  in  coming  in  the  earth, 
ing  peace  and  hope — hope  that  is  the  "law  gift  of  th 
to  men" — Oh,  it's  coming!  it'e  coming."  Ilia  tyt*  wtt 
ing  and  his  vaiite  high  pitched.  He  caught  Morty' 
and  seemed  to  shut  off  all  other  eonscioufioeaa  Cron  h 
tlial  of  the  idea  which  objteswd  him. 

Morty  Sands  felt  gratefully  the  spell  of  Ibe 
upon  him.     Twice  he  started  to  speak,  and  twier 
Then  Orant  aaid :    "Out  with  it,  Morty— what'* 
cheat  T" 

"Well, — this  thing,"  he  tapped  hia  throat,  "is  goini 
me.  Orant,  unless — well,  it's  a  laat  hope;  but  1  tboi«p 
apoke  in  short,  heoiiating  phraMs,  then  he  started 
'Mirant,  Orant,"  he  cried,  "you  have  it,  this  thing  t) 
vitality.  You  are  all  vitality,  bodily,  mentaDy,  »pir 
Why  have  I  been  denied  always,  everything  that  jm 
Millions  of  good  men  and  bad  men  and  indifferent  a 
o^-erflowing  with  power,  and  I — I — why.  why  ean't  1 
shall  1  do  to  get  itt  How  can  I  feel  and  apeak  and 
you  I  Tell  me."  He  gazed  into  the  strong,  hard  vini 
ing  down  upon  him,  and  cried  weakly:  "Orant— -Am 
aake,  help  me.  Tell  me— what  ahail  1  do  to— Oh,  I 
live — I  want  to  live,  Urant,  can't  you  help  me!" 

Ue  stopped,  exhausted.  Orant  looked  at  him  keeni 
asked  gently. 

"Had  another  hemorrhage  thia  morning — didn't  jn 

Morty  looked  ovi-r  his  clolhra  to  detoct  the  slain  ol 
and  Dodded.  "Oh,  just  a  little  one.  Up  all  night  1 
with  Folsom,  but  it  didn't  amount  to  anything.  ' 
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Grmnt  sat  beside  the  broken  man,  and  takini;  bin  whito 
xid  in  his  h\^,  paw-like  hand : 

'"Morly — Morly — my  dear,  gentle  friend:  your  trouMi*  in 
•t  your  body,  but  your  soul.  You  read  xhvse  i;n*at  luHikN, 
«J  they  fascinate  your  mind.  But  they  don't  irrip  your 
Lai ;  you  see  tliese  brutal  injustices,  and  they  eut  your  heart ; 
iX  they  don*t  reach  your  will/'  The  stronfr  hand  frit  the 
Ittering  pressure  of  the  pale  hand  in  its  i^rasp.  Morty 
^ed  down,  and  seemed  about  to  speak. 
•'Morty,"  Grant  resumetl,  "it's  ynur  money  your  soid 
lokin^r  money.  You've  never  had  a  deep,  vital,  will  ninvitiir 
wietion  in  your  life.  You  haven't  neiMJiNi  this  nmni'y. 
«rty.  Morty,'*  he  cried,  ''what  you  need  is  ttt  ^rrt  mil  nf 
Mir  dr>'-rot  of  a  life;  let  the  Holy  <Jhost  in  ynur  wnil  wiilti* 
p  to  the  glory  of  serving.  Face  life  Imrehanilrd,  I'mmi' 
"■te  your  talents — you  have  enough — to  this  nmn's  fi^lit  fur 
i«n.  Throw  away  your  miserable  baek-brrakiniit  nionr\v. 
isve  it  to  the  poor  if  you  feel  like  it ;  it  won't  hflp  them  piir 
ienlarly."  lie  shook  his  head  so  vitroniusly  that  hin  vi^or 
Inned  like  anger,  and  hammered  with  his  rinw  on  fhi-  irmi 
mvk.  "Money,"  he  cried  and  repi-ati'd  thf  wfinl,  "mom-y 
■I  earned  in  self-respect  novor  helps  any  f»rif'  lint  tf»  int 
Mof  the  damned  stuff  will  nrvivf^  you;  will  ifivf  yfiu  n  m-w 
ttferest  in  life — will  change  your  whoh-  phymfiit  ImhIv.  nnfl 
ifeU — if  you  live  one  hour  in  th*"  bitr  ntml  hiimtiniir  joy  nf 
I^Viceyou  will  live  forever.  Hot  if  you  »!)«•  dn-  iii  viiu  nrf. 
ftrty — you  11  die  forever.  ^''iWi'*  "  ^irarit  nn'  li<-«l  out  hm 
^is  to  Morty  and  6x^1  hi«  lrjrrjirjMi>i  *-y^  ij(»'»ri  inn  frifri«|, 
^bme,  come  with  me."  h»  pi^&/i<-d.  '  'rii;tt  w.i;  furf  y***if 
%1 — and  it  doesn't  mart'-r  af/^.u*  y^rjr  \t^Ay  " 
forty's  face  lighted.  ^tA  h*  nrr.jH  »7rfi[#ji«h» •]'*!!•/  ».r|f 
flight  faded.  H*  dr*'.;.;/*'!  t..\  7%'>  "•  •K*-  ''•-'.r  •^'f  »./>.»'! 
ten  he  shook  hii  fa«^  wi  ;.  Ir  «^r,  •  v.^r  *,*Hf.*  if 
fcn't  work     I'm  do*.  \r^..*  *'.\r  •■».•      /•  »','   •   w.^r 

fine  aeimtiT*  rzyrr'.  •••-r.-.  *':    *'■-:   "    ':•'»»   »  'l'*p 
th  that  endrf  ir.  «  :.\ri   I'-y  '•■./•       V'^f.  r.'  f^p*    ^•./| 
rt  his  band  azy]  ^^-i 

■**Kow  To^i  wi*'r   •.-.•    ^:^"     ••*-        /•-   /'  .   /»•       r   •' 
Chit's  avfo} — •JLt*  »   ■  :•»   *.•;*■-    t-*.      -•■»     »•*.'    f«»    r  »# 

•hen  tkif  ta«m  sjbii        ::*  »•  -»  r  -• »  •4/»  'Wr.*    %- »:  •■  • 
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jailer  came  from  around  a  corsfrr,  aod  nplocfcri  il 
and  in  a  moment  Morty  was  walkiog  atowly  WMmj 
eyee  on  the  cold  steel  of  the  ceil-room  Soor. 

When  his  visitor  was  i^oue,  Urant  Adaras  went 
his  book.     At  the  end  of  an  hour  he  weut  to  the 
cell,  whieh  served  as  window,  ftnd  lookrd  on  ■ 
yard  that  gave  him  a  narrow  slice  of  Market  &tnH 
Federal  eoiirt  hoiiRe  in  the  distaiire.     Men  aud  w 
ing  in  and  ont  of  the  little  strnswcopic  vi«w  bi 
street,  seemed  to  the  prisoner  people  in  a  play,  or 
world.     They  were  remote  from  him.     At  the 
made,  the  gaits  tbey  fell  into,  the  errands  they 
upon,  the  spring  that  obviously  moved  them,  he 
one  who  sees  a  dull  panlomime.     I>uring  tbc  mMldi 
morning,  as  he  looked,  be  saw  Judge  Van  [lam%  b) 
motor  car  roll  up  to  the  curb  before  the  Federal  eoa 
and  unliiad  the  spare,  dried-up,  ointhes- padded  flew 
Judge,   who   flicked   out  of  Grant's  eyeshot.     A   I 
other  iigures  pasned,  and  Ahab  Wright,  with  his  wfe 
whiski-nt  briiilling  testily,  cam«  bustling  amoi  tin 
tJeon  screen  aiid  turned  to  the  eourt  houM;  atxl 
Young  Joe  Calvin,  diHinonnting  from  his  while 
for  a  second  into  the  picture,  and  kooo  after  tbt 
vin  came  trotting  along  beside  K^-le  Perry  witfc 
footed  gait,  and  the  two  turned  as  the  Judge  had 
evidently  into  the  court  house,  where  the  Judge  had 

Grant  took  up  his  book.  After  noon  the  jailer  e 
Henry  Fenn,  who,  as  Adams'  attorney,  visited  hk 
But  ihe  jailer  tttond  by  while  the  lawyer  talkvd  to 
oner  thmu^ii  the  bars.  Henry  Feno  wore  a  tmai 
and  Grant  saw  at  once  that  h>a  friend  was  wor 
Grant  benn: 

"So  you've  heard  my  cell-mate 'e  mf  MM     all. 
Well,  don't  worry.     Tell  tlie  boys  dowo  in  the  VbUi 
trer  they  do— to  keep  off  Market  Street  and  oat 
to-night- 

The  listening  jailer  looked  sharply  at  Pena, 
parent  the  jailer  expected  Feim  to  protest.  Bat 
bia  radiant  nnila  oa  the  jailer  atxl  said:  "Tte 
my  tbty  aeald  go  through  this  ateel  aa  il  it 
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m  minutet— if  jaa'd  mj  the  word."  Fenn  griiinad  at 
prisoner  as  he  added:  ''If  you  want  the  boys,  all  the 
oldiert  and  £ake  cops  in  the  State  can't  stop  them.  But 
told  them  to  stay  away — ^to  stay  in  their  neldSi  to  keep 
Maes;  that  it  is  your  wish." 

Benry/'  replied  Grant,  ''tell  the  boys  this  for  me. 
fe  won  this  fight  now.  They  can't  build  a  fire,  strike  a 
,  or  turn  a  wheel  if  the  boys  stick — and  stick  in  peace, 
•aiftdfed  that  this  story  of  what  they  will  do  to  me  to- 
t,  while  I  don't  question  the  poor  ehap  who  sent  the 
1— is  a  plan  to  scare  the  boys  into  a  riot  to  save  loe  and 
to  break  our  peace  strike." 

B  walked  nenroualy  up  and  down  his  cell,  clicking  the 
with  his  claw  as  he  passed  the  door.  '*Teil  the  boys 
Tell  them  to  go  to  bed  to-night  eariy;  beware  of 
I  rumors,  and  at  all  hasards  keep  out  of  Harvey.  I  *m 
lutety  safe.  I'm  not  in  the  least  afraid — and,  Henry, 
ry,"  eried  Grant,  as  he  saw  doubt  and  anxiety  in  his 
id%  face,  "what  if  it's  true;  what  if  they  do  come 
get  Bief  They  can't  hurt  me.  They  can  only  hurt 
iKlvea.  Violence  always  reacts.  Every  blow  I  get  will 
the  boys — I  know  this — I  tell  you — " 
kod  I  tell  you,  young  man,"  interrupted  Fenn,  ''that 
i  now  one  dead  leader  with  a  short  arm  is  worth  more 
a  employers  than  a  ton  of  moral  force !  And  Laura  and 
ge  mnd  Nate  and  the  Doctor  and  I  have  been  skirmish- 
iround  all  day,  and  we  have  filed  a  petition  for  yoor 
ae  on  a  habeas  corpus  in  the  Federal  court— on  the 
Bd  that  your  imprisonment  under  martial  law  without 
■y  trial  is  unconstitutional." 

ji  tbe  Federal  court  before  Van  Domf"  asked  Grant, 
dukmsly. 

before  Van  Dom.    The  State  courts  are  paralysed  by 

kg  Joe  Calvin  *s  militia ! ' '  returned  Fenn,  adding :    ' *  We 

our  petitioo  this  morning.    So,  whether  you  like  it  or 

yoo  appear  at  three-thirty  o'clock  this  afternoon  before 

Dom." 

raat  mniled  and  after  a  moment  spoke:  "Well,  if  I 
as  aewed  as  yoo  people,  Td — look  here,  Henry,  don't 
your  nerve,  man — they  can 't  hurt  me.    Nothing  on  this 
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earth  can  burt  mc,  don't  yon  aee,  mao — whj  go  M 
Dornt" 

Fenn  answeredi    "After  all,  Tom's  a  good  lawy* 
life  jol)  and  be  doesn't  want  to  be  respoiuiblfi  lor  a  4l 
a^inat  you  tbat  will  make  him  a  joke  amoax  Utfi 
over  the  country  when  he  is  reversed  by  appesL" 
shook  his  dubious  head. 

"Well,  it's  worth  trying,"  returned  Kcnn, 

At  three  o'clock  Joseph  Calviu.  representing  the  e 
er8.  notified  Henry  Fcnn  that  Judfcc  Van  Dora  ha 
called  out  of  town  unexpectedly  and  would  not  be  aUe 
the  Adams'  petition  at  the  appointed  tine.  That  « 
No  other  time  was  set.  But  at  half-past  five  George 
ertun  saw  a  messenger  boy  going  about,  saBunooinff 
a  meeting.  Then  Brotherton  found  that  the  Liaw  ai 
der  League  was  sendini:  for  it*  members  to  meet  tn 
era!  courtroom  at  half-past  eight.  He  learned  i 
Judge  Van  Dom  would  return  on  the  eight  o*cU 
and  expected  to  hear  the  Adam*'  petition  that  ntfl 
Brotherton  knew  the  object  of  the  meeting.  In  ten  i 
Doctor  Nesbit,  Henry  Fenn  and  Nathan  Perry  were 
Brotherton  store. 

"It  means,"  said   Fenn,  "that  the  mob 
Grant  to-night  and  that  Tom  knows  it." 

"Whyt"  asked  the  thin,  sharp  voiee  of  Nathan  P 

"Otherwise  he  would  have  let  the  cue  go  en 
morning. ' ' 

"Whyt"  again  cot  in  Perry. 

Because  for  the  mob  to  attack  a  man  pnyioc 
lease  under  habeas  corpus  in  a  federal  court  migl 
ooDtempt  of  court  that  the  federal  govrramvnt  m 
vestijtate-  So  Tom'«  going  to  waah  his  handa  of  tbs 
before  the  mob  acts  to-night." 


"WhyT"  again  Perry  demanded. 
"Well,"  continued  Fen 


"every  day  ibey  w>H  m 

enmulated  victory  for  the  strikers.     So  after  Ti^ 
release  Grant,  the  mob  will  take  him." 

"Well,  say— let's  go  to  the  Valley  with  this  i 
can  get  five  thouaand  men  here  by  eight  o'i* 
Brotherton.  ~ 
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^  And  precipitate  a  riot,  George,''  put  In  the  Doctor  softly, 
hich  is  one  of  the  things  they  desire.  In  the  riot  the 
Tder  of  Grant  could  be  easily  handled  and  I  don*t  belicvo 
7  will  do  more  than  try  to  scare  him  otherwise.** 
'Why?"  again  queried  Nathan  Perry,  towering  thin  and 
-Tons  above  the  seated  council. 

'Well,"  piped  the  Doctor,  with  his  chin  on  his  cane,  **ho*fl 
»  big  a  figure  nationally  for  murder — *' 
'•Well,  then — what  do  you  propose,  gcnlleniont"  askeil 
wry  who,  being  the  youngest  man  in  the  counril,  was  im- 
tient 

Fenn  rose,  his  back  to  the  ornamental  logs  pilod  diuMira 
Rly  in  the  fireplace,  and  answered : 

''To  sound  the  clarion  means  riot  and  liloniUhi'd  ami 
flnre  for  the  cause. ' ' 

"To  let  things  drift,"  put  in  Brotherton.  *'|MitN  UranI  in 
fc|?er." 

''Of  what?"  asked  the  Doctor. 

'*Well,  of  indignities  unspeakable  and  rrui'l  turlun*,*'  n* 
hied  Brotherton. 

''I'm  sure  that's  all,  George.  Uui  vnu't  wi*  wi*  finir 
p  thatt"  said  Fenn.  "Can't  we  Ntunrl  ofT  thf  iiiohf  A 
b's  a  coward." 

*It'8  the  least  we  can  do,"  sairl  ivrry. 
'And  all  you  can  do,  Nate,"  arMi'l  \Uv  I»im  inr.  wiih  tlm 
irineas  of  age  in  his  voice  and  in  hit  «'«iiinni  I 
lut  when  the  group  separatH  ari'l  thr  li'iiim  iitnnil  ii|i 

hill  in  his  electric,  his  hfrart  -a^h  x'ln   MiDnf.  Lm,  unii  !,• 
ike  to  the  wife  of  his  \t(r^iin  of  tin-  hunUu  id.ii   ^.n.*  ..n 

heart.    Then,  after  a  'Jmn'-r  >'.ir»i\/   iii.:ifi|.   iin    \h.' 

•  harried  down  town  to  rr.'-«rt  w.Vi  m.«  rr.i  n  ui  Mf.ilii  * i'«n  • 
Kn  Mrs.  Nesbit  .saw  Th<r  <;<•"'.".'  ';.;.  ir.'i*  r  n.f  i,.it  !.•  i  l\i  i 
pulse  was  to  call  up  r.^-r  -:4  ./'*'•  '.*    *».'   tt  i.  j.t.'.n'     #.i.«f 

•  at  Foley  that  «*v^:i !:.:.'.     f  .»  -^    •  f  ;/.•  u.j.*  i..i  '\».    •.... 

;  in  the  days  of  h'-r  ^  r..v.»-  y.>..  -:,-.'.' *i     m..  ',.i..fi.i     i./ 

K>rge  Brotherton.  a;.--]  -a'.c.  ...t,   *!.•   *,,»»   ..i.*!  \ » 

g  fear  in  the  pir.ic.  '..;'>»-■.'•-  .  r.  » .  i. .-  .j  >  >  .  . 
It  the  woman  to  %.r  <;  :  •  .  /  .:•..,'»..■:    t     . 

le  feared  she  wo-.:  -y-  i*-.--^  ■        ;  ,  .. 

lephone  recei^tr.     --.»  r^-  *./    *•   ;-.,.*. 
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Adams  irith  bis  broken  le;  in  Bpliots  was  tittitiff  wU 
read  to  him.     She  stood  looking  at  tbe  lovtra  tar  a  a 

"Children,"  she  said,  "Grant  Adams  ia  in  gtrUH 
We  must  help  him.'* 

To  their  startled  quexlione,  shp  ansm^rtd :  "lie  tl 
your  fatbcr,  Lila,  to  release  him  from  the  prwon  V 
If  he  is  not  released,  a  mob  will  take  (iraot  m  \k 
that  poor  fool  la.stni(;ht  and — "  She  stopped,  tanw4 
them  a  per1iirl>ed  and  fear-wrinklet)  face.  Tbm  4 
qnickly:  "I  don't  know  that  I  owe  Orvnt  AdaiwM 
but — joii  children  do — "  She  did  not  eomptrt*  li 
tence,  btit  hurst  out:  "I  don't  pare  for  Tom  Vaa 
court,  his  (trand  foldcrol  snd  mnmmery  of  the  hn< 
going  to  send  a  man  lo  death  lo-ni^ht  be«in«*  his ' 
demand  it.  And  we  must  stop  it — yoa  and  LiU 
Kenj*on." 

Kenyon  renohed  out,  tried  lo  rise  and  f«i1<>d,  but  | 
her  strung,  elTeetive  hand,  as  he  cried:  "What  cnt 
what  can  T  dot" 

She  went  into  the  Doctor's  office  and  brongtit  out' 
erntehes. 

"Take  thcBc,"  ahe  Raid,  "then  ni  help  you  dl 
porch  steps— nnd  yuu  go  to  your  mother!  Tfial^  ifi 
can  du.  .Maybe  she  can  Rlop  him — abe  hax  done  a  m 
other  worse  Ihin^  with  him." 

She  literally  lifted  tbe  tottering  yonlh  down  the  i 
steps  and  a  few  moments  later  bis  crtitchca  were 
upon  the  Rtone  steps  that  rose  in  front  of  the  prmi 
n  Van  Dorn.     Margaret  had  seen  him  coming  and  I 

"    i  he  ranp  tbe  bell, 

B  looked  the  dreadful  wonder  in  her  mind  and  aa 

r  band  to  uteady  himself,  he  i^jmkt  while  she  waa' 
htm  lu  ait. 

"Vou  are  my  mother,"  he  said  Jtimply.  "I  know  I 
He  felt  her  band  tighten  on  bis  arm.  She  bent  over  j 
with  fltiifcr  on  lips,  whiKpemt:  "Huab.  htnb,  tha  ] 
JD  there — what  in  it,  KenyonT"  I 

"I  want  you  to  sare  Grant." 

She  still  stood  over  him,  looking 
eyea  shot  with  tbe  evidence  of  a  strc 
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07011,  Kenyon — my  boy — mj  sonl"  die  whmpered, 
lid  greedily:  ''Let  me  say  it  again — my  son!"  She 
sred  the  word  ''son"  for  a  moment,  stooping  over  him, 
Dg  kk  forehead  gently  with  her  fingers.  Then  she 
under  her  breath:  "What  about  that  man— your — 
t  What  have  I  to  do  with  him  r ' ' 
readied  for  her  hands  beseechingly  and  said:  "We 
king  your  husband,  the  Judge,  to  let  him  out  of  jail 
bt,  for  if  the  Judge  doesn  't  release  Grant — they  are 
to  mob  him  and  maybe  kill  him!  Oh,  won't  you  save 
You  can.  I  know  you  can.  The  Judge  will  let  him 
you  demand  it." 

Y  son,  my  son!"  the  woman  answered  as  she  looked 
Jy  at  him.    "You  are  my  son,  my  very  own,  aren't 

stooped  to  look  into  his  eyes  and  cried:    "Oh,  you're 

' — her  trembling  fingers  ran  over  his  face.    "My  eyesi 

dr.    You  have  my  voice — 0  God — why  haven't  they 

it  outt"    Then  she  began  whispering  over  again  the 

"My  son." 

lock  chimed  the  half-hour.  It  checked  her.  ''Hell 
!k  in  half  an  hour,"  she  said,  rising;  then —  "So 
e  going  to  mob  Grant,  are  theyf  And  he  sent  you 
sking  me  for  mercy  1 ' ' 

yon  shook  his  head  in  protest  and  cried :  "No,  no,  no, 
esn't  even  know — " 

k>oked  at  the  young  man  and  became  convinced  that 
i  telling  the  truth ;  but  she  was  sure  that  Laura  Van 
had  sent  him.  It  was  her  habit  of  mind  to  see  the 
ir  motive.  So  the  passion  of  motherhood  fiaring  up 
irears  of  suppression  quickly  died  down.  It  could  not 
ite  her  in  her  late  forties,  even  for  the  time,  nor  even 
le  power  which  held  her  during  the  night  of  the  riot  in 
Harvey,  when  she  was  in  her  thirties.  The  passion 
:herhood  with  Margaret  Van  Dom  was  largely  a  mem- 
ut  hate  was  a  livdy  and  material  emotion, 
fondled  her  son  in  the  simulation  of  a  paasbn  that 
i  not  feel — and  when  in  his  eagerness  ke  tried  vainly 
her  to  a  promise  to  help  his  fiitker^  alie  would  only 
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"Kenyon,  oh,  my  son,  my  besutiful  wn — jaS 
give  my  life  for  jou — " 

T}ie  son  loobcd  into  the  dead,  brassy  pyoi  uf  bs  i 
saw  her  droupiii);  mouth,  with  tlte  tirown  lips  tlut  h 
beeu  litaiiied  that  day;  observed  tbe  aliuuptag  bm 
her  over-massu^-d  fuee,  and  felt  with  a  shudder  tW 
of  her  fJDgers— and  he  knew  in  hia  heart  that  aht  wni 
ins  him.  A  moment  after  she  bad  apoken  the  mU 
going  to  the  station  for  the  Judge  backed  out  of  tkti 
and  tnrned  into  the  strt-el. 

"Vou  must  go  now,"  she  cried,  dinging  to  tiim. 
son — son — my  only  son — come  to  nic,  come  to  yoar  i 
sometimes  for  her  love.     He  is  coming  now  in  a  few  fl 
on  the  eight  o'clock  train.    You  must  not  let  bin 
here." 

She  helped  Kenyon  to  rise.     He  slumblrd  aercai  tl 
to  the  steps  and  she  helped  him  gently  down  to  I' 
She  stood   play-acting  for  him  a  moment   in   whi 
pantomime,  then  she  turned  and  hurried  indoon 
the  inquisitive  maid  servant  with: 

"Just  that  Kenyon  Adams— tbe  mnsician — mwtvJi 
boy.  hut  he  wanted  me  to  interfere  with  the  Jndn  * 
worthless  brother,  Grant.  The  Neshits  sent  hi 
know  the  Nesbit  woman  is  erazy  about  lh«t  aoarehia 
Nailine,  did  Chalmers  see  KenyonT  You  know  Ct 
just  blabs  everything  to  the  Judge." 

Nadine  indic«ttd  that  Chalmen  hwl  reeo|rniaad 
as  he  crawled  up  the  veranda  Ettepa  and   Mn.  Vm 
replied:     '"Very  well,  I'll  be  ready  for  him,"     And 
hour  later,  when  the  Judtie  drove  up,  his  wife  IMI 
be  wan  putting  his  valise  in  his  ntom: 

"Dahling."  she  xaid  as  afae  closed  the  door,  "tbat 
Adams  was  over  here,  appealing  to  me  for  bis  I 
Grant." 

"Wcllt"  asked  the  Judge  contemptuously. 

"You  have  him  where  we  want  him  now, 
anKwercd.  "If  you  refuse  him  his  freedom,  tbe 
get  him.  And  oh,  oh,  oh,"  she  cried  passionately, 
Iheyll  bang  htm,  bang  bim,  highcr'n  Haman.  T 
take  the  tuat  out  of  the  old  Neabit  cat  aad  that  otfai 
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^theart,  to  have  her  daughter  marrying  the  brother 
n  who  was  hanged  1    That'll  bring  them  down." 
ih  acroa  the  Judge's  face  told  the  woman  where  her 
I  was  leading  her.    It  angered  her. 
that  holds  you,  does  itf    That  binds  the  hands  of 
Ige,  does  itt    This  wonderful  daughter,  who  snubs 
the  street— she  mustn't  marry  the  brother  of  a  man 
s  hanged !"    Margaret  laughed,  and  the  Judged  glow- 
rage  until  the  scar  stood  white  upon  his  purple  brow, 
iliug,"  she  leered,  ''remember  our  little  discussion 
yon  Adams's  parentage  that  night!    Maybe  our  dear 
irl  is  going  to  marry  the  son,  the  son,"  she  repeated 
iy,  ''of  a  man  who  was  hanged!" 
tepped  toward  her  crying:    "For  Ood's  sake,  quit! 

.  I  hope  hell  hang.  I  hope  he'll  hang  and  you've  got 
ar  him!    You've  got  to  hang  him!"  she  mocked  ex- 

man  turned  in  rage.  He  feared  the  powerful,  physi- 
itnre  before' him.  He  had  never  dared  to  strike  her. 
med  past  her  and  ran  slinking  down  the  hall  and  out 

door— out  from  the  temple  of  love,  which  he  had 
I — somewhat  upon  sand  perhaps,  but  still  the  temple 
A  rather  sad  place  it  was,  withal,  in  which  to  rest 
try  bones  of  the  hunter  home  from  the  hills,  after  a 
g  ride  to  hounds  in  the  primrose  hunt. 
ttood  for  a  moment  upon  the  steps  of  the  veranda, 
lis  heart  pumped  the  bile  of  hate  through  him;  and 
ly  bearing  a  soft  footfall,  he  turned  his  head  quickly, 
w  Lila — his  daughter.  As  he  turned  toward  her  m 
light  it  struck  him  like  a  blow  in  the  face  that  she  in 
'ay  qrmbolized  all  that  he  had  always  longed  for — his 
inable    ideal;    for    she    seemed    young — immortally 

and  sweet.  The  grace  of  maidenhood  shone  from  her 
«  tamed  an  esger  but  infinitely  wistful  face  up  to 
id  for  a  second  the  picture  of  the  slim,  white-clad 

enveloping  and  radiating  the  gentle  eagerness  of  a 
fal  soul,  came  to  him  like  the  disturbing  memory  of 
agoe,  lost  dream  and  confused  him.  While  she  spoke 
ped  back  to  the  moment  blindly  and  heard  her  say : 


I 


I 
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"Ob,  yon  will  help  me  now,  tfajs  onec,  Uus  oom  * 
it;  you  will  help  mel"  As  ahe  spaka  abe  eJatdwd  Uii 
Her  voice  dropped  to  a  whisper.  "Fath«r,  don't  Ml 
murder  him — ^lou't,  oh,  please,  falher — for  ne,  w»~ 
save  him  for  me — won't  you  let  bin  out  of  jail  oowl' 

"Lila,  child,"  the  Judj^e  hetd  nut  hw  hand  nm 
"it's  not  whitt  [  want  to  do;  it's  the  law  that  I  mart 
Why,  1  can't  do~" 

"If  Mr  Ahab  Wrifibt  wss  in  jail  as  Grant  if  i 
workmen  had  the  Stiiti>  g^ovprnmeot,  what  would  i 
say  T ' '  she  antwered.  Then  she  gripped  his  haods  sod ' 
"Oh,  father,  futher,  h«ve  merey,  have  mercy  •  We  k 
so  and  it  will  kill  Kenyon.  Grant  has  been  like  a  b 
Kenyun:  he  hax  br-en — " 

"Tell  me  this.  Lila."  the  Jud^  stopped  her;  b«  h 
hands  in  his  cold,  hard  palms.  "  Wbo  is  KenyOD— «t 
father — do  yoti  knowT" 

"Vcs,  I  know,"  the  daughter  r«plie<l  quietly. 

"Tell  me,  then.     I  ouRht  to  know."  be  demanded. 

"There  is  just  one  riRht  by  which  j-oii  ran  aak,"  i 
gan.  "But  if  you  refuse  me  lht« — by  what  other  r 
you  askT  Oh.  daddy,  daddy,"  die  mbbcfl.  "In  07 
I  call  yon  thai.  Did  you  ever  bear  that  name, 
daddy— I  want  you — for  my  sake,  to  mve  this  man,  1 

The  Jiidgt  heard  the  words  that  for  yean  had  aot 
his  heart.  They  cut  deep  into  his  beinff.  But  tbey 
DO  quick, 

"Well,  daughter,"  fa«  answered,  "as  a  father — ass 
wbo  will  help  you  all  he  can — I  ask.  then,  wbo  is  I 
Adams's  falhcrl" 

"Grant,"  answered  the  girl  simply. 

"Then  yon  are  ^in^  to  marry  an  illefritiinat»- 

"I  shall  marry  a  noble,  pure-aouled  nii»n.  fitther."" 

"But,  l.ila — Lila,"  he  rasped,  "who  is  his  raotbert 

Then  she  shrank  sway  from  bim.  She  shook  hi 
sadly,  and  withdrew  her  hands  from  bis  forcibly 
cried: 

"O  father — father — daddy,  have  yon  no  be«rt— 
at  ailt"    She  looked  beseechinxly  up  into  hb  (aee  1 
fore  ha  eoold  r«ply,  she  seemed  to  decide  upon  m 
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''Fatber,  it  is  sacred — very  sacred  to  me,  a  beaotifiil 
that  I  carry  of  you,  when  I  think  of  the  word 
mddy.*  I  have  never,  never,  not  even  to  mother,  nor  to 
imroB  spoken  of  it.  But  I  see  you  young,  and  strai^^ 
d  tall  and  very  handsome.  You  have  on  light  gray  clothes 
fA  a  red  flower  on  your  coat,  and  I  am  in  your  arms  hug* 
■(  yoo,  and  then  you  put  me  down,  and  I  stand  crying 
ladiqr,  daddy,'  after  you,  when  you  are  called  away  some- 
Oh,  then — ^then,  oh,  I  know  that  then — I  don't  know 
you  went  nor  anything,  but  then,  then  when  I  snuggled 
Ills  yoU|  surely  you  would  have  heard  me  if  I  had  asked  you 
hat  I  am  adring  now." 

Hia  daughter  paused,  but  the  father  did  not  answer  at 
He  looked  away  from  her  across  the  years.  In  the 
Lila  was  aware  that  in  the  doorway  back  of  her 
Iflber,  Margaret  Van  Dorn  stood  listening.  Her  husband 
id  not  know  that  she  was  there. 

''LUa,"  he  began,  "you  have  told  me  that  Kenyon*s  father 
lOrant  Adams,  why  do  you  shield  his  mother  t ' ' 
|The  daughter  stood  looking  intently  into  the  braxen  eyea 
I  her  father,  trying  to  find  some  way  into  his  heart 
nther.  Grant  Adams  is  before  your  court.  Ue  is  the 
fktr  of  the  man  whom  I  shall  marry.  You  have  a  right 
!  ioiow  all  there  is  to  know  about  Grant  Adams."  She 
iok  her  head  decisively.  ''But  Kenyon's  mother,  that  has 
Hung  to  do  with  what  I  am  asking  you!"  She  paused, 
te  cried  passionately:  ''Kenyon^s  mother — oh,  father, 
tt*a  some  poor  woman  *s  secret,  which  has  no  b«iring  on 
Kb  case.  If  you  had  any  right  on  earth  to  know,  I  should 
1  you ;  but  you  have  no  right." 

•'•Now,  Lila,*'  answered  her  father  petulantly — **look  here 
why  do  you  get  entangled  with  those  Adamses  t  They  are 
low  lot.  Girl,  a  Van  Dorn  has  no  business  stooping  to 
ferry  an  Adams.  Miserable  mongrel  blood  is  that  Adams 
mod  child.  Why  the  Van  Doms — "  but  Lila*s  pleading, 
bful  voice  went  on : 

'*In  all  my  life,  father,  I  have  asked  you  only  this  one 
|fag,  and  this  is  just,  you  know  how  just  it  is — that  you 
pp  my  future  husband's  father  from  a  cruel,  shameful 
Itth.    And — now — "  her  voice  was  quivering,  near  the 
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breakiii(f  point,  aud  she  cried:     "And  omr,  now  jra> 
blood  aud  family.     Whal  aro  thej-  in  un  hoar  like  tlm 
father — father,  would  my  daddy — tbe  fim,  strao 
daddy  uf  my  dreams  do  thial     Would  be — WDuk 
daddy— daddy — daddy ! ' '  she  cried,  beseeehuijtlr. 

Perhaps  he  could  see  in  her  Cac«  tbe  eotiKioiu 
some  one  was  behind  him,  for  be  turned  and  cav 
staudiug  in  the  doorway.  As  he  saw  her,  tbere  n 
the  familiar  devil  she  always  nrouNed,  which  in 
years  wore  the  mask  of  love,  but  dropped  that  mat 
sneer  of  hate.  It  was  the  devil's  own  voice  that 
quietly,  suavely,  and  with  a  bardneaa  that  chilled  hii 
t«r'8  heart.  "Lila,  perhaps  the  secret  of  KenyoD* 
is  no  affair  of  mine,  but  neither  ia  Grant  Adanut's  fate 
turn  him  baek  to  the  jailer,  an  affair  of  mine,  liot  jv 
Grant's  affair  mine;  well,  then — 1  make  this  Mcrat 
fair  of  mine.  If  you  want  me  to  release  Grant  A 
well,  then,  I  insist."  The  gray  features  of  his  wifet 
him;  but  he  smiled  and  waved  his  hand  grandly 
miserable  woman,  as  be  went  on:  "Yog  ne  my  «! 
bragged  lo  me  once  or  twiee  that  she  knowa  wbo  ~ 
mother  is,  Lila,  and  now — " 

The  dauRhter  put  her  hands  to  her  face  and 
sick  with  the  horror  of  tbe  scene.  Her  heart  rerotlad 
the  vile  intrj^n'  her  father  was  propoaing.  9m 
and  faced  bim,  clasping  her  hands  in  her  anffutih,  Ul 
burnii)(;  face  for  a  moment  and  stared  pitvouxly  al 
she  sobbed:  "O  dear,  dear  God — is  thia  my  fatb^ 
abakiiig  with  shame  and  horror  she  turned  away. 


CHAPTER  L 

IQB  VAN  DORN  8INQ8  SOMB  MERBT   SONOB  AND  THBT  TAKB 
GRANT  ADAMS  BEUIND  A  WHITE  DOOR 

i  FTER  argruments  of  counsel,  after  citation  of  caset, 
k  after  the  applause  of  Market  Street  at  some  inci- 
^  dental  obiter  dicta  of  Judge  Van  Dom's  about  the 
Its  of  property,  after  the  court  had  put  on  its  tortoise- 
1  rimmed  glasses,  which  the  court  had  brought  home 
n  its  recent  trip  to  Chicago  to  witness  the  renomination 
^resident  Taft,  after  the  court,  peering  through  its  brown- 
ned  spectacles,  was  fumbling  over  its  typewritten  opin- 
from  the  typewriter  of  the  offices  of  Calvin  &  Calvin, 
tten  during  the  afternoon  by  the  court's  legal  alter  ego, 
T  the  court  had  cleared  its  throat  to  proceed  with  the 
ling  of  the  answer  to  the  petition  in  habeas  corpus  of 
nt  Adams,  the  court,  through  its  owlish  glasses,  saw  the 
i  of  the  petitioner  Adams  fixed,  as  the  court  believed, 
ignantly  on  the  court. 

Adams,"  barked  the  court,  "stand  up!"    With  his  black 
ich  hat  in  his  hand,  the  petitioner  Adams  rose.    It  was  a 
night  and  he  wiped  his  brow  with  a  red  handkerchief 
itetl  about  his  steel  claw. 

Adams,"  began  the  court,  laying  down  the  typewritten 
luseript,  **I  suppose  you  think  you  are  a  martyr." 
he  court  paused.    Grant  Adams  made  no  reply.    The 
rt  insisted: 

Well,  speak  up.  Aren't  you  a  martyr?" 
No,"  meeting  the  eye  of  the  court,  **I  want  to  get  out 
net  to  work  too  keenly  to  be  a  martyr." 
To  got  to  work,"  sneered  the  court.  "You  mean  to  keep 
}TH  from  going  to  work.  Now,  Adams,  isn't  it  true  that 
are  trying  to  steal  the  property  of  this  district  from  its 
il  owners  by  riot  and  set  yourself  up  as  the  head  of  your 
nocracy  of  Labor,  to  fatten  on  the  folly  of  the  working 
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men!"  The  court  did  not  paii»e  for  a  r*plj'.  but  e 
"Now,  Adams,  there  is  iio  merit  to  tbc  cootraliuM  <f 
couiiHi'l  in  this  houring,  Init,  wen  if  tbcrc  ww 
Dical  Wfiuht  1o  bis  )irgiin]ent<i,  tbe  moral  iwni 
tbe  vast  importance  of  this  case  to  the  pencrmi  w^Im 
tbia  Bepiiliiic.  would  ffmipcl  this  wiin  to  lake  Jodie: 
tice  of  the  lotric  nf  its  decision  in  your  fa»ur.  For  ft  n 
release  oniirchy,  backed  by  le^l  authority,  and  atrikci 
the  arm  of  the  State  in  protecting  property  and  ■ 

The  court  paufied.  and,  takinff  its  heavy  i_ 
fingers,  twirled  them  before  aKktniz:  "  Atlanis.  doywi' 
yoii  are  a  OodT  What  is  this  rot  yoii'r*  tslkiof  abi 
Prince  of  Peace?  What  do  you  mean  by  laying  i 
can  hurt  youf  If  you  know  nothini;  nn  hnn  ym 
do  you  let  your  attorney  plead  the  baby  act  and  4edv« 
if  you  are  not  n-lcawd  to-night,  a  mob  will  wait  on 
If  you  are  a  Ood,  why  don't  yon  help  yourself — ifw 
mob,  overeome  the  devil  T" 

The  crowd  Iaug:hcd  and  the  court  perfnnclorily  i 
for  order  The  lau(;h  wan  frankincense  and  myrrh  1 
court.  So  the  enurt  clearly  showed  itH  apprecimttoo 
own  tine  sareaxm  as  it  rapped  for  order  and  t^ntuiM 
aolently:  "See  here,  Adamti,  if  you  aren't  i-raay.  ■ 
you  trying  to  do  T  What  do  you  cxpret  to  get  DUt  of  «l 
glib  talk  about  the  power  of  Kpirilual  foreni  and  the  J 
fu)  rerohition  and  the  power  ureater  than  bullets  siK 
fatiniical  railing  ntioul  the  Ilnly  flhoat  in  Ihr  ilupeayt 
inciting  to  inurdert  Come  now,  maybe  yini  are  i 
Ma>'he  if  you'd  lalh  and  not  utand  th<'re  like  a  looa— 

Again  the  crowd  reared  and  again  the  enurt  mpa 
its  chuckle  and  airaiu  order  wan  reniored.  "Maybe  if 
Dot  stand  there  grouching,  you'd  prove  to  the  i 
yoD  are  eraiy.  and  on  the  groun<ls  of  inMni^  tbt 
migfat  grant  your  prayer  Come,  now,  Adam,  ■ 
tba  whole  lenelh.     (lire  tw  your  erewl!" 

"Wctl,"  bi-gan  Adama,  "ainee  yon  want — *' 

"Don't  yon  know  how  to  addran  a  eourtl"    Tb* 
b«Ilowed. 

"To  say  'Tour  honor'  wonid  be  a  formality  i 
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friends  would  Ungh  at,"  implied  Qraat  qnietly.  Tbft 
I  iiisMHl;  the  court  turned  purple.  Dnal  Adani  nlood 
with  white  face  and  (|uiv«riiifr  muflcles.  Ilia  jaws 
■  A  and  bis  fiKt  Ricucfaed.  Yet  wbra  be  apakt*  he  bM  hb 
Jiiwn.  In  it  was  no  evidence  af  hbi  tension.  Fartins 
-   '  •■••  lirvt  few  nioiDetits  of  liiH  Npcrvb  tbe  little  group  of  hia 

■  cntls — l>r.  NeHbit,  tieorpe  Urutherton,  Captain  Slnrton, 
■Ihan  IVrry  and  Amos  Adams — wfao  <utt  at  the  iair.vcra' 
%itf  with  Henry  Kenu,  Grant  AdamM  pltintfcd  Hbriiptly  into 
■I  em-d :  "I  believe  that  in  evory  human  adult  conacioiu- 
■■*  there  is  a  spark  of  nltniiam,  a  divine  fire,  which  marits 
HI  fathorhofxl  of  Gud  and  provea  tbe  brotherhood  of  niUL 

■  Tironnienl  fatiK  that  spark  or  xtifleK  it.  Ita  ^rowlb  is 
^dencod  in  human  institutions,  in  scaJes  attd  gradca  of 
i^lriation.  Chrint  was  a  glowing  tltnne  of  this  Are."  The 
mari  a*vt  a  knowing  wink  Lo  Ahab  Wright,  who  gririDed  at 
Be  eoitrt's  keen  tu'twi  of  humor  Adains  taw  the  wink,  but 
pKcedvd:  "That  is  what  Ho  meana  when  He  sajrs:  *1 
b  the  returreetion  and  the  life,'  for  oolf  aa  laen  and  itft- 

and  ciritizatioo  by  tbeir  tnstilutiuoa  fan  that 
(  to  fire,  will  they  live,  will  ibey  ooiujuer  ibe  foroes  of 
I  ever  within  tlicm. " 

far  Grant  Adains  bad  been  apealuog  alowly,  ad- 
iug  hinuielf  more  lo  hia  fricnda  and  the  eourt  atetiofcrft- 
r  than  tbv  crowd.  Now  he  faced  the  crowd  deftantly  aa 
I  bia  voice  ritto  and  cried:  "Thia  ia  do  Bwterial  worid. 
iiity  is  Uod  trying  tu  expren  HimMdf  Id  lenaa  of 
—with  the  Hiid  handicap  ut  tine  and  apiaer  ever  hold- 
k  the  Eternal  Spirit  in  cheek.  We  are  all  Gods." 
'Xiriun  .Market  Street,  which  wonthipod  the  pitl  material, 
Kaet],  Oram  turned  to  the  mm  in  the  Iwochea  a  mad, 
fctatiu  face  and  throwing  tits  crippled  arm  hiih  above  hia 
^d,  cried  aloud  ; 

""O  men  of  Harvey,  men  with  whom  1  have  lind  aod 
--irod,  I  would  ifivo  my  life  if  you  oould  tuiderataad  me; 
J  nould  know  in  your  brarta  bow  paMuQuately  I  yearn 
:  into  .vuur  souls  the  kiiuwlodge  that  ooly  a«  ymi  give 
Hill  have,  only  aa  you  love  tbeae  n»en  of  tbe  mifiea  aod 
^  aaly  aa  ymi  are  brotbera  to  tbaaa  giaka  aod  wnpa  and 
lOlai,  will  proaperity  come  to  Harvay.    *I  an  tba  ronir- 
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rection  and  the  life'  should  rinfr  tbrou^  jour  mill 
when  brolherbood.  expressed  ia  law  tti>tl  cual«tu».  pi*** 
men  their  rightful  stiare  iti  the  products  of  iheir  Ulw 
resurreeted  society  will  benin  to  live."  He  viuppcd 
stilt  for  a  oioineiit,  (razing,  almost  glaring,  into  ibe  r] 
the  crowd.  Aliab  Wright  dropped  htx  gmiE.  But 
Hollander,  who  heard  nothing,  glared  aoj^ily  back. 
leaning  forward  and  thi^wing  out  bia  claw  am  if  to  p 
them,  tirant  Adams,  let  out  his  great  voice  in  a  nj 
startled  Market  Street  into  a  shudder  as  he  s|Mike.  " 
come,  come  with  us  and  live,  oh.  men  of  Market  Strw 
who  are  dead  and  damned!  Come  with  un  st>d  live, 
the  way  and  the  life.'  "  He  checked  his  rising  vutfc 
said:  "Come,  let  ua  go  forward  together,  for  only  ibe 
God,  Htriving  for  justice  in  humanity,  restore  your  dea 
atrophied  aouls.  Have  failh  that  aa  you  give  yoa  will 
aa  you  love,  will  you  live."  Ifia  maimer  cbiDScd  i 
The  court  was  growing  resttesa.  Grant's  voicv  wa 
pitched,  but  it  showed  a  heas'y  tenitinn  of  cnotioa. 
Htrctchcd  his  hand  as  one  pleading;  "Oh,  rgine  wit 
Come  with  ua — your  brnlhen.  Wc  are  one  body,  why  d 
wo  have  different  aimst  We  are  ten  tbouaaod  hm,  jn 
many  more.  Perhaps  we  are  only  dreaming  a  wmt  i 
but  if  you  come  with  us  we  shall  ail  awake  froa  aor^ 
into  u  glorioux  reality." 

Market  Street  laughed.  John  Hollander  hawMi  * 
an  anarchixt — a  Kocialixt !"  Grant  Iciokcfl  at  tbe  dM 
roan  in  his  blue  coat  and  bram  buttons  adorned  with  I 
little  Hags,  to  advertise  his  patriotism.  Taking  a  ewe 
•John  Kollander,  Grant  cried:  "I  am  moving  with  Ih 
rent  of  Heavenly  love,  1  am  a  part  of  that  love  that  il' 
ing  into  thi»  planet  from  the  inllnite  aouroe  of  life  h 
our  ken.  I  aro  moved,  I  know  not  how.  I  am  impa 
oet,  I  know  not  whence.  1  go  I  know  not  where — onty  I 
failh.  faith  that  feara  nothing,  faith  that  lella  me  tk 
somuch  as  I  act  in  love,  1  am  a  part  of  the  Great  Pi 
moving  the  nniveroe,  immortal,  all  powerful,  vital,  t] 
carnation  of  IlappinrH*!  I  am  trying— trying — ah, 
how  I  am  trying,  to  bring  into  the  world  all  the  low  thi 
aDul  wU  mrry.    I  am — " 
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''That's  enoQgh/'  mapped  the  court;  and  turning  to  Jo- 
CalTin,  Judge  Van  Dom  said:    ''That  man's  craiy. 


eourt  has  no  jurisdiction  over  the  insane.    His  family 

Ining  a  proceeding  in  habeas  corpus  before  the  probate 

of  the  county  on  the  ground  of  the  prisoner's  insanity. 

I  hsTe  no  right  to  take  judicial  notice  of  his  insanity." 

Judge  folded  up  his  opinion,  twirled  his  heavy  glasses 

it,  blinked  wisely  and  said:    ''Gentlemen,  this  is  no 

fbr  me.    This  is  a  crazy  man.    I  wash  my  hands  of  the 

busineas!" 

rose,  put  away  his  glasses  deliberately,  and  was  step- 
from  his  dais,  when  up  rose  big  George  Brotherton  and 
lid: 

'*8sj,  Tom  Van  Dom — if  you  want  this  man  murdered, 
f  wo.  It  you  want  him  saved,  say  so.  Don't  polly-fox 
mud  here,  dodging  the  issue.  You  know  the  truth  of  the 
itteras  well  as—" 

the  eourt  smiled  tolerantly  at  the  impetuous  fellow,  who 
m  dearly  in  contempt  of  court.    The  crowd  waited  breath- 

■ly. 

^*WeU,  George,"  said  the  suave.  Judii^e  with  condescension 
Ilia  tone  as  he  strutted  into  the  group  of  lawyers  and  re- 
rtars  about  him,  "if  you  know  so  much  about  this  case, 
lat  is  the  truth t"  The  crowd  roared  its  approval.  "But 
m  a  ball,  George — don*t  bother  me  with  it.  It*s  out  of  my 
risdiction. ' ' 

Bk»  saying,  he  elbowed  his  way  out  of  the  room  into  his 
lea  and  soon  was  in  his  automobile,  driving  toward  the 
pantry  Club.  He  had  agreed  to  be  out  of  reach  by  tele- 
looe  during  the  evening  and  that  part  of  the  agreement 
\  decided  to  keep. 

After  the  Jud^e  left  the  room  Market  Street  rose  and 
lid  out,  leaving  Grant  standing  among  the  little  group  of 
p  friends.  The  sheriff  stood  near  by,  chatting  with  the 
jper  and  as  Brotherton  came  up  to  bid  Grant  goodnight, 
■otberton  felt  a  piece  of  paper  slip  into  his  hands,  when 
Idiook  hands  with  Grant.  '*Don*t  let  it  leave  your  pocket 
Itil  you  see  me  again,"  said  Grant  in  a  monotone,  that  no 
p  noticed. 
The  group— Dr.  Nesbit,  Nathan  Perry,  George  Brotherton 


I 
I 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  A  POOL 


and  Captain  Morton — stood  dazed  and 
OrADt.     No  uiie  knew  i-xavtljr  wli«l  Doio  lo  kti 
ot  aiiger  or  uf  warniug  or  of  iibecr.     It  was  CafiUia 
who  broke  the  silcnw. 

"  'Y  K'>''y.  ">«" — frw  speech  is  all  right,  and  !'■  ) 
Blay  with  you.  boy.  and  light  it  out;  but,  Uraal.  ih 
look  mighty  Hhaky  here,  and  1  wonder  if  it 'a  woitk 
that  claw*  of  people,  ch  T" 

From  the  Captain,  Nathan  Perry  took  hia  rot  "I 
Bay,  (iruiit,  thut  tliey'll  make  trouble  to-oifbt.  8k 
we  call  out  (he  boys  from  the  Valley,  and — ** 

Grant  cut  in: 

"Jien.  1  know  what  vou  fear,"  he  said-  "Too  an 
they  will  kill  me.  Why.  '^py  can't  ItiH  n»!  AU  tk 
that  is  worth  living  ir  immortal.  What  dilTrrener 
make  about  this  body!"  Ilia  faee  wan  atilt  lifted  « 
glow  it  wore  while  he  was  addrening  the  eoarl 
tliousand  people  in  the  Valley  have  tny  faith.  And 
know  that  even  thin  strike  is  not  Important.  The 
Democracy  of  Labor  is  a  spiritnal  caste.  And  it  hi 
planted  in  millionK  of  minds.  It  «n  nerer  die.  Il 
immortal.  What  have  guun  and  mpes  and  atrd  bar 
with  a  vision  like  IhitiT"  He  threw  back  hia  brad,  k 
eyea  blaze<l  and  he  all  but  chanted  his  deftance  of  ■ 
thingK:  "What  can  they  do  to  me,  to  my  hltb,  tn 
these  Valley  people,  to  the  miUions  in  tlie  world  a 
what  we  see,  who  knuw  what  we  know  and  atrive  fa 
we  chertshT  Unn't  talk  to  me  about  death~-l 
death  for  God's  tnith.  An  for  this  miiM-rable  body 
He  \!tiz^ii  at  hia  friends  for  a  moment,  shook  hia  be 
and  walked  to  the  jailer. 

For  an  hour  after  the  sheriff  took  Grant  to  his  cell 
town  went  home  and  presumably  to  bed,  George  Bn 
with  Henry  Fenii  and  Nathan  Perry,  rolled  hia  ear 
the  court  houw  w)uare  in  the  still,  hot  June  night.  T 
tor  stood  by  his  cle^rtrie  ninabout,  for  half  an  boor  t 
Then,  the  Doctor  feeling  that  a  false  alarm  had  been 
whirred  up  the  hill  The  younger  men  atay«d  on 
Street.     They  left  it  long  after  midnight,  dmerted  m 

Aa  the  watching  party  broke  Dp,  •  triepbone  mMM 
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lit  offices  of  Calvin  ft  Calyin  winged  its  way  to  Sands  Park, 
M  from  the  shades  there  came  silently  a  great  company 
Sf  automobiles  with  hooded  lights.  One  separated  from  the 
Ithers  and  shot  down  into  the  Valley  of  the  Waboo.  The 
Miers  went  into  Market  Street. 

At  three  o'clock  the  work  there  was  done.  The  office  of  the 
larvey  Tribune  was  wrecked,  and  in  one  automobile  rode 
Lmos  Adams,  a  prisoner,  while  before  him,  surrounded  by  a 
inad  of  policemen,  rode  Grant  Adams,  bound  and  gagged. 

Around  the  policemen  the  mob  gathered,  and  at  the  city 
jmits  the  policemen  abandoned  Grant  and  Amos.  Their  in- 
tructions  were  to  take  the  two  men  out  of  town.  The  police- 
sen  knew  the  mob.  It  was  not  Mfcirket  Street.  It  was  the 
Ung  that  Market  Street  had  made  with  its  greed.  The  igno- 
mce  of  the  town,  the  scum  of  the  town — men,  white  and 
lack,  whom  Market  Street,  in  thoughtless  greed  the  world 
ver,  had  robbed  as  children  of  their  birthright ;  men  whose 
bief  joy  was  in  onielty  and  who  lusted  for  horror.  The 
iob  was  the  earth-bound  demon  of  Market  Street.  Only 
ohn  Kollandcr  in  his  brass  buttons  and  blue  soldier  clothes 
Del  stuttering  Kyle  Perry  and  one  or  two  others  of  the 
^Wn*s  respectability  were  with  the  mob  that  took  Grant 
dams  and  his  father  after  the  policemen  released  the  father 
Id  son  at  the  city  limits.  The  respectables  directed;  the 
>Um  and  the  scruff  of  the  town  followed,  yelping  not  unlike 
pack  of  hungry  dogs. 

%John  Kollander  led  the  way  to  the  country  club  grounds. 
Kere  was  a  wide  stretch  of  rolling  land,  (|uiet,  remote  from 
Ea^sing  intruders,  safe ;  and  there  great  elm  trees  cast  their 
rx>tccting  shade,  even  in  the  starlight,  over  such  deeds  aa 
t^n  might  wish  to  do  in  darkness. 

It  was  nearly  four  o'clock  and  the  clouds,  banked  high  in 
ae  west,  were  flaming  with  heat  lightning. 

On  the  wide  veranda  of  the  countr>'  club  alone,  with  a 
^phon  and  a  fancy,  square,  black  bottle,  sat  Judue  Thomas 
^mn  Dom.  lie  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves.  His  wilted  collar, 
tnmy  and  bedraggled,  lay  on  the  floor  l)eside  him.  He  was 
aoghing  at  something  not  visible  to  the  waiter,  who  sat 
irowsing  in  the  door  of  the  dining  room,  waiting  for  the 
udge  either  to  go  to  sleep  or  to  leave  the  club  in  his  car. 


A  f»ntdJ 
y\t  Penfl 
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The  Jud^  had  bceu  siD^ng  to  tumfielf  and  louglitiif  qM 
at  bis  uwn  ribaldry  for  nearly  ma  hour.  The  bext  had  aM 
•red  the  poker  tinmv  in  the  bawinent  and  «xecpt  hr 
Judge  aiid  the  waiter  the  dub  bouae  was  di-vened  1 
Jud«e  bit  the  table  with  the  black  bottle  ood  babbled: 

"IXjtf  Mi  A  xyr  Mniw, 
Oog  bit  •  riddlv-OI 
Dos  t-lt  •  HUU  hmr 
Mayinii  on  a  tMUOt" 

Then  be  laughed  and  said  to  the  slecpj'  wul«r: 
know  I  could  sing,  did  you.  Gualave!" 

The  waiter  frriniied.     Tbe  Judtce  did  not  bear 
,  bebiad  bim.    The  waiter  looked  up  and  aaw  Kyli 

"Ob.  I  know  •  tuld 
And  Kbe*a  not  aftaU 
To  fact— 

"Why,  hello  Kyle,  you  old  stuttering  w-oundri-l — hiw  i* 
OD  me — cleanses  the  teeth — sweetens  the  breath  aDd 
hair  grow  on  your  belly !" 

He  laughed  and  when  Kyle  broke  in: 

"S-B-say,  T-T-Tom,  the'  rf-fellows  are  all  over  in  "^ 
g-g-golf  M-links." 

"The  hell  they  are.  Kyle."  laughed  the  Judge  "Trll  -s 
to  come  over  and  bave  a  eold  one  on  me — Oustavc,  you 

"B-bbiit  they  d-ilmi  't  want  a  drink,  The  [» p  pub* 
b-b-bunch  said  you  were  here  and  th-lh-they  s-s-sent  mam 
to—" 

"S-8-8sure  they  d-d-did,  Kyle,"  internipted  Van  l^'r. 
"They  wnt  you  to  read  the  Declaration  of  I ndependen'f '' 
morrow  and  wanted  you  In  begin  now  and  get  a  f-f-p^ 
at-at-start ! "     lie  broke  into  wng: 

"Oil,  tlirr*  w>«  an  old  roan  Iron  D 
f>  j(ul  un  •  hrll  (if  ■  (tirBe, 
'  up  tb*  clock. 


"Say,  Kyle."  the  Judge  looked  up  foolisihly.  "you  didiV 
know  that  I  was  a  cantatrice."     lie  laughed  and  i 
the  last  word  niowly  three  times  and  then  giggled. 
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*'8tiU  iober.  I  tell  Mrs.  Van  Dorn  that  when  I  ean  say 
Bitalrice  or  Rpecification, "  he  repeated  that  word  slowly, 
I'm  fit  to  hold  court" 

''Oh,  ih«  kevbol«  in  tb«  door^ 
The  keyhole  in  the  door — ** 

i  bellowed. 

**Now,  l-Misten,  T-T-Tom,"  insisted  Perry.  ''I  t-t-tell 
m  the  bunch  has  g-g-got  Grant  Adams  and  the  old  man  out 
«re  in  the  g-g-golf  Minks  and  they  heard  you  were  h-h-here 
id  they  s-s-sent  me  to  tell  you  they  were  g-g-going  to 
K-give  him  all  the  d-d-degrees  and  they  w-w-want  to  t-t-tie 
•-•-sign  on  him  when  they  t-t-tum  him  loose  and  h-h-head 
jn  for  Oro-m-ma-h-ha — " 

"Bb-better  h-h-h-head  him  for  h-h-hell/'  mocked  the 
udge. 

**Well,  they've  g-got  an  iron  b-b-band  they've  b-b-bound 
D  h-h-him  and  they've  got  a  b-b-board  and  some  t-t-tar  and 
ley  w-w-want  a  m-motto." 

The  Judge  reached  for  his  fountain  pen  in  his  white  vest 
Dd  when  the  waiter  had  brought  a  sheet  of  paper,  he  scrib- 
kd  while  he  sang  sleepily : 

"Oh,  there  wee  a  man  and  he  could  do» 
He  could  do— he  could  do; 

*'Here/'  he  pushed  the  paper  to  Perry,  who  saw  the 
f>rds: 

"Get  on  to  the  Princ*  of  Pme% 
Big  Bote  of  the  Democracy  of  Lahor.** 

*' That's  k-k-kind  of  t-t-tame,  don't  y-y-you  think t"  said 
y\e. 
*  •  That 's  all  right,  Kyle — anyway,  what  I  've  written  goes ! 

"Oh,  there  was  an  old  wosaa  in  Oulaaa.** 

lie  sang  and  waved  Kyle  proudly  away.  And  in  another 
our  the  waiter  had  put  him  to  bed. 

It  was  nearly  dawn  when  George  Brotberton  had  told  his 
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8toi7  to  Laura.    They  mt  in  tlie  little,  date, 
In^  room  to  which  be  ealled  her. 

She  had  cumc  throiiith  rain  from  Harvey.  .\»  At  m 
iuto  tilt'  dreary,  tihabb.v,  little  ntum  iii  South  Uimr, 
its  artificiul  pultnit  and  arlitlcial  wreutlw — eheap,  en 
eiitl  babilinieuiH  of  ostcntatioua  mourning,  Laura  Van 
thougbt  bow  cniL-t  it  was  that  he  should  be  then-,  in  a  | 
place  at  the  eud.  with  ouly  the  heavy  hauils  of  paid  al 
acts  to  do  the  Lost  earthly  servins  for  him — wheat  ' 
life  was  a  symbol  of  luve. 

But  her  heart  was  BtrickeOf  deeply,  poiguoatly  cti 
by  the  Rreat  peace  she  fuuiid  b^od  the  white  door. 
tbiM  the  dust  touchoa  our  souls'  profoundeHl  depths — ilfll 
with  her  memory  of  that  f^eat  peace,  comes  thr  mriH^ 
the  odor  of  varoigh  and  carbolic  acid  and  the  drsvo,  _. 
face  of  George  Brothcrton,  as  he  stood  before  her  wh«a  ■ 
closed  the  door.     He  ^azod  at  her  piteously.  a  wreck  rfl 
mai),    Ktorii). battered    and    haggard.      l\is    \<\g    liamli  vM 
shakini;  with  a  pal^y  of  terrible  grief.     Hi)^  mouu  Uct    '' 
inanimate,   and   vagrant   emotions   from   bia    heart  ftx 
acrosM  his  teatures  in  quivers  of  aiigutufa.     iiu  thin  1 
was  tousb^d  and  bis  cIoUich  were  noiled  and  diaheveled. 

"1  thought  you  ought  to  know,  I^ura— at  once,"  hrt 
after  she  bad  closed  the  while  door  l>e)iind  her  and 
numb  and  dumb  before  him.  "Nate  and  Henry  and  1$ 
there  about  four  o'cloek.  Well,  there  they  were — by  iWh 
dm  tree — on  the  golf  courxc.  Ilia  father  waa  there  anil 
told  me  coming  bai^k  that  when  they  wanted  (irani  to  do 
thing — they  would  Ktring  itp  Amox — poor  old  Amaa'  1 
made  Orant  Ntoop  over  and  kiiw  the  Aar.  while  they  kxt 
bim;  and  they  made  bim  pull  that  maehine  frun  arooDdl 
lake.  The  fools  brought  it  up  fmm  the  eamp  in  Sari 
Harvey."  Brothcrton 'h  face  quivered,  hut  his  tear*  «■ 
gone.  lie  continued;  "They  strung  poor  old  Am<a  ■ 
four  times,  Laura — four  times,  he  says."  Brothertun  loo* 
wearily  into  the  Ktreet.  "Well,  an  we  rame  down  ibe  hdll 
our  car,  we  could  see  Orant.  lie  was  nearly  naked— «H 
aa  bo  is  now.  We  came  tcarinK  down  the  bill,  our  ■■ 
screaming  and  Nate  and  me  yelling  and  waving  our  f^ 
At  the  liriit  scream  of  our  siren,  then)  waa  an  awful  riNr  J 
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Baah.  Some  cme,"  Brotberton  pauaed  and  turned  kia  bag- 
md  eyes  toward  Laura — ''it  was  deaf  John  KoUander,  he 
med  the  lever  and  fired  that  machine  gun.  Oh,  Laura, 
Ml,  it  waa  awful.  I  saw  Orant  wilt  down.  I  saw — " 
^he  man  broke  into  tears,  but  bit  his  lips  and  continued: 
Dh,  th^  ran  like  snakes  then — like  snakes — like  snakeSi 
Ml  we  came  crashing  down  to  the  tree  and  in  a  moment 
m  last  machine  had  piked — but  I  know  'em,  every  man- 
ckl"  he  cried.  ''There  was  the  old  man,  tied  hand  and 
^  three  yards  from  the  tree,  and  there,  half  leaning,  half 
tling  by  the  tree,  the  boy,  the  big,  red-headed,  broken  and 
^pled  boy — was  panting  his  life  out."  Brotberton  caught 
m  inquiring  eyes.  "It  was  all  gone,  Laura,'*  he  said  softly, 
■U  gone.  He  was  the  boy,  the  shy,  gentle  boy  that  we  used 
'  krow — and  always  have  loved.  All  this  other  that  the 
isrs  have  brought  was  wiped  from  his  eyes.  They  were  so 
aider  and — "  He  could  go  no  further.  She  nodded  her 
iderstanding.  He  finally  continued:  "The  first  thing  he 
id  to  me  was,  'It's  all  rig^t,  George.'  He  was  tied,  they 
Id  pulled  the  claw  ofl^  and  his  poor  stumped  arm  waa  ahow- 
K^^and  he  was  bleeding — oh,  Laura." 
arotherton  fumbled  in  his  pocket  and  banded  an  en- 
lope  to  her. 

**  'George,'  he  panted,  as  I  tried  to  make  him  comfortable 
'liave  Nate  look  after  father.'    And  when  Nate  had  gone 

whispered  between  gasps,  'that  letter  there  in  the  court 
^m — '  He  had  to  stop  a  moment,  then  he  whispered 
^in,  'is  for  her,  for  Laura.'  He  tried  to  smile,  but  the 
K>d  kept  bubbling  up.  We  lifted  him  into  an  easier  posi- 
^n,  but  nothing  helped  much.  He  realized  that  and  when 
t  quit  he  said : 

**  'Now  then,  George,  promise  me  this — they're  not  to 
^me.    John  Kollander  isn*t  to  blame.     It  was  funny;  Kyle 
irry  saw  him  as  I  did,  and  Kyle — '  he  almost  laughed, 
lara. 
•*  *Kyle,'  he  repeated,  'tried  to  yell  at  old  John,  but  got 

excited  stuttering,  he  couldn't!     I*m  sure  the  fellows 
dn't  intend — '  he  was  getting  weak;  'this,'  he  said. 
^*  ^Promise  me  and  make — others;  you  won't  tell.    I  know 
Iher — he  won't    They're  not — it's — society.    Jiist  that,' 
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be  ftaid.  'TbU  was  society!'  lie  bad  to  stop.  I  M 
band  squeeze.  'I'm — Nii-happy,'  br  Miid  od«  woid 
time,  grippiag  my  hand  lighter  and  tifthter  till  it  act 
Brothertou  put  out  hii>  (irri'ul  hand,  and  looked  at  it  ii 
Bonally,  a»  ont>  iiilnKlueini;  a  atranf;er  for  wiintm. 
BrothcTton  lifted  hin  eyen  to  Laura 'f  unil  loiik  up  hit  ■ 

"  'Tlial'a  hem,'  he  «aid;  'the  ktler,'  and  tb«D  'mf 
■Bges— happj-. '  ' ' 

The  w»maN  pressed  Iier  letter  tv  her  lips  and  iMk 
the  white  door.  She  rose  and,  holding  ber  letter  t 
bosom,  closed  her  eym  and  Klood  with  a  hand  oo  thr 
She  dropped  her  band  and  turned  from  the  wbite 
The  d»wn  was  graying  in  llie  ugly  sln^-  Hut  oa  lh»i 
the  ^low  of  sunrise  blushed  in  promtKc.  She  vaUnl  i 
toward  the  street.  She  gazed  for  a  nioment  tt  tbe  (i 
aky  of  dawn. 

Wht-n  lipr  eyes  met  her  friend 's.  she  cried  ; 

"Give  me  your  hand — that  hand!" 

She  seized  it,  gazed  hungrily  at  it  a  second,  then 
it  passionately.  She  looked  back  at  tbe  white  doot 
shook  with  sobs  as  lihe  cried: 

"Ob,  you  don't  think  he's  there — there  in  the  m^ 
hind  the  doorl  We  know — oh,  we  do  know  he 'a  out  I 
out  here  in  the  dawn." 


CHAPTER  LI 

WHICH  WS  KND  AS  WE  BEGAN  AND  ALL  LIVE  HAPPILY 

EVER  AFTER 

rHE  great  strike  in  the  Wahoo  Vall^  now  is  only  an 
episode  in  the  history  of  this  struggle  of  labor  for 
its  rights.  The  episode  is  receding  year  by  year 
ortlier  and  more  dimly  into  the  past  and  is  one  of  the  long, 
llf-forgotten  skirmishes  wherein  labor  is  learning  the  truth 
«t  only  in  so  far  as  labor  dares  to  lean  on  peace  and  effi- 
leney  can  labor  move  upward  in  the  scale  of  life.  The 
irger  life  with  its  wider  hope,  requires  the  deeper  fellow- 
up  of  men.  The  winning  or  losing  of  the  strike  in  the 
^00  meant  little  in  terms  of  winning  or  losing;  but  be- 
nae  the  men  kept  the  peace,  kept  it  to  the  very  end,  the 
^ike  meant  much  in  terms  of  progress.  For  what  they 
Mned  was  permanent;  based  on  their  own  strength,  not  on 
le  weakness  of  those  who  would  deny  them. 
But  the  workers  in  the  mines  and  mills  of  the  Wahoo 
'alley,  who  have  gone  to  and  from  their  gardens,  planting 
mi  cultivating  and  harvesting  their  crops  for  many  chang- 
ig  seasons,  hold  the  legend  of  the  strong  man,  maimed  and 
larred,  who  led  them  in  that  first  struggle  with  themselves, 
I  hold  themselves  worthy  of  their  dreams.  In  a  hundred 
itUe  shacks  in  the  gardens,  and  in  dingy  rooms  in  the  tene- 
imts  may  be  found  even  to^ay  newspaper  clippings  pinned 
i  the  wall  with  his  picture  on  them,  all  curled  up  and  yel- 
Hr  with  years.  Before  a  wash-stand,  above  a  bed  or  pasted 
N^r  the  kitchen  stove,  soiled  and  begrimed,  these  clippings 
teall  the  story  of  the  man  who  gave  his  life  to  prove  Lis 
^eed.  So  the  fellowship  he  brought  into  the  world  lives  oo. 
And  the  fellowKhip  that  came  into  the  world  as  Grant 
flams  went  out  of  it,  touched  a  wider  circle  than  the  group 
ith  whom  he  lived  and  labored.    The  sad  sin^rity  with 
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vbich  he  worked  proved  to  Market  Street 
consecrated  to  a  noble  purpose,  and  &larl«f 
learned  a  lessoD.  Indeed  the  Uvea  of  that  loa( 
working  men  who  have  given  tbvniselvea  so  I 
life  was  all  they  had  to  give — for  the  frredon  of 
lows  from  the  bondage  of  the  tiuiw,  the  lirm  of  I 
have  found  their  highest  value  in  makiog  the  Market 
eternal,  realize  ita  own  shaina.  8o  Uraol  Ad«w  bq 
in  the  company  of  his  peers  that  tlsrket  Stmt  might 
stand  in  his  death  what  his  fellows  really  hoped  fa 
was  a  need  that  is  Bowa  and  falh  opon  good  ffRMo4 
Market  Sire«t  after  all  is  not  a  stony  place ;  acodi  b«i 
bring  forth  great  harveau.  And  while  the  harvolflf 
AdaniM'^  life  in  not  at  hand;  the  ■nillennitua  u  on 
the  seed  is  quickening  in  the  earth.  And  gnU  tki 
moving  in  the  world. 

Of  course,  there  came  a  time  in  VlMTvty,  even  ia  tt 
of  Neabit,  when  there  was  marrying  and  giving  in  m 
It  was  on  a  winter's  night  when  the  hottw  mUt  Vk 
dark  Moorish  verandas,  celebrating  Mrs.  N«sbit^  fa 
with  the  spirit  of  architecture,  glowed  with  a  jffwH  < 

And  in  due  counie  they  appeared.  Rev.  Dr.  Jota 
leading  the  way,  followed  by  a  thin,  dark-akituted 
man  with  eyea  to  mad-b  and  a  rather  aUgbt,  i ' 
blond  and  pink  with  happy  trimmings  and  n 
her  eyelashes.     The  children  jahbervd,  and  tbo 
and  the  men  wiped  their  eyes,  and  it  waa  altogeUwi 
occanton.     Jnst  as  the  young  people  vrm  ready  to  " 
world  Hjuarely  in  the  faee,  Oeorge  Rrotberton,  tW 
heard  some  one  moving  outside  in  the  deep,  dark 
flicked  on  the  porch   light,  and   through   the   wii 
saw — and  tlie  merry  company  could   not   help  a« 
faee« — two  wan.  unhappy  facea.  staring  hungrily  ia 
bridal  pair.     They  slood  at  diffensit  corners  of 
and  did  not  seem  to  know  of  on«  another*!  pnm 
the  light  revealed  thetn.    Only  an  instant  did  t 
flaxh  into  ths  lijjht,  aa  John  6est«r  waa  readiag  ft 
Bible  a  part  of  the  aerviee  that  be  loved  to 
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lid  them  not,  for  of  sach  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven.' 

faces  vanished,  there  was  a  scurrying  across  the  cemeni 

►r  of  the  veranda  and  two  figures  met  on  the  lawn  ii 

le  and  anger. 

IBnt  they  in  the  house  did  not  know  of  the  meeting.    Foi 

trybody  was  kissing  everybody  else,  and  the  peppermim 

idy  in  little  Grant  Brotherton's  mouth  tasted  on  a  scon 

lips  in  three  minutes,  and  a  finger  dab  of  candy  oi 

f—     i^/per  Adams's  shirt  front  made  the  world  akin. 

JLfter  the  guests  had  gone,  three  old  men  lingered  by  th< 
lOldering   logs.    **Well,    now,    Doc   Jim,"    asked   Amos 
rhy  shouldn't  1 1    Haven't  I  paid  taxes  in  Greeley  Count] 
►:»  nearly  fifty  years  t    Didn  't  I  make  the  campaign  for  tha^ 
le  in  the  nineties,  when  they  called  it  the  poor  house- 
it  people  call  it  that  now.    I  only  stay  there  when  I  an 
lesome  and  I  go  out  in  a  taxi-cab  at  the  county's  expense 
:e  a  gentleman  to  his  estate.     And  I  guess  it  is  my  estate 
was  talking  to  Lincoln  about  it  the  other  night,  and  hi 
he  approves.    Ruskin  says  I  am  living  my  religion  lib 
diamond  in  the  rock." 

To  the  Captain's  protest  he  answered,  *'0h,  yes,  I  knoti 

^t — but  that  would  be  charity.    My  pencils  and  shoe 

igB  and  collar  buttons  and  coat  hangers  keep  me  ii 

tnding  money.    I  couldn't  take  charity  even  from  yoi 

m.    And  Jasper's  money,"  the  gray  poll  wagged,  anc 

cried,  **0h,  no — not  Ahab  Wright's  and  Kyle  Perry's— 

v^z^-'  that  money.    Kenyon  is  forever  slipping  me  fifty.    Bu1 

^^p  don't  need  it.    John  Dexter  keeps  a  room  always  readj 

me,  and  I  like  it  at  the  Dexters'  almost  as  much  as  1 

at  the  county  home.    So  I  don't  really  need  Kenyon '« 

tey,  however  much  joy  he  takes  in  giving  it.    And  I  rais< 

le  devil's  own  fuss  to  keep  him  from  doing  it." 

!§*%?    The  Doctor  puffed,  and  the  Captain  in  his  regal  garment! 

led  the  long  room,  with  his  hands  locked  under  hif 

ittails. 

**But,  Amos,"  cried  the  Captain,  *'under  the  law,  no  mai 

ing  that  button,"  and  the  Captain  looked  at  the  tri 

>lor  of  the  Loyal  Legion,  proudly  adorning  the  shiny  coat 

no  soldier  under  the  law,  has  to  go  out  there.    They've 
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got  to  keep  you  liere  in  town,  and  boiidiM  you'ri-  r 
to  a  whopping  lot  of  pension  money  for  uU  thaw  one 
yoam." 

The  white  old  bead  sbook  and  the  puncd  old  lipi  fl 
as  the  thin  lillle  voice  rt-plied.  "\ul  yet,  Ezn— iwl  j 
don't  need  ihe  pension  ycl.  And  as  for  tbr  Uemi*'— 
lont^ome  there.  A  lot  of  'om  are  l)«dfa»t  and  i 
I  ^t  a  eertain  amount  of  fun — chirping  'et 
da^'s.  Tliey  like  lo  lienr  from  Kroenui)  and  John  A.  I 
and  Sitting  Bull  and  Huxley  and  tticir  < 
guvas  I'm  iH'inxniorcor  IfKsnsoful,"  lIcntmlcrdhiaH 
beard  and  looke<l  at  liie  (Ire.  "And  then."  he  aAAti 
always  seems  nearer  where  there  is  furrow,  (inni. 
that  way,  thonjih  neither  of  'em  really  haji  eome." 

Tbo  Captain  fliiiling  that  his  money  was  aubea  in  ha, 
and  not  liking  the  thought  and  ini-ditalion  of  deatit.  c 
the  Nubject,  and  when  the  evening  was  old,  Amoa  < 
called  a  taxiK-ub.  and  at  the  county's  expenite  rode  b 

At  the  end  of  a  hard  winter  day,  deseviidini;  lardi 
the  early  sprint;,  they  miwed  him  at  the  farm. 
knew  whether  he  had  gone  to  visit  Ihe  Itextrm.  aa  i 
weekly  wont,  or  whether  he  was  staying  with  CapUti 
ton  in  town,  where  he  sometimes  spent  Saturday  nig' 
the  Grand  Army  meeting. 

The  next  day  the  Kiin  earoe  out  and  roelled  the  u 
snow  banks.  And  some  eonntry  boys  playing  by  i 
atone  leduc  in  a  wide  upland  inewlow  abitvr  the  WaT 
from  the  smoke  of  town,  came  upon  the  body  of  an  o 
Beside  bim  was  strewn  a  meager  pMidler's  kit. 
knee«  waa  a  tablet  of  paper;  in  his  left  hand  wm  a 
tightly  gripped.  On  the  tablet  in  a  fine,  even  liand  « 
words:  "I  am  here,  Ami«,"  and  his  old  eyes,  tU 
wide,  were  droopwl.  perhaps  to  look  at  the  tri-eolor 
Loyal  Legion  that  shone  ou  his  shnink<-n  ehent  and  I 
a  great  dream  of  »  nation  i-nine  true,  or  perhaft*  in  tl 
Btark  eyea  was  another  viHion  in  another  world. 

And  M  an  in  the  beginning,  there  waa  blue  aky  ■ 
flliitu  and  prairie  gran  at  ihe  end. 


CHAPTER  LII 

BXAOTLY  A  CHAPTER  BUT  RATHEB  A  QBD  OB  A  HIO 

FABUUA  DOCET 

K  A  ^^  ^b®  ^^  ^^  '"  ^^^  heart,  there  is  no  Ood!" 
i\  And  this  fable  teaches,  if  it  teaches  anything,  that 
AJ^  the  fool  was  indeed  a  fool.  Now  do  not  think  that 
b  folly  lay  chiefly  in  glutting  his  life  with  drab  material 
iingSy  with  wives  and  concubines,  with  worldly  power  and 
lory.  That  was  but  a  small  part  of  his  folly.  For  that  con* 
■roed  himself.  That  turned  upon  his  own  little  destiny. 
lie  vast  folly  of  the  fool  came  with  his  blindness.  He  could 
01  see  the  beautiful  miracle  of  progress  that  God  has  been 
PlHrluDg  in  this  America  of  ours  during  these  splendid  fifty 
^irs  that  have  closed  a  great  epoch. 

And  what  a  miracle  it  was !  Here  lay  a  continent — rich, 
viaSy  material,  beckoning  humanity  to  fall  down  and  worship 
ke  god  of  gross  and  palpable  realities.  And,  on  the  other 
Uid,  here  stood  the  American  spirit — the  eternal  love  of 
^Bcdom,  which  had  brought  men  across  the  seas,  had  bid 
fight  kings  and  principalities  and  powers,  had  forced 
into  the  wilderness  by  the  hundreds  of  thousands  to 
^ke  of  it  **the  homestead  of  the  free";  the  spirit  that  had 
lied  them  by  the  millions  to  wa^e  a  terrible  civil  war  for  a 
'^at  ideal. 

"This  spirit  met  the  god  of  things  as  they  are,  and  for  a 
^aeration  grappled  in  a  mighty  struggle. 
And  men  said:  The  old  America  is  dead;  America  is 
oney  mad ;  America  is  a  charnel  house  of  greed.  Millioni 
ad  millions  of  men  from  all  over  the  earth  came  to  her 
lores.  And  the  world  said :  They  have  brought  only  their 
reed  with  them.  And  still  the  struggle  went  on.  The  con- 
ment  was  taken ;  man  abolished  the  wilderness.  A  new  civi* 
aation  rose.    And  because  it  was  strong,  tlie  world  said  it 
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was  not  of  the  old  Amerk-a,  but  ot  «  new,  soft,  wi 
which  wist  not  thai  Uod  had  departed  from  JL 

Then  the  new  epoch  dawiied ;  dear  and  stxnD(  ei 
to  Americans  to  go  forth  and  light  in  the  Umt  Wi 
themselves,  not  for  their  own  gIor>',  nor  their  own  nM 
for  the  soul  of  the  world.  And  the  tAd  Epirit  of  Anerii 
and  responded.  The  long  itiwaril  strugfilr,  sem  ooljr  I 
wise,  only  by  tho»e  who  knew  bow  Ood'a  trulh  mm 
this  earth,  working  beneath  Uie  inirfaoe,  deep  in  tbe 
things,  the  long  inward  struggle  of  the  npiril  of  Aatri 
its  own  was  won. 

So  it  came  to  pasx  that  the  richncm  of  the  vaai 
poured  out  for  an  ideal,  that  the  ireniiu  of  tlua 
aeetned  to  be  serving  only  Mammoa  was  devoted  pi 
to  a  principle,  and  that  the  biuod  of  thoM  who  eaa 
ing  greed  1o  America  was  shed  glorioiuily  in  the  hi| 
which  called  Amerii-Ji  to  thi«  new  world  enisade. 
the  bnming  bush  speaking  with  (Jod,  Soal  oa  tbe  i 
Damascus,  never  eame  elotter  to  the  fores  ootside 
which  makes  for  right eousneai. — the  force  that  bas  | 
humanity  upward  through  the  agrtt. — than  America 
in  this  hour  of  her  high  resolve.  And  yet  for  fifty 
has  come  into  this  holy  ground  steadily,  and 
indeed,  for  a  hundred  years,  for  three  hundred  yeafl 
Plymouth  Rock  to  the  red  ticlda  of  Fraoee,  AnerKS  hfl 
a  long  and  perilous  way — yet  alwaya  sura,  and  mvitr 
ing. 

To  have  lived  in  the  generation  now  [iisiim.  to  hai 
the  glory  of  tlie  coming  of  the  liord  in  the  hearts 
people,  to  have  watched  the  Kteady  triumph  in  oar  Aa 
life  of  the  spirit  of  jnxtice,  of  fitllawship  over  the  i 
greed,  to  have  seen  the  Holy  Obost  rise  in  the  life  of 
nation,  was  a  blesMd  privilege.  And  if  this  tale  hsa  n 
fnim  the  fallow  paper  hearta  of  those  phaniams  : 
through  its  pagn  aome  glimpse  of  their  joy  in  their  p 
Mgt.  the  story  has  played  itjt  part  If  the  fabla  of 
Adams'*  triumphant  failure  does  not  draaatiae  in 
the  victory  of  the  American  stpirit— the  Puritan 
in  our  generation,  then,  alaa,  this  parable  baa 
ita  ain.    But  most  of  all,  if  the  ttory  I 
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it  18  to  sit  in  the  seat  of  the  scornful,  and  to  deny 
reality  of  God's  purpose  in  this  world,  even  though  it  is 
iicd  in  pomp  and  power  and  pride,  then  indeed  this  nar- 
ivt  has  failed.  For  in  all  this  world  one  finds  no  other 
so  dreary  and  so  desolate  as  it  is  in  the  heart  of  a  f ooL 
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There  are  few  men  in  the  world  who  have  pictured  that  ttiaiisc  creatkM^ 
the  Boy,  at  he  actually  ii.  One  of  tbeM  men  it  Mr.  White.  Hit  Kanaaa 
boyi  are  a  delight,  and  the  recollections  they  win  awaken  in  the  mind  of 
a^y  man  will  cause  him  to  congratulate  htmaielf  foe  having  read  the  book. 

IN  OUR  TOWN 

ilhutraUd     CUik     iim^     $/^ 

Mr.  White  tuggeiti  Barrie  more  than  any  other  liring  wrUer.  Hit  new 
book  doet  for  the  daily  life  of  a  modem  Kantat  town  jutl  what  Barrie  hat 
done  for  a  Scotch  town  in  ''A  Window  in  Thrumt." 

"  It  it  *  Boyville '  grown  up  ;  bett  v  becaute  more  tkilfully  and  deftly 
done ;  riper,  becaute  '  Bill '  it  a  bigger  bor  now  than  be  wat  6ve  jeara 
ago,  and  more  human.  No  writer  to>day  nandlet  the  tmaU  town  life  to 
compare  with  White,  and  thit  it  the  bett  book  he  hat  yet  done.**— Z«f 
Angtla  Htraid, 

STRATAGEMS  AND  SPOILS 

IlhuiraUd  Chik  tam$  %t^ 


There  are  houn  and  dayt  and  long  yeart  in  the  liret  of  men  and  women 
wherein  strong  passions  are  excited  and  great  human  interettt  are  at  itake. 
The  ambition  for  power,  the  greed  for  money,  the  desire  to  win  the  game, 
the  hunger  for  fame,  parental  love,  anger,  Iriendship,  hate,  and  revenge  — 
the  primitive  passions  that  move  men  and  the  world  powerfully  —  certainly 
these  deserve  as  important  a  place  in  the  chronicles  of  the  human  animal 
as  does  the  mating  instinct.  It  is  with  thi«  idea  in  mind  that  Mr.  White 
has  set  the  stories  in  this  volume  in  the  held  of  American  poliUct*  wher« 
every  human  emotion  hnds  free  play. 

THE   REAL   ISSUE 

Ooik  iim0  $^-^ 
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as  it  is,  and  above  it  all  a  spirit  of  righteousness,  true  piety,  and  heroic 
patriotism.  These  inspire  the  author's  genius  and  Bne  literary  quality, 
thrilling  the  reaiier  with  tenderest  emotion,  and  holding  to  the  end  hit 
onflagging,  absorbing  interest."  —  TJU  PMu  L»4gtr^  Philadelphia. 
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